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TO  THE  CONQUERORS 
WHO    WON    IMMORTAL   VICTORY 

"Arm  yourselves  and  be  Valiant  Men,  and  see  that  ye 
ri.se  up  in  readiness  against  the  Dawn,  that  ye  may  do  Battle 
with  These  that  are  Assembled  against  us.     . 

"For  it  is  better  to  die  in  Battle  than  live  to  behold  the 
Calamities  of  our  own  People.     .     .     .'" 

"Lord,  we  took  not  the  Land  into  Possession  by  our  own 
Swords;  neither  was  it  our  own  Hands  that  helped  us;  but 
Thy  Hand  was  a  Buckler;  and  Thy  right  Arm  a  Shield,  and 
the  Light  of  Thy  Countenance  hath  conquered  forever." 

^^ 

AND  TO  THE  VANQUISHED 

WHO   WON    IMMORTALITY 

"We  are  the  fallen,  who,  with  helpless  faces 
Low  in  the  dust,  in  stiffening  ruin  lay, 
Felt  the  hoofs  beat,  and  heard  the  rattling  traces 
As  o'er  us  drove  the  chariota  of  the  fray. 

"  We  are  the  fallen,  who  by  ramparts  gory. 
Awaiting  death,  heard  the  far  shouts  begin, 
And  with  our  last  glance  glimpsed  the  victor's  glory 
For  which  we  died,  but  dying  might  not  win. 

"  We  were  but  men.     Always  our  eyes  were  holden, 
We  could  not  read  the  dark  that  walled  us  round, 
Nor  deem  our  futile  plans  with  Thine  enfolden— 
We  fought,  not  knowing  God  was  on  the  ground. 

"  Aye.  grant  our  ears  to  hear  the  foolish  praising 
Of  men— old  voices  of  our  lost  home-land. 
Or  else,  the  gateways  of  this  dim  world  raising. 
Give  us  our  swords  again,  and  hold  Thy  hand." 

— W.  H.  Woods. 
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PREFACE 


Among  the  fifty-eight  regiments  of  Zouaves  and  the 
seven  regiments  of  Lancers  enlisted  in  the  service  of  the 
United  States  between  1861  and  1865  it  will  be  useless 
for  the  reader  to  look  for  any  record  of  the  3d  Zouaves 
or  of  the  8th  Lancers.     The  red  breeches  and  red  fezzes 
of  the  Zouaves  clothed  many  a  dead  man  on  Southern 
battle-fields;  the  scarlet  swallow-tailed  pennon  of  the 
Lancers   fluttered   from   many   a  lance-tip  beyond   the 
Potomac;  the  histories  of  these  sixty-five  regiments  are 
known.    But  no  history  of  the  3d  Zouaves  or  of  the  8th 
Lancers  has  ever  been  written  save  in  this  narrative; 
and  historians  and  veterans  would  seek  in  vain  for  any 
records  of  these  two  regiments— regiments  which  mi^ht 
have  been,  but  never  were. 
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CHAPTER    I 

The  butler  made  an  instinctive  movement  to  de- 
tain him,  but  he  flung  him  aside  and  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room, the  servant  recovering  his  equilibrium  and 
following  on  a  run.  Light  from  great  crystal  chan- 
deliers dazzled  him  for  a  moment;  the  butler 
again  confronted  him  but  hesitated  under  the  wicked 
glare  from  his  eyes.  Then  through  the  brilliant  vista, 
the  young  fellow  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  dining-room, 
a  table  where  silver  and  crystal  glimmered,  and  a  great 
gray  man  just  lowering  a  glass  of  wine  from  his  lips  to 
gaze  at  him  with  quiet  curiosity. 

The  next  moment  he  traversed  the  carpeted  inter- 
val between  them  and  halted  at  the  table's  damask  edge, 
gazing  intently  across  at  the  solitary  diner,  who  sat 
leaning  back  in  an  arm-chair,  heavy  right  hand  still 
resting  on  the  stem  of  a  claret  glass,  a  cigar  suspended 
between  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand. 

"  Are  you  Colonel  Arran  ?  " 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  man  at  the  table  coolly.    "  Who 
the  devil  are  you  ?  " 

"  By  God,"  replied  the  other  with  an  insolent  laugh, 
"  that's  what  I  came  here  to  find  out !  " 
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II...  ,„„„.„  ,1k,  t.l,|c.  |„i,|  ,,„„,  |,„,„,,  „„  „„, 
the;  cloth  a.„  ,„.r,l.v  rose,  from  his  chuir,  then  follL-k 
s,...I.V.  ,„  Mlcnco,  h„,  hi,  i„ten,  ga^e  never  Icf,  the  o,h- 
cr  s  hl<MMllts.s  face. 

"Send  „..„v  your  servants.  Colonel  Armn!"  ,„id 
Wi'  IJ  settle  this  matter  now." 

<vith?„",ff'T ;'""'' '"  ""•"«'' '"  "p""''  '--^ «-. 

with  «n  effort,  he  motionol  to  the  hutlcr 
scarcely  re«h.sc<l  at  the  moment. 

behiU'V'',""',''  r'"""^ "«""""'  "•  •■'"'• "-  -"■«"* 

bch,nd  Colonel  Arr„„'s  chair,  and  started  forward  with 
«  furfve   glance   at    his   master;   and   the   young   man 
turned  disdainfully  to  confront  Imn. 
"Will  you  retire  peaceably,  sir'" 

■no. "«:;';'  e7cf:i"--'''"^  "'""""^""^  ^  ^-^  ">-'> 

the  tahre":'ed ;r  '""'"  "'™"'''  """<''  ^'■"  «''PP™« 

"  Larraway !  " 

"  Sir?  " 

"  You  may  go," 

The  small  gray  eyes  in  the  pock-pitted  face  stole 
toward  young  Berkley,  then  were  cautiously  lowered 
Very  well,  sir,"  he  said. 

"  aose  the  drawing-room    doors.      No-this    way. 
Go^  out    through    the    pantry.      And    take    Pin.    witt. 

"Very  well,  sir." 
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'*  Ami,  Lurraway  !  " 
"Sir?" 

"When  I   want  you   I'll   ri.i^r.     Tntil   then   I  don't 
want  anybody  or  anything.     I^  that  understood-" 
"  Vc8,  sir." 
"  That  is  all." 
"  Thank  you,  sir." 

The  great  mahogany  folding  doors  slid  smoothly 
together,  closing  out  the  brilliant  drawing-roon. :  the 
<loor  of  the  butler's  pantry  clicked. 

Colonel  Arran  slowly  wheeled  in  his  place  and  sur- 
veyed his  unbidden  guest: 

"  Well,  sir,"  lie  said,  "  cot    ,nue." 
"  I  liaven't  yet  begun." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  Berkley ;  you  liavc  made  a  very 
significant  beginning.  I  was  told  that  you  are  this  kind 
of  a  young  man." 

"  I  am  this  kind  of  a  young  man.  W'hat  else  have 
you  been  told  ?  " 

Colonel  Arran  inspected  him  through  partly  closed 
and  heavy  eyes;  "I  am  further  informed,"  he  said, 
"that  at  twenty-four  you  have  already  managed  to 
attain  bankruptcy." 

"Perfectly  correct.  What  other  items  have  you 
collected  concerning  mc.^  " 

"  You  can  retrace  your  own  peregrinations  if  you 
care  to.  I  believe  they  follow  a  vicious  circle  bisectbg 
the  semi-fashionable  world,  and  the— other.  Shall  we 
say  that  the  expression,  unenviable  notoriety,  sum- 
marises the  reputation  you  have  acquired.'  " 
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"  Exactly,"  he  said ;  "  both  kinds  of  vice,  Colonel 
Arran— respectable  and  disreputable." 

"Oh  !  And  am  I  correct  in  concluding  that,  at  this 
hour,  you  stand  there  a  financially  ruined  man— at 
twenty-four  years  of  age " 

"I  do  stand  here;  but  I'm  going  to  sit  down." 

He  did  so,  dropped  both  elbows  on  the  cloth,  and 
balancing  his  chin  on  the  knuckles  of  his  clasped  hands, 
examined  the  older  man  with  insolent,  unchanging 
gaze. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said  coolly,  "  what  else  do  you  con- 
clude me  to  be  ^  " 

"  What  else  is  there  to  say  to  you,  Berkley  ?  You 
have  evidently  seen  my  attorneys." 

"  I  have ;  the  fat  shyster  and  the  bow-legged  one." 
He  reached  over,  poured  himself  a  glass  of  brandy  from 
a  decanter,  then,  with  an  unpleasant  laugh,  set  it  aside 
untasted. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  I've  had  a  hard  day  of  it.  I'm 
not  myself,"  he  said  with  an  insolent  shrug  of  excuse. 
"At  eleven  o'clock  this  morning  Illinois  Central  had 
lullen  three  more  points,  and  I  had  no  further  interest 
in  the  market.  Then  one  of  your  brokers—"  He  leaned 
farther  forward  on  the  table  and  stared  brightly  at  the 
older  man,  showing  an  edge  of  even  teeth,  under  the 
receding  upper  lip : 

"  How  long  have  your  people  been  watching  me.?  " 
"  Long  enough  to  give  me  what  in;   rmation  I  re- 
quired." 

"Then  you  really  have  had  me  watched.'"* 
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"  I  liavc  chosen  to  keep  in  touch  with  your — career, 
Berkley." 

Berkley's  upper  lip  H>{uin  twitched  unplmsantly; 
hut,  when  at  length  he  spoke,  he  spoke  more  eiilnilv 
than  before  Kn<i  his  mobile  features  were  in  pallid 
repose. 

"  One  of  your  brokers — Cone — stopped  me.  I  was 
too  confused  to  understand  what  he  wanted  of  me.  I 
went  with  him  to  your  attorneys — "  Like  lijrhtning  the 
snarl  twitched  his  mouth  a/ruin;  |ie  made  as  though  to 
rise,  and  controlled  liimself  in  the  act. 

"  Where  are  the  originals  of  those  letters?"  he 
managed  to  say  at  last. 

"  In  this  house." 

"Am  I  to  have  them.' 

"  I  think  so." 

"  So  do  I,"  said  the  young  man  with  a  ghastly  smile. 
**  I'm  quite  sure  of  it." 

Colonel  Arran  regarded  him  in  surprise 

"  There  is  no  occasion  for  violence  in  i  Souse, 
Berkley." 

"Where  are  the  letters .=>" 

"  Have  you  any  doubts  concerning  what  my  attor- 
neys have  told  you.''  The  originals  are  at  your  im- 
mediate disposal  if  you  wish." 

Then  Berkley  struck  the  table  fiercely,  and  stood  up, 
as  claret  splashed  and  trembling  crystal  rang. 

"That's  all  I  want  of  you!"  he  said.  "Do  you 
understand  what  you've  done.'  You've  killed  the  last 
shred  of  self-respect  in  me !    Do  you  think  I'd  take  any- 
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thing  at  your  hands?     I  never  cared  for  anybody  in  the 
world  except  my  mother.    If  what  your  lawyers  tell  me 
is  true—"    His  voice  choked ;  he  stood  swaying  a  mo- 
ment, face  covered  by  his  hands. 
"  Berkley !  " 

The  young  man's  iiands  fell ;  he  faced  the  other,  who 
had  risen  to  his  heavy  six-foot  height,  confronting  him 
across  the  table. 

"  Berkley,  whatever  claim  you  have  on  me— and  I'm 

ignoring  the  chance  that  you  have  none " 

"  By  God,  I  tell  you  I  have  none !  I  want  none ! 
What  you  have  done  to  her  you  have  done  to  me !  What 
you  and  your  conscience  and  your  cruelty  and  your 
attorneys  did  to  her  twenty-four  years  ago,  you  have 
done  this  day  to  nc!  As  surely  as  you  outlawed  her, 
so  have  you  outlawed  me  to-day.  That  is  what  I  now 
am,  an  outlaw  !  " 

"  It  was  insulted  civilisation  that  punished,  not  I, 
Berkley- " 

"  It  was  you !  You  took  your  shrinking  pound  of 
flesh.  I  know  your  sort.  Hell  is  full  of  them  singing 
psalms !  " 

Colonel  Arran  sat  silently  stern  a  moment.  Then 
the  congested  muscles,  habituated  to  control,  relaxed 
again.     He  said,  under  perfect  self-command  : 

"  You'd  better  know  the  truth.  It  is  too  late  now 
to  discuss  whose  fault  it  was  that  the  trouble  arose  be- 
tween your  mother  and  me.  We  lived  together  only  a 
few  weeks.  She  was  in  love  with  her  cousin ;  she  didn't 
realise  it  until  she'd  married  me.     I  have  nothing  more 
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to  say  on  that  score;  she  tried  to  be  faithful.  I  believe 
she  was;  but  he  was  a  scoundrel.  And  she  ended  by 
thinking  me  one. 

"Even  before  I  married  her  I  was  made  painfully 
aware  that  our  dispositions  and  temperaments  were  not 
entirely  compatible.  I  think,"  he  added  grimly,  "  that 
in  the  letters  read  to  you  this  afternoon  she  used  the 
expression,  '  ice  and  fire,'  in  referring  to  herself  and 
me." 

Berkley  only  looked  at  him. 

"  There  is  now  nothing  to  be  gained  in  reviewing 
that  unhappy  affair,"  continued  the  other.  "  Your 
mother's  family  are  headlong,  impulsive,  fiery,  un- 
stable, emotional.  There  was  a  last  shameful  and  de- 
grading scene.  I  offered  her  a  separation;  but  she 
was  unwisely  persuaded  to  sue  for  divorce." 

Colonel  Arran  bent  his  head  and  touched  his  long 
gray  moustache  with  bony  fingers. 

"  The  proceeding  was  farcical ;  the  decree  a  fraud. 
I  warned  her;  but  she  snapped  her  fingers  at  me  and 
married  her  cousin  the  next  day.  .  .  .  And  then  I  did 
my  duty  by  civilisation.' 

Still  Berkley  never  stirred.  The  older  man  looked 
down  at  the  wine-soiled  cloth,  traced  the  outline  of  the 
crimson  stain  with  unsteady  finger.  Tiien,  lifting  his 
head: 

"  I  had  that  infamous  decree  set  aside,"  he  said 
grimly.  "  It  was  a  matter  of  duty  and  of  conscience, 
and  I  did  it  without  remorse.  .  .  .  They  were  on  what 
mey  supposed  to  be  a  wedding  trip.     But  I  had  warned 
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her."     He  shrugged  his  massive  shoulders.     « If  they 
were   not   over-particular  they   were  probably   happy. 
Then  he  broke  his  neck  hun ting-before  you  were  born." 
"  Was  he  my  father.?  " 
"  I  am  taking  the  chance  that  he  was  not." 

"  You  had  reason  to  believe " 

"I  thought  so.  But-your  mother  remained  silent. 
And  her  answer  to  my  letters  was  to  have  you  christened 
under  the  name  you  bear  to-day,  Philip  Ormond  Berk- 
ley. And  then,  to  force  matcers,  I  made  her  status 
clear  to  her.  Maybe-I  don't  know-but  my  punish- 
ment of  her  may  have  driven  htr  to  a  hatred  of  me— 
a  desperation  that  accepted  everything— even  you!  " 

Berkley  lifted  a  countenance  from  which  every  ves- 
tige of  colour  had  fled. 

"  Why  did  you  tell  me  this.?  " 

"  Because  I  believe  that  there  is  every  chance— that 
you  may  be  legally  entitled  to  my  name.     Since  I  have 
known  who  you  are,  I— I  have  had  you  watched.    I  have 
hesitated-a    long   while.      My   brokers   have   watched 
you  for  a  year,  now;  my  attorneys  for  much  longer 
To-day  you  stand  in  need  of  me,  if  ever  you  have  stood 
m  need  of  anybody.     I  take  the  chance  that  you  have 
that  claim  on  me ;  I  offer  to  receive  you,  provide  for  you. 
That  is  all,  Berkley.     Now  you  know  everything." 
"Who  else— knows.?" 
"Knows  what?" 

"  Knows  what  you  d)^  to  my  mother?  " 
"  Some  people  among  the  families  immediately  con- 
cerned," replied  Colonel  Arran  coolly. 
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"Who  are  they?" 

"Your  mother's  relatives,  the  Paiges,  the  Berk- 
leys— my  family,  the  Arrans,  the  Lents " 

"  What  Lents?  "  interrupted  the  young  man  looking 
up  sharply. 

"  They  live  in  Brooklyn.  There's  a  brother  and  a 
sister,  orphans ;  and  an  uncle,  Captain  Josiah  Lent." 

"Oh.  .  .  .  Who  else?" 

"A  ?.Irs.  Craig  who  lives  in  Brooklyn.  She  was 
Celia  Paifie,  your  mother's  maid  of  honour." 

"W,. J  else?" 

"  A  sister-in-law  of  Mrs.  Craig,  formerly  my  ward. 
She  is  now  a  widow,  a  Mrs.  Paige,  living  on  London 
Terrace.  She,  however,  has  no  knowledge  of  the  mattor 
in  question  ;  nor  have  the  Lents,  nor  any  one  in  the  Cra.^ 
family  except  Mrs.  Craig." 

"Who  else?" 

"  Nobody." 

"  I  see.  .  .  .  And,  as  I  understand  it,  you  a^-e  now 
stepping  forward  to  offer  me— on  the  chance  of— 
of " 

"  I  offer  you  a  place  in  this  house  as  my  son.  I  offer 
to  deal  with  you  as  a  father— accepting  that  belief  and 
every  responsibility,  and  every  duty,  and  every  sacrifice 
that  such  a  belief  entails." 

For  a  long  time  the  young  fellow  stood  there  with- 
out stirring,  pallid,  his  dark,  expressionless  eyes  fixed 
on  space.     And  after  a  while  he  spoke. 

"  Colonel  Arran,  I  had  rather  than  all  the  happi- 
ness on  earth,  that  you  had  left  me  the  memory  of  my 
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mother.  You  have  cliosen  not  to  do  so.  And  now,  do 
jfou  think  I  am  likely  to  exchange  what  she  and  I  really 
are,  for  anything  more  respectable  that  you  believe  you 
can  offer? 

"  How,  under  God.  you  could  have  punished  her  as 
you  did— how  you  could  have  reconciled  your  conscience 
to  the  invocation  of  a  brutal  law  which  rehabilitated  you 
at  the  expense  of  the  woman  who  had  been  your  wi/c— 
how  you  could  have  done  this  in  the  name  of  duty  and 
of  conscience,  I  can  not  comprehend. 

"  I  do  not  believe  that  one  drop  of  your  blood  runs 
in  my  veins." 

He  bent  forward,  laying  his  hands  flat  on  the  cloth, 
then  gripping  it  fiercely  in  clenched  fists : 

"  All  I  want  of  you  is  what  was  my  mother's.  I 
bear  the  name  she  gave  me;  it  pleased  her  to  bestow  it ; 
it  is  good  enough  for  me  to  wear.  If  it  be  hers  only, 
or  if  it  was  also  my  father's,  I  do  not  know;  but  that 
name,  legitimate  or  otherwise,  is  not  for  exchange !  I 
will  keep  it.  Colonel  Arran.     I  am  what  I  am." 

He  hesitated,  rigid,  clenching  and  unclenching  his 
hands— then  drew  a  deep,  agonised  breath: 

"  I  suppose  you  have  meant  to  be  just  to  me.  I 
wish  you  might  have  dealt  more  mercifully  with  my 
mother.  As  for  what  you  have  done  to  me— well— 
if  she  was  illegally  my  mother,  I  had  rather  be  her 
illegitimate  son  than  the  sen  of  any  woman  who 
ever  lived  within  the  law.  Now  may  I  have  her  let- 
ters.?" 

"  Is  that  your  decision,  Berkley .'  " 
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"  It  is.     I  want  only  her  letters  from  you — and  any 

little  keepsakes — relics — if  there  be  any " 

'•  I  ofTcr  to  recognise  you  as  my  son." 

"  I  decline — believing  that  you  mean  to  l>e  just— 

and  perhaps  kind— God  knows  what  you  do  mean  by 

disinterring  the  dead  for  a  son  to  look  back  upon " 

"  Could  I  have  offered  you  what  I  ofFer,  other- 
wise? " 

"Man!  Man!  You  have  nothing  to  oflFer  me! 
Vour  silence  was  the  only  kindness  you  could  have 
done  me!  You  have  killed  something  in  me.  I  don't 
know  what,  yet— but  I  think  it  was  the  best  part 
of  me." 

"  Berkley,  do  you  suppose  that  I  have  entered  upon 
this  matter  lightly?  " 

Berkley  laughed,  showing  his  teeth.  "  No.  It  was 
your  damned  conscience;  and  I  suppose  you  couldn't 
strangle  it.  I  am  sorry  you  couldn't.  Sometimes  a 
strangled  conscience  makes  men  kinder." 

Colonel  Arran  rang.  A  dark  flush  had  overspread 
his  forehead ;  he  turned  to  the  butler. 

"  Bring  me  the  despatch  box  which  stands  on  my 
study  table." 

Berkley,  hands  behind  his  back,  was  pacing  the  din- 
ing-room carpet. 

"  Would  you  accept  a  glass  of  wine?  "  asked  Colonel 
Arran  in  a  low  voice. 

Berkley  wheeled  on  him  with  a  terrible  smile. 

"  Shall  a  man  drink  wine  with  the  slayer  of  souls?  " 
Then,  pallid  face  horribly  distorted,  iie  stretched  out  a 
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shaking  arm.  "  Not  that  jou  ever  could  succeed  in 
getting  near  enough  to  murder  hers!  But  you've  killed 
mine.  I  know  now  what  died  in  me.  It  was  that !  .  .  . 
And  I  know  now,  as  I  stand  here  excommunicated  by 
you  from  all  who  have  been  born  within  the  law,  that 
there  is  not  left  alive  in  me  one  ideal,  one  noble  impulse, 
one  spiritual  conviction.  I  am  what  your  righteousness 
has  made  me-a  n.an  without  hope;  a  man  with  nothing 
ahve  in  him  except  the  physical  brute.  .  .  .  Better  not 
arouse  that." 

"  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  saying,  Berkley  " 
-Colonel  Arran  choked;  turned  gray;  then  a  spasm 
twitched  his  features  and  he  grasped  the  arms  of  his 
chair,  staring  at  Berkley  with  burning  eyes. 

Neither  spoke  again  until  Larraway  entered,  carry- 
ing an  inlaid  box. 

"  Thank  you,  Larraway.     You  need  not  wait." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

When  they  were  again  alone  Colonel  Arran  unlocked 
and  opened  the  box,  and,  behind  the  raised  lid,  remained 
invisibly  busy  for  some  little  time,  apparently  sorting 
and  re-sorting  the  hidden  contents.  He  was  so  very 
long  about  it  that  Berkley  stirred  at  last  in  his  chair; 
and  at  the  same  moment  the  older  man  seemed  to  arrive 
at  an  abrupt  decision,  for  he  closed  the  lid  and  laid  two 
packages  on  the  cloth  between  them. 

"Are  these  mine?"  asked  Berkley. 

"  They  are  mine,"  corrected  the  other  quietly,  «  but 
I  choose  to  yield  them  to  you." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Berkley.     There  was  a  hint  of 
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ferocity  in  his  voice.  He  took  the  letters,  ^tu^ed 
around  to  look  for  his  hat,  found  it,  and  straightened  up 
with  a  long,  deep  intake  of  breath. 

"  I  think  there  is  nothing  n.ore  to  be  said  between 
us.  Colonel  Arran  ?  " 

"  That  lies  with  jou." 

Berkley    passed    a    steady    hand    across    his    eyes. 

Then,  s.r    there  remain   the  cere„,onies   of  my  leave 

takmg-      he    stepped    closer,    level-eyed- '  and    my 

very  bitter  hatred."  ^ 

There  was  a  pause.     Colonel  Arran  waited  a  mo- 
ment, then  struck  the  bell : 

"  Larraway,  Mr.  Berkley  has  decided  to  so  " 
"  Yes,  sir."  ^  ' 

*'  You  will  accompany  Mr.  Berkley  to  the  door." 

Yes,  sir." 

,,, Jlf  ^  hand  to  Mr.  Berkley  the  outer  key  of  this 
"  Yes,  sir." 

enf  "fv"^.^"   T  ^^"-   ^''^^'^  ''''  ^^^^  desires   to 
enter  this  house,  he  is  to  be  admitted,  and  his  orders  are 
to  be  obeyed  by  every  servant  in  it." 
"  Yes,  sir." 

Colonel    Arran    rose    trembling.      He    and    Berkley 
looked  at  each  other;  then  both  bowed;  and  the  butler 
ushered  out  the  younger  man. 
"  Pardon— the  latch-key,  sir." 
Berkley  took  it,  examined  it,  handed  it  back 
"  Return  it  to  Colonel  Arrun  with  Mr.  Berkley's  un- 
dymg-compliments,"  he  said,  and   went   blindly   out 
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into  the  April  night,  but  his  senses  were  swimming  as 
though  }io  were  drunk. 

Behind  him  the  door  of  the  house  of  Arran  clanged. 

Larraway  stood  stealthily  peering  through  the  side- 
lights ;  then  tiptoed  toward  the  hallway  and  entered  the 
dmmg-room  with  velvet  tread. 

Port  or  brandy,  sir?  "  he  whispered  at  Colonel  Ar- 
ran's  elbow. 

The  Colonel  shook  his  head. 

"  Nothing  more.     Take  that  box  to  my  study  " 

Later,  seated  at  his  study  table  before  the  open  box, 
lie  heard  Larraway  knock;  and  he  quietly  laid  away  the 
mmiature  of  BerkJey's  mother  which  had  been  lying  in 
his  steady  palm  for  hours. 

"Well?" 

"  Pardon.  Mr.  Berkley's  key,  with  Mr.  Berkley's 
comphments,  sir."  And  he  laid  it  upon  the  table  by 
the  box.  "^ 

"  Thank  you.     That  will  be  all." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.     Good  night,  sir." 

"  Good  night." 

The  Colonel  picked  up  the  evening  paper  and  opened 
it  mechanically: 

"  By  telegraph !  "  he  read,  "  War  inevitable.  Post- 
script! Fort  Sumter!  It  is  now  certain  that  the  Gov- 
ernment has  decided  to  reinforce  Major  Anderson's 
command  at  all  hazards- 


!> 


The  lines  in   the  Evening  Post  blurred  under  his 
eyes;  he  passed   one   broad,   bony   hand   across   them, 
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.stra.ghtened  h.s  shoulders,  and,  setting  the  unli^hted 
Cigar  firmly  between  his  teeth,  composed  himself  to  read 
But  after  a  few  minutes  he  had  read  enough.     He 

dropped   deeper   into   his   arm-chair,   groping   for   the 

mmiature  of  Berkley's  mother. 

As  for  Berkley,  he  was  at  last  alone  with  his  letters 
and  h.s  keepsakes,  in  the  lodgings  which  he  inhabited- 
and  now  would  inhabit  no  more.  The  letters  lay  still 
unopened  before  him  on  his  writing  table;  he  stood 
ookmg  at  the  miniatures  and  photographs,  all  por- 
traits  of  his  mother,  from  girlhood  onward. 

One  by  one  he  took  them  up,  examined  them- 
touched  them  to  his  lips,  laid  each  away.  The  letters 
be  also  laid  away  unopened;  he  could  not  bear  to  read 
them  now. 

The  French  clock  in  his  bedroom  struck  eight  He 
closed  and  locked  his  desk,  stood  looking  at  it  blankly 
for  a  moment;  then  he  squared  his  shoulders.  An  en- 
velope  lay  open  on  the  desk  beside  him. 

"  Oh— yes,"  he  said  aloud,  but  scarcely  heard  his 
own  voice. 

The  envelope  enclosed  an  invitation  from  one,  Ca- 
milla Lent,  to  a  theatre  party  for  that  evening,  an<I  a 
dance  afterward. 

He  had  a  vague  idea  that  he  had  accepted 
The    play    was    "The    Seven    Sisters"    at    Laura 
Keene  s  Theatre.    The  dance  was  somewhere-probablv 
at  Delmonico's.     If  he  were  going,  it  was  time  he  was 
afoot. 
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His  eyes  wandered  from  one  fiuiiiliar  object  to  an- 
other; he  moved  restlessly,  and  began  to  roam  through 
the  richly  furnished  rooms.  But  to  Berkley  nothing 
in  the  world  seemed  familiar  any  longer;  and  the 
strangeness  of  it,  and  the  solitude  were  stupefying 
him. 

When  he  became  tired  trying  to  think,  he  made  the 
tour  again  in  a  stupid  sort  of  way,  then  rang  for  his 
servant,  Burgess,  and  started  mechanically  about  his 
dressing. 

Nothing  any  longer  seemed  real,  not  even  pain. 

He  rang  for  Burgess  again,  but  the  fellow  did  not 
appear.  So  he  dressed  without  aid.  And  at  last  he 
was  ready;  and  went  out,  drunk  with  fatigue  and  the 
reaction  from  pain. 

He  did  not  afterward  remember  how  he  came  to  the 
theatre.  Presently  he  found  himself  in  a  lower  tier  box, 
talking  to  a  Mrs.  Paige  who,  curiously,  miraculously, 
resembled  the  girlish  portraits  of  his  mother— or  he  im- 
agined so— until  he  noticed  that  her  hair  was  yellow 
and  her  eyes  blue.  And  he  laughed  crazily  to  himself, 
inwardly  convulsed;  and  then  his  own  voice  sounded 
again,  low,  humorous,  caressingly  modulated;  and 
he  listened  to  it,  amused  that  he  was  able  to  speak 
at  all. 

"And  so  you  are  the  wonderful  Ailsa  Paige,"  he 
heard  himself  repeating.  «  Camilla  wrote  me  that  I 
must  beware  of  my  peace  of  mind  the  moment  I  first  set 
eves  on  vou " 


"  Camilla  Lent  is  supremely  silly,  Mr.  Berkley- 
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"  Camilla  is  a  sibjri.  This  night  my  peace  of  mind 
departed  for  ever." 

"  May  I  offer  yon  a  little  of  mine?  " 

"  I  may  ask  more  than  that  of  you?  " 

"  You  mean  a  dance?  " 

"  More  than  one." 

"  How  many?  " 

"  All  of  them.     How  many  will  you  give  me?  " 

"  One.  Please  look  at  the  stage.  Isn't  Laura  Kcenc 
bewitching?  " 

"  Your  voice  is." 

"Such   nonsense.     Besides,    I'd   rather   hear   what 
Laura  Keene  is  saying  than  listen  to  you." 
"  Do  you  mean  it  ?  " 

"  Incredible  as  it  may  sound,  Mr.  Berkley,  I  really 
do."  ^ 

He  dropped  back  in  the  box.  Camilla  laid  her 
painted  fan  across  his  arm. 

"Isn't  Ailsa  Paige  the  most  enchanting  creature 
you  ever  saw?    I  told  you  so!    /«n'fshe?" 

"  Except  one.  I  was  looking  at  some  pictures  of 
her  a  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  She  must  be  very  beautiful,"  sighed  Camilla. 
"  She  was." 

"Oh.  ...  Is  she  dead?" 
"  Murdered." 

Camilla  looked  at  the  stage  in  horrified  silence.    La- 
ter she  touched  him  again  on  the  arm,  timidly. 
"  Are  you  not  well,  Mr.  Berkley?  " 
"  Perfectly.     Why?  " 
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"  You  are  so  palo.  Do  look  nt  Ails.i  Paige.  I  am 
completely  enamourid  of  her.  Did  you  ever  sec  such 
a  lovely  creature  in  all  your  life?  '  A„,|  ,he  is  very 
voung  but  very  wise.  She  knows  useful  and  charitable 
things— like  nursing  the  sick,  and  dressing  injuries, 
and  her  own  hats.  And  she  actually  served  a  whole 
jear  in  the  horrible  city  hospital!  Wasn't  it  bra^ 
of  her !  " 

Berkley  swayed  forward  to  look  at  Ailsa  Paige.  Me 
began  to  be  tormented  again  by  the  feverish  idea  that 
she  resembled  the  girl  pictures  of  his  mother.  Nor 
could  he  rid  himself  of  the  fantastic  impression.  In  the 
growing  unreality  of  it  all,  in  the  distorted  outlines 
of  a  world  gone  topsy-turvy,  anud  the  deadly  blurr 
of  things  material  and  mental,  Ailsa  Paige's  face  alone 
remained  strangely  clear.  And,  scarcely  knowing  what 
he  was  saying,  he  leaned  forward  to  her  shoulder 
again. 

"  There  was  only  one  other  like  you,"  he  said.  Mrs. 
Paige  turned  slowly  and  looked  at  him,  but  the  quiet 
rebuke  in  her  eyes  remained  unuttered. 

*'  Be  more  genuine  with  me,"  she  said  gently.  "  I 
am  worth  it,  Mr.  Berkley." 

Then,  suddenly  there  seemed  to  run  a  pale  flash 
through  his  brain. 


"Yes,"    he    said    in    an    altered    voice. 


(( 


you    are 


.  Don't    drive   me   away    from   you   just 


worth    it. 
jet." 

"  Drive  you  away.?  "  in  soft  concern.     "  I  did  not 
mccin " 

18 


^Cika 


;^  .,v.<^e- VJ 


..,,i|K|| ■;-  ,    ,^        ,  ' 


TS. 


'M  fi-ir-"«- 


AILS A    PAIGE 


'•  Vou  will,  some  th\y.  Hut  don't  do  it  to-night." 
Then  the  quick,  feverish  sniik-  broke  out. 

"  Do  you  need  a  serv.uit  ?  I'm  out  of  a  place.  I  can 
cither  cook,  clean  silver,  open  the  door,  wash  sidewalks, 
or  wait  on  the  table;  so  you  see  I  have  every  (juali- 
fication." 

Smilingly  perplexetl,  she  let  her  eyes  rest  on  his 
pallid  face  for  a  moment,  then  turned  toward  the  stage 
again. 

The  "Seven  Sisters"  pursued  its  spectacular  course; 
lone  Burke,  Polly  Marshall,  and  Mrs.  Vining  were  in 
the  cast ;  tableau  succee<led  tableau ;  "  I  w  ish  I  were  in 
Dixie,"  was  sung,  and  the  popular  burlesque  ended 
in  the  celebrated  scene,  "  The  Birth  of  the  Butterfly 
in  the  Bower  of  Ferns,"  with  the  entire  con.pany 
kissing  their  finger-tips  to  a  vociferous  and  satiated 
audience. 

Then  it  was  supper  at  Delmonico's,  and  a  dance— 
and  at  last  the  waltz  promised  him  b^   Ailsa  Paige. 

Through  the  fixed  unreality  of  things  he  saw  her 
clearly,  standing,  awaiting  him,  saw  her  sensitive  face 
as  she  quietly  laid  her  hand  on  his— saw  it  suddenly 
alter  as  the  light  contact  startled  both. 

Flushed,  she  looked  up  at  him  like  a  hurt  child,  con- 
scious yet  only  of  the  surprise. 

Dazed,  he  stared  back.  Neither  spoke;  his  arm  en- 
circled her;  both  seem<  d  aware  of  that ;  then  only  of  the 
swaying  rhythm  of  the  dance,  and  of  joined  hands,  and 
her  waist  imprisoned.  Only  the  fragrance  of  her  hair 
seemed    real  to   him;   and   the  long  lashes   resting   on 
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curved   cheeks,  and   the  youth  of  her  yielding  to  his 
embrace. 

Neither  spoke  when  it  had  ended.  She  turned  aside 
and  stood  motionless  a  moment,  resting  against  the  stair 
rail  as  though  to  steady  herself.  Her  small  head  was 
lowered. 

He  managed  to  say:  "  You  will  give  me  the  next? " 

"  No." 

"  Then  the  next " 

"  No,"  she  said,  not  moving. 

A  young  fellow  came  up  eagerly,  cocksure  of  her, 
but  she  shook  her  head— and  shook  her  head  to  all— 
and  Berkley  remained  standing  beside  her.  And  at  last 
her  reluctant  head  turned  slowly,  and.  slowly,  her  gaze 
searched  his. 

"Shall  we  rest.?  "he  said. 

"  Yes.    I  am— tired." 

Her  dainty  avalanche  of  skirts  filled  the  stairs  as 
she  settled  there  in  silence;  he  at  her  feet,  turned  side- 
ways so  that  he  could  look  up  into  the  brooding,  ab- 
sent eyes. 

And  over  them  again — over  the  small  space  just 
then  allotted  them  in  the  world— was  settling  once  more 
the  intangible,  indefinable  spell  awakened  by  their  first 
light  contact.  Through  its  silence  hurried  their  pulses ; 
through  its  significance  her  dazed  young  eyes  looked  out 
into  a  haze  where  nothing  stirred  except  a  phantom 
heart,  beating,  beating  the  reveille.  And  the  spell  lay 
heavy  on  them  both. 

"  I  shall  bear  your  image  always.     You  know  W  '" 
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She  seemed  scarcely  to  have  heard  him. 

"  There  is  no  reason  in  what  I  sa\.  I  know  it.  Yet 
— I  am  destined  never  to  fo-ffet  vou." 

She  made  no  sign. 

"Ailsa  Paige,"  he  siid  mechani  ;%. 

And  after  a  long  «..:k-,  slovly,  .he  looked  down  at 
him  where  he  sat  at  her  feet,  his  dark  eyes  fixed  on  space. 
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CHAPTER    II 

An  the  morning  she  had  been  busy  in  the  Crai^-s 
backya.  garden,  dipping,  training,  ,„„Ling  the  earth 
-und  hiae,  honeysuckle,  and  Rose  of  Sha'ron.     Th 
i.  tie  German  flonst  on  the  eorner  had  sent  in  two  loads 
of  nchly  fertdised  soil  and  a  barrel  of  forest  mould 
These  she  sweetened  with  li.ne,  mixed  in  her  small  pan 
and  app bed  .udiciously  to  the  peaeh-tree  by  the  grL 
arbour,  to  the  thiekets  of  pearl-gray  iris,  to  the  bdoTd 
roses,    pra,r,e    dimber.    Baltimore    bdl,    and    G  nerd 
Ja«3uemmot.    A  neighbour's  cat,  war-scarred  and  bo  d 
traversmg  the  fences  in  search  of  single  combat,  halted 
to  watch  her;  an  early  bee,  with  no  blossoms  yet  to 
rummage  passed  and  repassed,  buz^ing  distractedly. 

The    Cra,gs    next-door    neighbour,    Camilla    Lent 
™n.e  out  on  her  back  veranda  and  looked  down  wHh 
a  sleepy  nod  of  recognition  and  good-morning,  stretch 
.ng  her  pretty  arms  luxuriously  in  the  sunshfne. 

iou  look  very  sweet  down  there,  Ailsa,  in  your 
Pmk  gingham  apron  and  garden  gloves  " 

"And  you  look  very  sweet  up  there,  Camilla  in 
.vour  muslm  frock  and  satin  skin !  And  every  tim  -ou 
yawn  you  resemble  a  plump,  white  magnolia  bud  ope"- 
■ng  just  enough  to  show  the  pink  inside '  " 

"  It's  mean  to  call  me  plump!  »  returned  Camilla  re- 
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Captain  keeping  re^'iri'""'^*""''!  ^"n  witl.  the 
I   vow,  I  haven*      Ltne         :'•''''  '""''^  ""  "'«"'• 

horse  artillery  „„.;  that'.  tL      1  ,„ t^  "   "f^'-^  »' 

soffit  11        ^^'^""^^^  problems  before  her     Thon    k 
settled  down  again,  naivelj-like  a  child         \    7  " 

-and  continued  to  miv  L       u  °"  '*'  launches 

"'-^  ^o  mix  nourishment  for  the  rosP« 

-^r::tt;;sx:tr7- ~ 

•"l-nkingdown  at  the  prettv^W  .  th  T'  f ""''''' 
"d  patting  her  lips  to  controTttn  ""f  ''""^  ^-'''' 
tormented  her.  Pers.stent  yawns  that 

"  I  had  a  horrid  dream   ton  "  .1, 
'Seven  Sisters.'     I  was  «„,     i     '''"'*'"■'•"  "^out  the 
Philip  Berkley  was  Tl     f "        ^'""'  ^^^■<''«<-.  "nd 

oody  a„d  rattidte  ho ::::;"'  r;-'"  -'  "•"^- 

Wght  to  hear  uncle's  In      Z        ""''"''  '"  "  ''"'"'ful 
horrid  noisy  old  saCorrt      °'^  °""''^'"''  """  "-' 

"  Then'this  m      i  i'TustT"  '"^  "="  "'^"■•*"- 
into  my  bedroom    hair      i  '"""'"=  '"^  ™""' 

full  uniform,  I°d 'atte    T.  '"'"'''''''"  ™  ™'''  '"■''  '" 
Independene   To  :ilT:     V  ""^  ""'''™"™  "' 

t--I  don't  re„,emlr-h7l  ;  "   T   *''"'  ^""'"'"- 
al'vays  sends  him  off."  ^*"  '°  "^'  ""d  that 
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Ailsa's  quick  laugh  and  the  tenderness  of  her  ex- 
pression were  her  only  comments  upon  the  doings  of 
Josiah  Lent,  lately  captain,  United  States  dragoons. 

Camilla  yawned  again,  rose,  and,  arranging  her 
spreading  white  skirts,  seated  herself  on  her  veranda 
steps  in  full  sunshine. 

"  We  did  have  a  nice  party,  didn't  we,  Ailsa?  "  she 
said,  leaning  a  little  sideways  so  that  she  could  see  over 
the  fence  and  down  into  the  Craig's  backyard  garden. 

"  I  had  such  a  good  time,"  responded  Ailsa,  looking 
up  radiantly. 

"  So  did  I.  Billy  Cortlandt  is  the  most  divine 
dance:-.     Isn't  Evelyn  Estcourt  pretty  ?  " 

"  She  is  growing  up  to  be  very  beautiful  some  day. 
Stephen  paid  her  a  great  deal  of  attention.  Did  you 
notice  it  ?  " 

"  Really  ?  I  didn't  notice  it,"  replied  Camilla  with- 
out enthusiasm.  "  But,"  she  added,  "  I  did  notice  you 
and  Phil  Berkley  on  the  stairs.  It  didn't  take  you  long, 
did  it.?" 

Ailsa's  colour  rose  a  trifle. 

"  We  exchanged  scarcely  a  dozen  words,"  she  ob- 
served sedately. 

Camilla  laughed. 

"  It  didn't  take  you  long,"  she  repeated,  "  either 
of  you.  It  was  the  swiftest  case  of  fascination  that  I 
ever  saw." 

"  You  are  absurd,  Camilla." 

"  But  isn*t  he  perfectly  fascinating.?  I  think  he  is 
the  most  romantic-looking  creature  I  ever  saw.     How- 
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ever,"  she  added,  folding  her  slender  hands  in  resig- 
nation, "  there  is  nothing  else  to  him.  He's  accus- 
tomed to  being  adored ;  there's  no  heart  left  in  him.  I 
think  it's  dead." 

Mrs.  Paige  stood  looking  up  at  her,  trowel  hanging 
loosely  in  her  gloved  hand. 

"  Did  anything — kill  it  ?  "  slie  asked  carelessly. 

"  I  don't  think  it  ever  lived  very  long.  Anyway 
there  is  something  missing  in  the  man ;  something  blank 
in  him.  A  girl's  time  is  wasted  in  wondering  what  is 
going  on  behind  those  adorable  eyes  of  his.  Because 
there  is  nothing  going  on — it's  all  on  the  surface — the 
charm,  the  man's  engaging  ways  and  manners — all  sur- 
face. ...  I  thought  I'd  better  tell  you,  Ailsa." 

"  There  was  no  necessity,"  said  Ailsa  calmly.  "  We 
scarcely  exchanged  a  dozen  words." 

As  she  spoke  she  became  aware  of  a  shape  behind 
the  veranda  windows,  a  man's  upright  figure  passing 
and  repassing.  And  now,  at  the  open  window,  it  sud- 
denly emerged  into  full  sunlight,  a  spare,  sinewy,  ac- 
tive gentleman  of  fifty,  hair  and  moustache  thickly 
white,  a  deep  seam  furrowing  his  forehead  from  the  left 
ear  to  the  roots  of  the  hair  above  the  right  temple. 

The  most  engaging  of  smiles  parted  the  young 
widow's  lips. 

"  Good  morning.  Captain  Lent,"  she  cried  gaily. 
"  You  have  neglected  me  dreadfully  of  late." 

The  Captain  came  to  a  rigid  salute. 

"  April  eleventh,  eighteen-sixty-one !  "  he  said  with 
clean-cut    precision.     "  Good    morning,    Mrs.    Paige ! 
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How  does  your  garden  blow?  Blow — blow  ye  wintry 
winds !  Ahem !  How  have  the  roses  wintered — the 
rose  of  yesterday?  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,  sir.  I  am  afraid  my  sister's 
roses  have  not  wintered  very  well.  I'm  really  a  little 
worried  about  them." 

"  /  am  worried  about  nothing  in  Heaven,  on  Earth, 
or  in  Hill,"  said  the  Captain  briskly.  "  God's  will  is 
doing  night  and  day,  Mrs.  Paige.  Has  your  brother- 
in-law  gone  to  business?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.  He  and  Stephen  went  at  eight  this 
morning." 

"  Is  your  sister-in-law  well,  God  bless  her !  "  shouted 
the  Captain. 

"  Uncle,  you  mustii't  shout,"  remonstrated  Ca- 
milla gently. 

"  I'm  only  exercising  my  voice," — and  to  Ailsa : 

"  I  neglect  nothing,  mental,  physical,  spiritual,  that 
may  be  of  the  slightest  advantage  to  my  country  in  the 
hour  when  every  respiration,  every  pulse  beat,  every 
waking  thought  shall  belong  to  the  Government  which  I 
again  shall  have  the  honour  of  serving." 

He  bowed  stiffly  from  the  waist,  to  Ailsa,  to  his 
niece,  turned  right  about,  and  marched  off  into  the 
house,  his  white  moustache  bristling,  his  hair  on  end. 

"  Oh,  dear,"  sighed  Camilla  patiently,  "  isn't  it  dis- 
heartening? " 

"  He  is  a  dear,"  said  Ailsa.     "  I  ado  e  him." 

"  Yes — if  he'd  only  sleep  at  night.  I  am  very  selfish 
I  suppose  to  complain ;  he  is  so  happy  and  so  interested 
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these  days — only — I  am  wondering — if  there  ever 
should  be  a  war — would  it  break  his  poor  old  heart  if 
he  couldn't  go?    They'll  never  lot  him,  you  know." 

Ailsa  looked  up,  troubled: 

"  You  mean — because!  "  she  said  in  a  low  voice, 
"  Well  /  don't  consider  him  anything  more  than  de- 
lightfully eccentric." 

"  Neither  do  I.  But  all  this  is  worrying  me  ill.  His 
heart  is  so  entirely  wrapped  up  in  it ;  he  writes  a  letter 
to  Washington  every  day,  and  nobody  ever  replies. 
Ailsa,  it  almost  terrifies  me  to  think  what  might  happen 
— and  he  be  left  out !  " 

"  Nothing  will  happen.  The  world  is  too  civilised, 
dear." 

"  But  the  J-  ipers  talk  about  nothing  else !  And 
uncle  takes  every  paper  in  New  York  and  Brooklyn,  and 
he  wants  to  have  the  editor  of  the  Herald  arrested,  and 
he  is  very  anxious  to  hang  the  entire  staff  of  the  Daili/ 
News.  It's  all  well  enough  to  stand  there  laughing,  but 
I  believe  there'll  be  a  war,  and  then  my  troubles  will 
begin !  " 

Ailsa,  down  on  her  knees  again,  dabbled  thought- 
fully in  the  soil,  exploring  the  masses  of  matted  spider- 
wort  for  new  shoots. 

Camilla  looked  on,  resignedly,  her  fingers  playing 
with  the  loosened  masses  of  her  glossy  black  hair.  Each 
was  following  in  silence  the  idle  drift  of  thought  which 
lei  Camilla  back  to  her  birthday  party. 

"  Twenty !  "  she  said  still  more  resignedly — "  four 
years  younger  than  you  are,  Ailsa  Paige!     Oh  dear — 
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and  here  I  am,  absolutely  unmarried.     That  is  not  a 
very  maidenly  thought,  I  suppose,  is  it  Ailsa?  " 

"You  always  were  a  romantic  child,"  observed 
Ailsa,  digging  vigorously  in  the  track  of  a  vanishing 
May  beetle.  But  when  she  disinterred  him  her  heart 
failed  her  an.'  she  let  him  scramble  away. 

There !    He'll  probably  chew  up  everything,"  she 
said.     "  What  a  sentimental  goose  I  am !  " 

"  The  first  trace  of  real  sentiment  I  ever  saw  you 
display,"  began  Camilla  reflectively,  "  was  the  night  of 
my  party." 

Ailsa  dug  with  energy.  "  T/»a<  is  absurd !  And  not 
even  funny." 

"  You  were  sentimental !  " 

"  I— well  there  is  no  use  in  answering  you,"  con- 
cluded Ailsa. 

«  No,  there  isn't.  I've  seen  women  look  at  men,  and 
men  look  back  again— the  way  he  did !  " 
"  Dear,  please  don't  say  such  things !  " 
"  I'm  going  to  say  'em,"  insisted  Camilla  with  ma- 
licious satisfaction.  "You've  jeered  at  me  because 
I'm  tender-hearted  about  men.  Now  my  chance  has 
come ! " 

Ailsa  began  patiently :  «  There  were  scarcely  a  dozen 
words  spoken " 

Camilla,  delighted,  shook  her  dark  curls. 

"  You've  said  that  before,"  she  laughed.  "  Oh,  you 
pretty  minx ! — you  and  your  dozen  words !  " 

Ailsa  Paige  arose  in  wrath  and  stretched  out  a 
warning  arm   among  her  leafless   roses;   but   Camilla 
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placed  both  hands  on  the  fence  top  and  leaned  swiftly 
down  from  the  veranda  steps. 

"  Forgive  n^e,  dear,"  she  said  penitently.  "  I  was 
only  trying  to  torment  you.  Kiss  me  and  make  up. 
I  know  you  too  well  to  ^olieve  that  you  could  care  for 
a  man  of  that  kind." 

Ailsa's  face  was  ve -y  serious,  but  she  lifted  herself 
on  tiptoe  and  they  exchanged  an  amicable  salute  across 
the  fence. 

After  a  moment  she  said:  «  What  did  you  mean  by 
*a  man  of  that  kind  '.?'» 

Camilla's  shrug  was  expressive.  «  There  are  stories 
about  him." 

Ailsa  looked  thoughtfully  in^o  space.  «  Well  you 
won't  say  such  things  to  me  again,  about  any  man- 
will  you,  dear? " 

"You  never  minded  them  before.  You  used  to 
laugh." 

"  But  this  time,"  said  Ailsa  Paige,  "  it  is  not  the 
least  bit  funny.    We  scarcely  exchanged " 

She  checked  herself,  flushing  with  annovance.  Ca- 
milla, leaning  on  the  garden  fence,  had  suddenly  buried 
her  face  in  both  arms.  In  feminine  plumpness,  when 
young,  there  is  usually  something  left  of  the  schoolgirl 
giggler. 

The  pretty  girl  below  remained  disdainfully  indif- 
ferent. She  dug,  she  clipped,  she  explored,  inhaling, 
with  little  thrillH,  the  faint  mounting  odour  of  forest 
loam  and  sappy  stems. 

"  I  really  must  go  back  to  New  York  and  start  my 
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own  feirden,"  she  said,  not  noticing  Camilla's  mischief. 

"  London  Terrace  will  be  green  in  another  week." 
"  How  long  do  you  stay  with  the  Craigs,  Ailsa.?  " 
"  Until  the  workmen  finish  painting  my  house  and 

installing  the  new  plumbing.     Colonel  Arran  is  good 

enough  to  look  after  it." 

Camilla,  her  light  head  always  ringing  with  gossip, 

watched  Ailsa  curiously. 

"  It's  odd,"  she  observed,  "  that  Colonel  Arran  and 

the  Craigs  never  exchange  civilities." 

"  Mrs.  Craig  doesn't  like  him,"  said  Ailsa  simply. 

"  You  do,  don't  you .''  " 

"  Naturally.     He  was  my  guardian." 

"  My  uncle  likes  him.    To  me  he  has  a  hard  face." 

"  He  has  a  sad  face,"  said  Ailsa  Paige. 
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CHAPTER    III 


AiLSA  and  her  sister-in-kw,  Mrs.  Craig,  had  been 
unusually  reticent  over  their  embroidery  that  early  af- 
ternoon, seated  together  in  the  front  room,  which  was 
now  flooded  with  sunshine— an  attractive,  intimate 
room,  restful  and  pretty  in  spite  of  the  unlovely  Vic- 
torian walnut  furniture. 

Through  a  sunny  passageway  they  could  look  into 
Ailsa's  bedroom— formerly  the  children's  nursery— 
where  her  maid  sat  sewing. 

Outside  the  open  windows,  seen  between  breezy  cur- 
tains, new  buds  already  clothed  the  great  twisted  ropes 
of  pendant  wistaria  with  a  silvery-green  down. 

The  street  was  quiet  under  its  leafless  double  row 
of  trees,  maple,  ailanthus,  a"d  catalpa;  the  old  man  who 
trudged  his  rounds  regularly  every  week  was  passing 
now  with  his  muflled  shout : 

Any  old  hats 

Olti  coats 

Old  boots! 

Any  old  mats 

Old  suits. 

Old  flutes!  Ca-ash! 

And,  leaning  near  to  the  sill,  Ailsa  saw  him  shuffling 
along,  green-baize  bag  bulging,  a  pyramid  o    stove-pipe 
hats  crammed  down  over  his  ears. 
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At  intervals  from  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood 
sounded  the  pleanunt  bell  of  the  scissorM  grinder,  and 
the  not  unmusical  call  of  "  Glass  put  in !  "  But  it  was 
really  very  tranquil  there  in  the  sunshine  of  Fort  Greene 
Place,  stiller  even  for  the  fluted  call  of  an  oriole  aloft 
in  the  silver  maple  in  front  of  the  stoop. 

He  was  a  shy  bird  even  though  there  were  no  im- 
ported sparrows  to  drive  this  lovely  native  from  the 
trees  of  a  sleepy  city ;  and  he  sat  very  still  in  the  top 
branches,  clad  in  his  gorgeous  livery  of  orange  and 
black,  and  scarcely  stirred  save  to  slant  his  head  and 
peer  doubtfully  at  last  year's  cocoons,  which  clung  to 
the  bark  like  shreds  of  frosted  cotton. 

Very  far  away,  from  somewhere  in  the  harbour,  a 
deep  sound  jarred  the  silence.  Ailsa  raised  her  head, 
needle  suspended,  listened  for  a  moment,  then  resumed 
her  embroidery  with  an  unconscious  sigh. 
Her  sister-in-law  glanced  sideways  at  her. 
"I  was  thinking  of  Major  Anderson,  Celia,"  she 
said  absently. 

"  So  was  I,  dear.  And  of  those  who  must  answer 
for  his  gove'nment's  madness, — God  fo'give  them." 

There  was  no  more  said  about  the  Major  or  his 
government.  After  a  few  moments  Ailsa  leaned  back 
dreamily,  her  gaze  wandering  around  the  sunny  walls 
of  the  room.  In  Ailsa  Paige's  eyes  there  was  always  a 
gentle  caress  for  homely  things.  Just  now  they  caressed 
the  pictures  of  "Night"  and  "Morning,"  hanging 
there  in  their  round  gilt  frames ;  the  window  boxes  where 
hyacinths  blossomed ;  the  English  ivy  festooned  to  frame 
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the  window  beside  her  sister-in-law's  writing-desk;  the 
melancholy  engraving  over  the  fireplace—"  The  Mother- 
less Bairn  "—a  commonplace  picture  which  harrowed 
her,  but  which  nobody  thought  of  discarding  in  a  i\ay 
when  even  the  commonplace  was  uncommon. 

She  smiled  in  amused  reminiscence  of  the  secret  tears 
«he  had  wept  over  absurd  things— of  the  funerals  laid 
for  birds  found  dead— of  the  "  Three  Grains  of  Com  " 
poem  which,  when  a  child,  elicited  from  her  howls  of 
anguish. 

Little  golden  flashes  of  recollection  lighted  the  idle 
path  as  her  thoughts  wandered  along  huzy  ways  which 
led  back  to  her  own  nursery  days ;  and  she  rested  there, 
in  memory,  dreaming  through  the  stillness  of  the 
afternoon. 

She  missed  the  rattle  and  noise  of  Now  York.  It  was 
a  little  too  tranquil  in  Fort  Greene  Place;  yet,  when 
she  listened  intently,  through  the  city's  old-fashioned 
hush,  very  far  away  the  voices  of  the  great  seaport 
were  always  -ludible — a  ceaseless  harmony  of  river  whis- 
tles, ferry-boats  signalling  on  the  East  River,  ferry- 
boats on  the  North  River,  perhaps  some  mellow,  reso- 
nant blast  from  the  bay,  where  an  ocean  liner  was  head- 
ing for  the  Narrows.  Always  the  street's  stillness  held 
that  singing  murmur,  vibrant  with  deep  undertones 
from  dock  and  river  and  the  outer  sea. 

Strange  spicy  odours,  too,  sometimes  floated  inland 
from  the  sugar  wharves,  miles  away  under  the  Heights, 
to  mingle  with  the  scent  of  lilac  and  iris  in  quiet, 
sunny  backyards  where  whitewashed  fences  reflected  the 
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mid-day  glare,  and  cats  dozed  in  strategical  positions 
on  grape  trellis  and  tin  roois  of  extensions,  pre- 
pared for  war  or  peace,  as  are  all  cats  always,  at  all 
times. 

"  Celia !  " 

Celia  Craig  looked  up  tranquilly. 

"  Has  anybody  darned  Paige's  stockings?  " 

"No,  she  hasn't.  Honey-bell.  Paige  and  Marye 
must  keep  their  stockings  da'ned.  I  never  could  do 
anything  fo'  myse'f,  and  I  won't  have  my  daughters 
brought  up  he'pless." 

Ailsa  glanced  humorously  across  at  her  sister-in- 
law. 

"  You  sweet  thing,"  she  said,  "  you  can  do  anything, 
and  you  know  it !  " 

*'  But  I  don't  like  to  do  anything  any  mo'  than  I 
did  befo'  I  had  to,"  laughed  Celia  Craig;  and  suddenly 
checked  her  mirth,  listening  with  her  pretty  close-set 
ears. 

"  That  is  the  do'-bell,"  she  remarked,  "  and  I  am  not 
dr'issed." 

"  It's  almost  too  early  for  anybody  to  call,"  said 
Ailsa  tranquilly. 

But  she  was  wrong,  and  when,  a  moment  later,  the 
servant  came  to  announce  Mr.  Berkley,  Ailsa  regarded 
her  sister-in-law  in  pink  consternation. 

"  I  did  not  ask  him,"  she  said.  "  We  scarcely  ex- 
changed a  dozen  words.  He  merely  said  he'd  like  to 
call — on  you — and  now  he's  done  it,  Celia !  " 
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Mrs.  Craig  calmly  instructed  the  servant  to  say  that 
they  were  at  home,  and  the  servant  withdrew. 

"  Do  you  approve  liis  coming— this  way— without 
anybody  inviting  him?  "  asked  Ailsa  uneasily. 

"  Of  co'se,  Honey-bell.  He  is  a  Berkley.  He  should 
have  paid  his  respects  to  us  long  ago." 

"  It  was  for  him  to  mention  the  relationship  when  I 
met  him.     He  did  not  speak  of  it,  Celia." 

"  No,  it  was  fo'  you  to  speak  of  it  first,"  said  Celia 
Craig  gently.     "  But  you  did  not  know  that." 

"Why.?" 

"  There  are  reasons.  Honey-bud." 

"What  reasons.?" 

"  They  are  not  yo'  business,  dear,"  said  her  sister- 
in-law  quietly. 

Ailsa  had  already  risen  to  examine  herself  in  the 
mirror.  Now  she  looked  back  over  her  shoulder  and 
down  into  Celia's  pretty  eyes— eyes  as  unspoiled  as 
her  own. 

In  Celia  Craig  remained  that  gracious  and  confident 
faith  in  kinship  which  her  Northern  marriage  had  nei- 
ther extinguished  nor  chilled.      The  young  man   who 
waited  below  was  a  Berkley,  a  kinsman.     Name  and 
quality  were  keys  to  her  hospitality.     There  was  also 
another  key    which    this   man   possessed,   and   it   fitted 
a    little    locked    compartment    in    Celia    Craig's    heart. 
But  Ailsa  had  no  knowledge  of  this.     And  now  Mrs. 
Craig   was  considering  the   advisability   of  telling  her 
—not    all,    perhaps,— but    something  of    how    matters 
stood  between  the  House  of  Craig  and   the  House  of 
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Berkley.     But  not  how  matters  stood  with  the  House 
of  Arran. 

"Honey-bud,"  she  said,  «  you  must  be  ve'y  polite 
to  this  young  man." 

"  I  expect  to  be.  Only  I  don't  quite  understand 
why  he  came  so  unceremoniously "^ 

"  It  would  have  been  ruder  to  neglect  us,  little  Puri- 
tan !  I  want  to  see  Connie  Berkley's  boy.  I'm  glad  he 
came." 

Celia  Craig,  once  Celia  Marye  Ormond  Paige,  stood 
watching  her  taller  sister-in-law  twisting  up  her  hair 
and  winding  the  thick  braid  around  the  crown  of  her 
head  a  la  coronal.  Little  wonder  that  these  two  were 
so  often  mistaken  for  own  sisters— the  matron  not  quite 
as  tall  as  the  young  widow,  but  as  slender,  and  fair, 
and  cast  in  the  same  girlish  mould. 

Both  inherited  from  their  Ormond  ancestry  shghtly 
arched  and  dainty  noses  and  brows,  delicate  hands  and 
feet,  and  the  same  splendid  dull-gold  hair— features 
apparently  characteristic  of  the  line,  all  the  women  of 
which  had  been  toasts  of  a  hundred  years  ago,  before 
Harry  Lee  hunted  men  and  the  Shadow  of  the  Swamp 
Fox  flitted  through  the  cypress  to  a  great  king's  un- 
doing. 

Ailsa  laid  a  pink  bow  against  her  hair  and  glanced 
at  her  sister-in-law  for  approval. 

"  I  declare,  Honey-bud,  you  are  all  rose  colour  to- 
day," said  Celia  Craig,  smihng;  and,  on  impulse,  un- 
pinned the  pink-and-white  cameo  from  her  own  throat 
and  fastened  it  to  Ailsa's  breast. 
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I  reckon  I'll  slip  on  a  gay  gown  myse'f,"  she  added 
mischievously.  « I  certainly  am  becoming  ve'y  tired  of 
leaving  the  field  to  my  sister-in-law,  and  my  schoolgirl 
daughters." 

"  Does  anybody  ever  look  at  us  after  you  come  into 
a  room.?"  asked  Ailsa,  laughing;  and,  turning  impul- 
sively,  she  pressed  Celia's  pretty  hands  flat  together 
and  kissed  them.     «  You  darling,"  she  said.     An  unac- 
countable sense  of  expectancy-almost  of  exhilaration 
was  taking  possession  of  her.     She  looked  into  the  mir- 
ror and  stood  content  with  what  she  saw  reflected  there. 
"  How  much  of  a  relation  t*  he,  Celia?  "  balancing 
the  rosy  bow  with  a  little  cluster  of  pink  hyacinth  on 
the  other  side. 

Celia  Craig,  forefinger  crooked  across  her  lips,  con- 
sidered aloud. 

''His  mother  was  bo'n  Constance  Berkley;  her 
mother  was  bo'n  Betty  Ormond;  her  mother  was  bo'n 
Fehcity  Paige;  her  mother " 

"Oh  please!  I  don't  care  to  know  any  more'" 
protested  Ailsa,  drawing  her  sister-in-law  before  the 
mirror;  and,  standing  behind  her,  rested  her  soft,  round 
chm  on  her  shoulder,  regarding  the  two  reflected 
faces. 

"  That,"  observed  the  pretty  Southern  matron,  "  is 
conside'd  ve'y  bad  luck.  When  I  was  a  young  girl  I 
once  peeped  into  the  glass  over  my  ole  mammy's  shoul- 
der, and  she  said  I'd  sho'ly  be  punished  befo'  the  year 
was  done." 

"  And  were  you  ?  " 
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"  I  don't  exactly  remember,"  said  Mrs.  Craig  de- 
murely, "  but  I  think  I  first  met  my  husband  the  ve'y 
next  day." 

They  both  laughed  softly,  looking  at  each  other  in 
the  mirror. 

So,  in  her  gown  of  rosy  muslin,  bouffant  and  billowy, 
a  pink  flower  in  her  hair,  and  Celia's  pink-and-white 
cameo  at  her  whiter  throat  Ailsa  Paige  descended  the 
carpeted  stairs  and  came  into  the  mellow  dimness  of  the 
front  parlour,  where  there  was  much  rosewood,  and  a 
French  carpet,  and  glinting  prisms  on  the  chandeliers, — 
and  a  young  man,  standing,  dark  against  a  bar  of  sun- 
shine in  which  golden  motes  swam. 

"  How  do  you  do,"  she  said,  offering  her  narrow 
hand,  and :  "  Mrs.  Craig  is  dressing  to  receive  you.  .  . 
It  is  warm  for  April,  I  think.  How  amiable  of  you  to 
come  all  the  way  over  from  New  York.  Mr.  Craig  and 
his  son  Stephen  are  at  business,  my  cousins,  Paige  and 
Marye,  are  at  school.    Won't  you  sit  down  ?  " 

She  had  backed  away  a  little  distance  from  him, 
looking  at  him  under  brows  bent  slightly  inward,  and 
thinking  that  she  had  made  no  mistake  in  her  memory 
of  this  man.  Certainly  his  features  were  altogether  too 
regular,  his  head  and  body  too  perfectly  moulded  into 
that  dark  and  graceful  symmetry  which  she  had  hith- 
erto vaguely  associated  with  things  purely  and  mytho- 
logically  Olympian. 

Upright  against  the  doorway,  she  suddenly  recol- 
lected with  a  blush  that  she  was  staring  like  a  schoolgirl, 
and  sat  down.     And  he  drew  up  a  »     lir  before  her  and 
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seated  himself;  and  then  under  the  billowy  rose  crinoline 
she  set  her  pretty  feet  close  together,  folded  her  hands, 
and  looked  at  him  with  a  smiling  composure  which  she 
no  longer  really  felt. 

"  The  weather,"  she  repeated,  "  is  unusually  warm. 
Do  you  think  that  Major  Anderson  will  hold  out  at 
Sumter?  Do  you  think  the  fleet  is  going  to  reheve  him? 
Dear  me,"  she  sighed,  "where  will  it  all  end,  Mr. 
Berkley?" 

"  In  war,"  he  said,  also  smiling ;  but  neither  of  them 
believed  it  or,  at  the  moment,  cared.  There  were  other 
matters  impending — since  their  first  encounter. 

"  I  have  thought  about  you  a  good  deal  since  Ca- 
milla's theatre  party,"  he  said  pleasantly. 

"  Have  you?  "  She  scarcely  knew  what  else  to  say — 
and  regretted  saying  anything. 

"  Indeed  I  have.  I  dare  not  believe  you  have  wasted 
as  much  as  one  thought  on  the  man  you  danced  with 
once — and  refused  ever  after." 

She  felt,  suddenly,  a  sense  of  uneasiness  in  being 
near  him. 

"  Of  course  I  have  remembered  you,  Mr.  Berkley," 
she  said  with  composure.  "  Few  men  dance  as  well.  It 
has  been  an  agreeable  memory  to  me." 

"  But  you  would  not  dance  with  me  again." 

"  I — there  were — you  seemed  perfectly  contented  to 
sit  out — the  rest — with  me." 

He  considered  the  carpet  attentively.  Then  look- 
ing up  with  quick,  engaging  smile : 

"  I  want  to  ask  you  something.     May  I?  '* 
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She  did  not  answer.  As  it  had  been  from  the  first 
time  she  had  ever  seen  him,  so  it  was  now  with  her; 
a  confused  sense  of  the  necessity  for  caution  in  dealing 
with  a  man  who  had  inspired  in  her  such  an  unaccount- 
able inclination  to  listen  to  what  he  chose  to  say. 

"  What  is  it  you  wish  to  ask.? "  she  inquired  pleas- 
antly. 

"It  is  this:  are  you  really  surprised  that  I  came.? 
Are  you,  in  your  heart?  " 

"  Did  I  appear  to  be  very  much  agitated?  Or  my 
heart,  either,  Mr.  Berkley?"  she  asked  with  a  careless 
laugh,  conscious  now  of  her  quickening  pulses.  Out- 
wardly calm,  inwardly  irresolute,  she  faced  him  with  a 
quiet  smile  of  confidence. 

"  Then  you  were  not  surprised  that  I  came?  "  he 
insisted. 

"  You  did  not  wait  to  be  asked.  That  surprised  me 
a  little." 

"  I  did  wait.    But  you  didn't  ask  me." 

"  That  seems  to  have  made  no  difference  to  you," 
she  retorted,  laughing. 

"  It  made  this  difference.  I  seized  upon  the  only  ex- 
cuse I  had  and  came  to  pay  my  respects  as  a  kinsman. 
Do  you  know  that  I  am  a  relation?  " 

"  That  is  a  very  pretty  compliment  to  us  all,  I 
think." 

"  It  is  you  who  are  kind  in  accepting  me." 

"  As  a  relative,  I  am  very  glad  to " 

"  I  came,"  he  said,  "  to  see  you.  And  you 
know  it." 
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"  But  you  couldn't  do  that,  uninvited !  I  had  not 
asked  you." 

"  But— it's  done,"  he  said. 

She  sat  very  still,  considering  him.  Within  her, 
subtle  currents  seemed  to  be  contending  once  more,  dis- 
turbing her  equanimity.     She  said,  sweetly: 

"  I  am  not  as  offended  as  I  ought  to  be.  But  I  do 
not  see  why  you  should  disregard  convention  with  me." 

"  I  didn't  mean  it  that  way,"  he  said,  leaning  for- 
ward. "  I  couldn't  stand  not  seeing  you.  That  was 
all.  Convention  is  a  pitiful  thing — sometimes — "  He 
hesitated,  then  fell  to  studying  the  carpet. 

She  looked  at  him,  silent  in  her  uncertainty.     His 
expression  was  grave,  almost  absent-minded.    And  again 
her  troubled  eyes  rested  on  the  disturbing  symmetry  of 
feature  and  figure  in  all  the  unconscious  grace  of  re- 
pose ;  and  in  his  immobility  there  seemed  something  even 
of  nobility  about  him  which  she  had  not  before  noticed. 
She  stole  another  glance  at  him.    He  remained  very 
still,  leaning  forward,  apparently  quite  oblivious  of  her. 
Then  he  came  to  himself  with  a  quick  smile,  which  she 
recognised  as   characteristic  of  all  that  disturbed  her 
about  this  man— a  smile  in  which  there  was  humour,  a 
little  malice  and  self-sufficiency  and— many,  many  things 
she  did  not  try  to  analyse. 

"  Don't  you  really  want  an  unreliable  servant?  "  he 
asked. 

His  perverse  humour  perplexed  her,  but  she  smiled. 
"  Don't  you  remember  that  I  once  asked  you  if  you 
needed  an  able-bodied  man?  "  he  insisted. 
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She  nodded. 

"  Well,  I'm  that  man." 

She  assented,  smiling  conventionally,  not  at  all  un- 
derstanding. He  laughed,  too,  thoroughly  enjoying 
something. 

"  It  isn't  really  very  funny,"  he  said.  "  Ask  your 
brother-in-law.  I  had  an  interview  with  him  before  I 
came  here.  And  I  think  there's  a  chance  that  he  may 
give  me  a  desk  and  a  small  salary  in  his  office." 

"  How  absurd !  "  she  said. 

"  It  is  rather  absurd.  I'm  so  absolutely  useless.  It's 
only  because  of  the  relationship  that  Mr.  Craig  is  doing 
this." 

She  said  uneasily:  "You  are  not  really  serious,  are 
you  ?  " 

"  Grimly  serious." 

"About  a— a  desk  and  a  salary—in  my  brother- 
in-law's  office  ?  " 

"  Unless  you'll  hire  me  as  a  useful  man.  Otherwise, 
I  hope  for  a  big  desk  and  a  small  salary.  I  went  to  Mr. 
Craig  this  morning,  and  the  minute  I  saw  him  I  knew 
he  was  fine  enough  to  be  your  brother-in-law.  And  I 
said,  *  I  am  PhiHp  Ormond  Berkley;  how  do  you  do! ' 
And  he  said,  '  How  do  you  do! '  And  I  said,  '  I'm  a 
relation,'  and  he  said,  '  I  believe  so.'  And  I  said,  '  I 
was  educated  at  Harvard  and  in  Leipsic;  I  am  full  of 
useless  accomplishments,  harmless  erudition,  and  insol- 
vent amiability,  and  I  am  otherwise  perfectly  worthless. 
Can  you  give  me  a  position  ?  '  " 

"  ^\nd  he  said:  '  Wliat  else  is  the  matter?  '     And  I 
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said,  '  The  stock  market.'    And  that  is  how  it  remains. 
I  am  to  cull  on  him  to-morrow." 

She  said  in  consternation :  "  Forgive  me.     I  did  not 
think  yon  meant  it.     I  did  not  know  that  you  were— 


were- 


"  Ruined !  "  he  nodJed  laughingly.  "  I  am,  prac- 
tically. I  have  a  little  left— badly  invested— which  I'm 
trying  to  get  at.     Otherwise  matters  are  gay  enough." 

She  said  wonderingly:  "  Had  this  happened  when— 
I  saw  you  that  first  time.?  " 

"It  had  just  happened.  I  looked  the  part, 
didn't  I.?"  ^      * 

"  No.  How  could  you  be  so— interesting  and— and 
be— what  you  were— knowing  this  all  the  while?  " 

"  I  went  to  that  party  absolutely  stunned.  I  saw 
you  in  a  corner  of  the  box— I  had  just  been  hearing 
about  you— and— I  don't  know  now  what  I  said  to  you. 
Afterward  "—he  glanced  at  her—"  the  world  was  spin- 
ning, Mrs.  Paige.  You  only  remained  real—"  His 
face  altered  subtly.     «  And  when  I  touched  you » 

"  I  gave  you  a  waltz,  I  believe,"  she  said,  striving  to 
speak  naturally ;  but  her  pulses  had  begun  to  stir  again ; 
the  same  inexplicable  sense  of  exhilaration  and  insecur- 
ity was  creeping  over  her. 

With  a  movement  partly  nervous  she  turned  toward 
the  door,  but  there  sounded  no  rustle  of  her  sister's 
skirts  from  the  stairs,  and  her  reluctant  eyes  slowly  re- 
verted to  him,  then  fell  in  silence,  out  of  which  she 
presently  strove  to  extract  them  both  with  some  casual 
commonplace. 
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He  said  in  a  low  voice,  almost  to  himself: 

"  I  want  you  to  think  well  of  me." 

She  gathered  all  her  composure,  steadied  her  senses 
to  choose  a  reply,  and  made  a  blunder: 

"Do  you  really  care  what  I  think?"  she  asked 
lightly,  and  bit  her  lip  too  late. 

"  Do  you  believe  I  care  about  anything  else  in  the 
world — now  ?  " 

She  went  on  bravely,  blindly : 

"And  do  you  expect  me  to  believe  in — in  such  an  ex- 
aggerated and  romantic  expression  to  a  staid  and  mat- 
ter-of-fact widow  whom  you  never  saw  more  than  once 
in  your  life?  " 

"  You  do  believe  it." 

Confused,  scarcely  knowing  what  she  was  saying,  she 
still  attempted  to  make  light  of  his  words,  holding  her 
own  against  herself  for  the  moment,  making  even  some 
headway.  And  all  the  while  she  was  aware  of  mounting 
emotion — a  swift  inexplicable  charm  falling  over  them 
both. 

He  had  become  silent  again,  and  she  was  saying  she 
knew  not  what — fortifying  her  common-sense  with  gay 
inconsequences,  when  he  looked  up  straight  into  her 
eyes. 

"  I  have  distressed  you.  I  should  not  have  spoken  as 
I  did." 

"  No,  you  should  not " 

"  Have  I  offended  you?  " 
"  I— don't  know." 

Matters  were  running  too  swiftly  for  her;  she  strove 
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to  remain  c„ol.  collecte,!,  but  confu.ion  wa«  ..oadilv 
appeared  as  allies. 

*'  I— don't  know  what  you  mean." 
"  Yes— you  know." 

..."you."'  ""'  ■"""  "  "■'""™'''  !"•«  '="«  I  «"« 

She  caught  her  breath.    "  It  is  vour  h,..m».. 
that  torment  you ••  ™"'"' 

"  It  is  desire  to  be  near  you  " 
thin^i^r''    *'"■"''    yo"    '"'d    "-""    say    such    a 

is  true'  "T  '  I"'  ""*"  ""'•     »"'  "  "  '-■',  and  it 
»«lf.     It  s  just  true.     There  has  not  been  one  moment 

;:zi:r  "'"•  '"^'''  ■'-  >-  f-  f-  memo:;:; 

"  Please » 

H.  "/  rrJ:^'  ^"°''  "^'"*  ^  ""^  «aylng_but  It's  true  •  " 
He  checked  h  mself      "  T'm  u  •  .       , 

isn't  like  me '  "     He  C   V  ^     T^  "'^'  '""^  ""'•  "'"* 
me .        He  choked  and  stood  „p ;  she  couid  not 

n.ove;  every  nerve  in  her  had  become  tense  with  el- 
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tions  8o  bewildering  that  mind  and  body  remained  fet- 
tered. 

He  was  walking  to  and  fro,  silent  and  white  under 
his  self-control.  She,  seated,  gazed  at  him  as  though 
stunned,  but  every  pulse  was  riotously  unsteady. 

"  I  suppose  you  think  me  crazy,"  he  said  hoarsely, 
"  but  I've  not  known  a  moment's  peace  of  mind  sine- 
that  night— not  one!  I  couldn't  keep  away  any  longer. 
I  can't  even  hold  my  tongue  now,  though  I  suppose  it's 
ruining  me  every  time  I  move  it.  It's  a  crazy  thing  to 
come  here  and  say  what  I'm  saying." 

He  went  over  and  sat  down  again,  and  bent  his  dark 
gaze  on  the  floor.     Then : 

"  Can  you  forgive  what  I  have  done  to  yoi  '  " 
She  tried  to  answer,  and  only  made  a  sign  of  faint 
assent.    She  no  longer  comprehended  herself  or  the  emo- 
tions menacing  her.     A  curious  tranquillity  quitted  her 
at  moments— intervals  in  which  she  seemed  to  sit  apart 
watching  the  development  of  another  woman,  listening 
to  her  own  speech,  patient  with  her  own  silences.    There 
was  a  droop  to  her  shoulders  now ;  his  own  were  sng- 
ging  as  he  leaned  slightly   forward  in  his  chair,  arms 
resting  on  his  knees,  while  around  them  the  magic  el)bcd, 
eddied,  ebbed ;  and  lassitude  succeeded  tension ;  mid  she 
stirred,  looked  up  at  him  with  eyes  that  seemed  dazed 
at  first,  then  widened  slowly  into  waking;  and  he  saw  in 
them  the  first  clear  dawn  of  alarm.    Suddenly  she  flushed 
and  sprang  to  her  feet,  the  bright  colour  surging  to 
her  hair. 

"  Don't !  "  he  said.     "  Don't  reason !     There  will  be 
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>ou„,ll  hate  then,-«„,l  ,ne,  if  ,.„„  „.,„„. 

tliink— until  wc  .01.  esoh  other  ngmn  '" 

^  Jho  dropped  her  eye,  .lowly,  ™d  ,,,„.,,  .k^,,  ,,^.,, 

"  Vou  «,k  too  much,"  .he  .«i,|.     ..  v„„  ,,,„„,,,  „,„ 

"tomi  that  had  whirled  them  into  chao. 

Fear  .tirred  .harply,  then  co„,ternatio„_fl„he,  ,.f 
pan,c  p,ereed  her  with  dart,  of  ,ha„,e.  a.  though  .he 
l.ad  been  m  physical  contact  with  thi»  man 

unde^'lh"  '"";"«^r'  ''"^''  '"  »™'-  •'"--nK  now 
under  the  reaction;  the  man',  mere  prcence  wa.  becon,- 

ng  unendurable;  the  room  .tilled  her.     She  turned, 

»<»roc  knowmg  what  .he  wa.  doing;  and  at  the  ..me 

moment  her  s.«ter-in-law  entered. 

she  offered  h.m  a  hand  as  .lim  and  white  a.  Ail,,a'.,  he 
glanced  mqu.r.ngly  at  the  latter,  not  at  all  certain  who 
this  charming  woman  might  be. 
"  Mrs.  Craig,"  said  Ailsa. 

up  ciif::  I .'"'"  '•"  "^  """•  "'"■' "-"''  «™- 

•     .'\?'"l'  ^°"  """^  '■"''"■•^  '■'•  Mr.  Berkley.^    Or  is  it 
just  the  flattering  Iri.h  in  you  that  flatter,  u.  poJ 
women  to  our  destruction  >  " 

realWrac  77  ""t"''  """""''  '"  P"^  *■"  «  <"'-''  ""'l 
laiing  ™"""™"'  =  '"  "'"''■  ""  "'^"'-'-  »«« 
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"  Oh,  it  is  the  Ormond  in  you !  I  am  truly  ve'y 
glad  you  came.  You  are  Constance  Berkley's  son — Con- 
nie Berkley !    The  sweetest  girl  that  ever  lived." 

There  was  a  silence.     Then  Mrs.  Craig  said  gently : 

"  I  was  her  maid  of  honour,  Mr.  Berkley." 

Ailsa  raised  her  eyes  to  his  altered  face,  startled  at 
the  change  in  it.  He  looked  at  her  absently,  then 
his  gaze  reverted  to  Ailsa  Paige. 

"  I  loved  her  dearly,"  said  Mrs.  Craig,  dropping  a 
light,  impulsive  hand  on  his.  "I  want  her  son  io 
know  it." 

Her  eyes  were  soft  and  compassionate ;  her  hand  still 
lingered  lightly  on  his,  and  she  let  it  rest  so. 

"  Mrs.  Craig,"  he  said,  "  you  are  the  most  real  per- 
son I  have  known  in  many  years  among  the  phantoms. 
I  thought  your  sister-in-law  was.  But  you  are  still 
more  real." 

"Am  I  ?  "  she  laid  her  other  hand  over  his,  consid- 
ering him  earnestly.  Ailsa  looking  on,  astonished,  no- 
ticed a  singular  radiance  on  his  face — the  pale  transfigu- 
ration from  some  quick  inward  illumination. 

Then  Celia  Craig's  voice  sounded  almost  caressingly : 

"  I  think  you  should  have  come  to  see  us  long  ago." 
A  pause.  "  You  are  as  welcome  in  this  house  as  your 
mother  would  be  if  she  were  living.  I  love  and  honour 
her  memory." 

"  I  have  honoured  little  else  in  the  world,"  he  said. 

They  looked  at  one  another  for  a  moment ;  then  her 
quick  smile  broke  out.     "  I  have  an  album.      There  are 

some  Paiges,  Ormonds,  and  Berkleys  in  it " 
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Ailsa  came  forward  slowly. 

"  Shall  I  look  for  it,  Celia?  " 

"  No,  Honey-bell."  She  turned  lightly  and  went 
into  the  back  parlour,  smiling  mysteriously  to  herself, 
her  vast,  pale-blue  crinoline  rustling  against  the  fur- 
niture. 

"  My  sister-in-law,"  said  Ailsa,  after  an  interval  of 
silent  constraint,  «  is  very  Southern.  Any  sort  of  kin- 
ship means  a  ^.reat  deal  to  her.  I,  of  course,  am  North- 
ern, and  regard  such  matters  as  unimportant." 

"  It  is  very  gracious  of  Mrs.  Craig  to  remember  it," 
he  said.  "  I  know  nothing  finer  than  confidence  in  one's 
own  kin." 

She  flushed  an^^iily.  "  I  have  not  that  confidence— 
in  kinsman." 

For  a  moment  their  eyes  met.  Hers  were  hard  as 
purple  steel. 

"Is  that  final.?" 
"  Yes." 

The  muscles  in  his  cheeks  grew  tense,  then  into  his 
eyes  came  that  reckless  glimmer  which  in  the  beginning 
she  had  distrusted— a  gay,  irresponsible  radiance  which 
seemed  to  mock  at  all  things  worthy. 

He  said :  "  No,  it  is  not  final.     I  shall  come  back 
to  you." 

She  answered  him  in  an  even,  passionless  voice: 
"  A  moment  ago  I  was  uncertain ;  now  I  know  you. 

You  are  what  they  say  you  are.     I  never  wish  to  see 

you  again." 

Celia  Craig  came  back   with  the  album.     Berkley 
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sprang  to  relieve  her  of  the  big  book  and  a  box  full  of 
silhouettes,  miniatures,  and  daguerreotypes.  They 
placed  the  family  depository  upon  the  table  and  then 
bent  over  it  together. 

Ailsa   remained   standing  by   the   window,   looking 
steadily  at  nothing,  a  burning  sensation  in  both  cheeks. 
At  intervals,  through  the  intensity  of  her  silence,  she 
heard  Celia's  fresh,  sweet  laughter,  and  Berkley's  hu- 
morous and  engaging  voice.     She  glanced  sideways  at 
the  back  of  his  dark  curly  head  where  it  bent  beside 
Celia's  over  the  album.     What  an  insolently  reckless 
head  it  was!     She  thought  that  she  had  neCer  before 
seen  the  back  of  any  man's  head  so  significant  of  char- 
acter— or  the  want  of  it.     And  the  same  quality— or 
the  lack  of  it — now  seemed  to  her  to  pervade  his  supple 
body,  his  well-set  shoulders,  his  voice,  every  movement, 
every  feature— something  everywhere  about  him  that 
warned  and  troubled. 

Suddenly  the  blood  burnt  her  cheeks  with  a  perfect- 
ly incomprehensible  desire  to  see  his  face  again.  She 
heard  her  sister-in-law  saying: 

"  We  Paiges  and  Berkleys  are  kin  to  the  Ormonds 
and  the  Earls  of  Ossory.  The  Estcourts,  the  Paiges, 
the  Craigs,  the  Lents,  the  Berkleys,  intermarried  a  hun- 
dred years  ago.  ...  My  grandmother  knew  yours,  but 
the  North  is  very  strange  in  such  matters.  .  .  .  Why 
did  you  never  before  tome  ?  " 

He  said :  *  It's  one  of  those  things  a  man  is  always 
expecting  to  do,  and  is  always  astonished  that  he  hasn't 
done.     Am  I  unpardonable?  " 
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"  I  did  not  mean  it  in  that  way." 

He  turned  his  dark,  comely  head  and  looked  at  her 
as  they  bent  together  above  the  album. 

"  I  know  you  didn't.  My  answer  was  not  frank. 
The  reason  I  never  came  to  you  before  was  that — I  ditl 
not  know  I  would  be  welcomed." 

Their  voices  dropped.  Ailsa  standing  by  the  win- 
dow, watching  the  orioles  in  the  maple,  could  no  longer 
distinguish  what  they  were  saying. 

He  said :  "  You  were  bridesmaid  to  my  mother. 
You  are  the  Celia  Paige  of  her  letters." 

"  She  is  always  Connie  Berkley  to  me.  I  loved  no 
woman  better.     I  love  her  still." 

"  I  found  that  out  yesterday.  That  is  why  I  dared 
come.  I  found,  among  the  English  letters,  one  from  you 
to  her,  written — after.^' 

"  I  wrote  her  again  and  again.  She  never  replied. 
Thank  God,  she  knew  I  loved  'icr  to  the  last." 

He  i  ested  on  the  tabletop  and  stood  leaning  over  and 
looking  down 

"  Dear  Mr.  Berkley,"  she  murmured  gently. 

He  straightened  himself,  passed  a  hesitating  hand 
across  his  forehead,  ruffling  the  short  curly  hair.  Then 
his  preoccupied  gaze  wandered.  Ailsa  turned  toward 
him  at  the  same  moment,  and  instantly  a  flicker  of 
malice  transformed  the  nobility  of  his  set  features : 

"  It  seems,"  he  said,  "  that  you  and  I  are  irrev- 
ocably related  in  all  kinds  of  delightful  ways,  Mrs. 
Paige.  Your  sister-in-law  very  charmingly  admits 
it,  graciously  overlooks  and   pardons   my  many  delin- 
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quencies,  and  has  asked  me  to  come  again.     Will  you 
ask  me,  too?" 

Ailsa  merely  looked  at  him. 

Mrs.  Craig  said,  laughing:  "I  knew  you  were  all 
Ormond  and  entirely  Irish  as  soon  as  I  came  in  the  do' 
— bcfo'  I  became  aware  of  your  racial  fluency.  I  speak 
fo'  my  husband  and  myse'f  when  I  say,  pleasi  remember 
that  our  do'  is  ve'y  wide  open  to  our  own  kin— and  that 
you  arc  of  them " 

"  Oh,  I'm  all  sorts  of  things  beside—"     He  paused 
for  a  second-"  Cousin  Celia,"  he  added  so  lightly  that 
the  grace  with  which  he  said  it  covered  the  impudence, 
and  she  laughed  in  semi-critical  approval  and  turned 
to  Ailsa,  whose  smile  in  response  was   chilly— chillier 
still  when  Berkley  did  what   few  men  have  done  con- 
vincingly since  powdered  hair  and  knee-breeches  became 
unfashionable— bent  to  salute  Celia  Craig's  fingertips. 
Then  he  turned  to  her  and  took  his  leave  of  her  in  a 
conventional  manner  entirely  worthy  of  the  name  his 
mother  bore,— and  her  mother  before  her,  and  many  a 
handsome  man  and  many  a  beautiful  woman  back  to 
times  when  a  great  duke  stood  unjustly  attainted,  and 
the  Ormonds  served  their  king  with  steel  sword   and 
golden  ewer;  and  served  him  faithfully  and  well. 

Camilla  Lent  called  a  little  later.  Ailsa  was  in  the 
backyard  garden,  a  trowel  in  her  hand,  industriously 
loosening  the  earth  around  the  prairie  roses. 

"  Camilla,"  she  said,  looking  up  from  where  she  was 
kneeling  among  the  shrubs,  «  what  was  it  you  said  this 
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morning  about  Mr.  Berkley  being  some  unpleasant  kind 
of  man  ?  " 

"  How  funny,"  laughed  Camilla.  «  You  asked  me 
that  twice  before." 

"Did  U  I  forgot,"  said  Mrs.  Paige  with  a 
shrug;  and,  bending  over  again,  became  exceedingly 
busy  with  her  trowel  until  the  fire  in  her  checks  had 
cooled. 

"  Every  woman  that  ever  saw  him  becomes  infatu- 
ated with  Phil  Berkley,"  said  Camilla  cheerfully.  «  I 
was.  You  will  be.  And  the  worst  of  it  is  he's  simply 
not  worth  it." 

"  I— thought  not." 

"  Why  did  you  think  not?  " 
"  I  don't  know  why." 

"  He  can  be  fascinating,"  said  Camilla  reflectively, 
"  but  he  doesn't  always  trouble  himself  to  be." 

"  Doesn't  he.?  "  said  Ailsa  with  a  strange  sense  of 
relief. 

Camilla  hesitated,  lowered  her  voice. 

"  They  say  he  is  fast,"  she  whispered. 

Ailsa,  on  her  knees,  turned  and  looked  up. 

"  Whatever  that  means,"  added  Camilla,  shudder- 
ing. "  But  all  the  same,  every  girl  who  sees  him  begins 
to  adore  him  immediately  until  her  parents  make  her 
stop." 

"  How  silly,"  said  Ailsa  in  a  leisurely  level  voice. 
But  her  heart  was  beating  furiously,  and  she  turned  to 
her  roses  with  a  blind  energy  that  threatened  them  root 
and  runner. 
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*|How  did  you  happen   to  think  of  him  at  alP  " 
continued  Camilla  mischievously. 

'♦  He  called  on-Mrs.  Oaig  this  afternoon." 
I  didn't  know  she  knew  him." 

"  They  are  related— distantly— I  believe " 

"Oh,"  exclaimed  Camilla.  "I'm  terribly  sorry  I 
spoke  that  way  about  him,  dear " 

"/don't  care  what  you  say  about  him,"  returned 
A  Isa  Pa.ge  fiercely,  emptying  some  grains  of  sand  out 
o  one  of  her  gloves;  resolutely  emptying  her  n„nd,  too, 
of  Phihp  Berkley. 

"  f^^^--'"  «h-  «dded  gaily  to  Camilla,  "  come  in  and 
we  Jl  have  tea  and  gossip,  English   fashion.      And   I'll 
ell  you  about  my  new  duties  at  the  Hon.e  for  Desti- 
tute Chidren-every  morning  from  ten  to  twelve,  my 
dear,  m  the.r  horrid  old  infirmary-the  poor  little  dar- 
Imgsl-and  I  would  be  there  all  day  if  I  wasn't  a  self- 
ish, mdolent   pleasure-loving  creature  without  an  ounce 
of  womanly  feeling-    Yes  I  am  !    I  must  be,  to  go  about 
to  gallenes  and  dances  and  Philhannonics  when  there 
are  motherless  children   in  that  infirmary,  as  sick   for 
ack  of  love  as  for  the  hundred  and  one  ailments  dis- 
tressmg  their  tender  little  bodies." 

But  over  their  tea  and  marmalade  and  toast  she  be- 
came less  communicative;  and  once  or  twi.  .  the  con- 
versation betrayed  an  unexpected  tendency  to  drift  to- 
ward  Berkley. 

"I  haven't  the  slightest  curiosity  concerning  him, 
dear  said  Ailsa,  attempt-:  .g  corroboration  in  a  yawn- 
which  indiscretion  she  was  unable  to  accomplish' 
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••  Well."  rfnmrked  C«,„ill,.,  ..  ,h„  ,h,„„. 

After  (•„n,ill„  h«.l  g„„e,  Ail,«  r„„„.o.l  „bo„.  tho 
prl„u.<  apparently  renewing  her  acquaintance  with 
the  fannhar  decorations.  S„„,eti„,e,  »he  st„,„|  „, 
endows,  looking  th„„«htfull,  into  the  en.ptv  »tr„.,  • 
»on.e.™e.  .he  sat  .„  corner,  critical,,  .urve^n^  e„,p,; 

Y«,,  the  chance,  were  that  he  would  scarcely  care  to 

M  ter-n.l„w.»  house,  anywav,  nor  in  her  ow„-!a  n  In 
.ho  could  appeal  to  a  wo„.a„  for  a  favourable  opi  L 
of   urnself,  aslcng  her  to  suspend  her  reason,  stitlell 
stultify  her  own  intelligence,  and  trust  .„  .■ 

imnul...  n,  .  u     .  '°  "  s™t"iicnta 

mpulse  that  he  desened  the  toleration  and  considera- 
■on  wh.ch  he  asked  for.  .   .   .  ,t  was  certa.nly  well    or 
or    ,„.t  he  should  not  return.  ...   It  would  be  bet 
for  her  to  lay  the  entire  matter  before  her  sister-in-law 
—that  was  what  she  would  do  immediately ' 

She  sprang  to  her  feet  and  ran  lightly  up-stairs  • 
but    fast  as  she  fled,  thought  outran  her  sl^nde'r  H^  g 
foot,  and  she  can,e  at  last  yery  leisurely  into  vLt 
-m,  a  subdued,  demure  opportunist,  ap'parently        1 
nothmg  on  her  n.ind  and  conscience. 

"  If  I  may  have  the  carriage  at  ten,  Celia,  Ml  berin 
on  the  Desftute  Children  to-morrow.  .  .  .  p^„r  babiTs; 
^  .  .  If  they  only  had  once  a  week  as  wholesome  food 
as  IS  wasted  m  this  city .....  ""■ 
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which  reminds  mc-I  suppose  yoxx  will  have  to  invite 
your  new  kinsman  to  dine  with  you." 

"  There  is  loads  of  time  for  that,  Honey-bud,"  said 
her  sister-in-lttw,  glancing  up  absently  frJm  the  note 
she  w»  i  writing. 

"  I  was  merely  wondering  whether  it  was  necessary 
at  all,"  observed  Ailsa  Paige,  without  interest. 

But  Celia  had  begun  to  writo  again.  "  I'll  ask 
him,"  she  said  in  her  softly  preoccupied  voice,  "  Satu'- 
day,  I  think." 

"Oh,  but  I'm  invited  to  the  Cortlandt's,"  began 
Ailsa,  and  caught  her  under  lip  in  her  teeth.  Then  she 
turned  and  walked  noiselessly  into  her  bedroom,  and  sat 
down  on  the  bed  and  looked  at  the  wall. 
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CHAPTER    IV 


It  was  almost  mid-April ;  and  still  the  silvery-green 

tassels  on  the  wistaria  showed  no  hint  of  the  blue  petals 

folded   within;  but   the  maples'  leafless  symmetry   was 

already   veined    with   fire.      Faint   perfume   from    Long 

Island  woodlands,  wandering  pufFs  of  wind   from  salt 

meadows    freshened   the  city   streets;   St.   Felix    Street 

boasted  a  lilac  bush  in  leaf;  Oxford  Street  was  gay  with 

hyacinths  and  a  winter-battered  butterfly ;  and  in  Fort 

Greene  Place  the  grassy  door-yards  were  exquisite  with 

crocus  bloom.     Peace,  good-will,  and  spring  on  earth; 

but  in  men's  souls  a  silence  as  of  winter. 

To  Northland  folk  the  unclosing  buds  of  April 
brought  no  awakening;  lethargy  fettered  all,  arresting 
vigour,  sapping  desire.  An  immense  inertia  chained 
progress  in  its  tracks,  while  overhead  the  gray  stonn- 
wrack  fled  away,— misty,  monstrous,  gale-driven  before 
the  coming  hurricane. 

Still,  for  the  Northland,  there  remained  now  little 
of  the  keener  suspense  since  those  first  fiery  outbursts 
in  the  South;  but  all  through  the  winter  the  dull  pain 
throbbed  in  silence  as  star  after  star  dropped  from  the 
old  galaxy  and  fell  flashing  into  the  new. 

And  it  was  a  time  of  apathy,  acquiescence,  stupefied 
incredulity;  a  time  of  dull  faith  in  destiny,  duller  resig- 
nation. 
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a  ho  pnn.o.  now.  .,..  „.a.l  .l,,v  ,.f,„  ,l„v  I.,-  „  ,H..,p|e 
nor  l.„.  I,„l,    ,|,»,.„„i„«,  „„,  „ ,,.„,   ,^_|,    _^  ^^^^.^  « 

f,     '■"•  ' "•  -'»  ■« '"tliMK  of  tail  ship.     „„,  ,,i,, 

tlKv  ,„„,pr..|,e„,l  ,1,..  „,....U,s  u.„u,rs  of,,  ,1....,,, 

<-.u,„hl,„«  „,„,,,  ,„c  ,„l„|..  pro.,„r.-„„r  ,!,„,  „,  I,;, 
I.C  v,>»l  ,l,»,„,<.»ralio„  of  ,|,e  „„„Hx  .ooM  ,|i,<.|o,o  tl,. 
f..rn„„„  ,.,,v.sh.l  of  ,.„o,|,.„  ,„„,,„  ,„,„„,,  „,^,^^_ 

.!k".r       """^  ""''"  ""'  ''"'"'"'"'"■  "'  ""■  «-'"'"" 

"."n-hc    .ho    h,..l   ,„e„   Pn.,i,|..„.-..„,    .,,h   it       ^ 

'     t..M.   K.„„t   ,h„po    th„,   .„.„^   i^^,„   ,_^    ^,^^ 
1  OU.SO  ..„doH,  »„„  ,„„k„,  „„,  ,„„  „„.  ,„,;^^ 
•■th  i.yc»  that  no  man  un.lcrstoo,!  '^ 

And  now  the  »ofl  ,un  of  April  ,p„„  a  »pe|l  up„„  ,he 
Nort  l.„H  folk;  for  they  h..l  e,o,  but  th',  T^ 
car,  had    he,,  but  they  heard  not:  neither  spoke  thev' 
through  the  mouth.  ' 

To  them  only  one  figure  .eemed  real,  looming  above 

later    T.  """'""'"'  ■"'"«"  "''^"  •  """-^  '"-od 
-.tclung  the  parapets  of  a  sea-girt  fort  off  Charleston. 

But  the  nat,on  looked  too  long;  the  mirage  closed 
2  '"rt. -a,  the  flag  itself,  became  unreal;  thelne^^ 
ure  on  the  parapet  turned  to  a  phantom.  God's  .Ml 
was  doing.    Who  dared  doubt.' 

"There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  in  the  South,"  ob- 
-er,ed  Adsa  Paige  to  her  brother-in-la.  one  fragrant 
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tvenln^  after  dinner  where,  in  the  chisk,  the  fu,„ily  hnd 
leathered  on  the  stoop  «fter  the  cu«tom  of  a  simpler 
eru. 

Along  the  ,n,n  street  long  lines  «f  front  stoops  blos- 
somed with  the  light  spring  gowns  of  women  and  young 
g.rl8,  pale.  <luintv  clusters  in  the  dusk  set  with  darker 
hgures,  where  sparks  from  cigars  glowed  and  waned 
in  the  darkness. 

Windows  were  open,  here  and  »/.,  r,  a  gB  iet  in  a 
globe  flickered  inside  a  room,  bur  the  ur.,  t  w..  ,sky 
and  tranquil  as  a  country  lane.  ..  ,.l  ,n,iu,n:..au.i  ave 
where  at  far  intervals  lamp-,  <,s:  .  ,Unu]  in  u  r.r  of 
pale  light,  around  which  a  fev    .notl      !io  r.;,.  !. 

"The  rebels,"  repeated  ..iis,-,  •«  h(m.  ,.  fo  have  no 
doubts,  honest  „r  otherwise.  Thvv\.  s.nt  v  .  ,  thou- 
sand troops  to  the  Charleston  fortii.  •,.  ,  ,-H  .  paper 
says."  *^  *^ 

Stephen  Craig  heard  his  cousin  spea'  J  ut  made  no 
response.  He  was  smoking  openly  and  in  sight  of  his 
entire  family  the  cigar  which  had,  heretofore,  t,een  con- 
sumed surreptitiously.  His  mother  sat  close  to  his 
shoulder,  rallying  bin.  like  a  tormenting  schoolgirl,  an.l, 
at  mtervals,  turning  to  look  hack  at  her  husband  who 
stood  on  the  steps  beside  her,  a  little  amused,  a  little 
proud  a  little  inclined  to  be  critical  of  this  tall  son  of 
his  who  yesterday  had  been  a  boy. 

The  younger  daughters  of  the  house,  Paige  and 
Marye,  strolled  past,  bareheaded,  arms  linked,  in  com- 
pany with  Camilla  and  Jimmy  Lent. 

"O  dad!"  called  out  Paige  softly,  "  Ji„.  says  that 
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Major  Anderson  is  to  be  reinforced  at  once.     There 
was  a  bulletin  this  evening." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  sweetheart,"  said  her 
father,  smiling  through  his  eje-glasses. 

Stephen  bent  forward  across  his  mother's  shoulder. 
"  Is  that  true,  father?  " 

"  Camilla's  brother  has  probably  been  reading  the 
Tribune's  evening  bulletin.  The  Herald  bulletin  says 
that  the  Cabinet  has  ordered  the  evacuation  of  Fort 
Sumter;  the  Timea  says  Major  Anderson  is  to  be  rein- 
forced ;  the  World  says  that  he  abandoned  the  fort  last 
night;  and  they  all  say  he  has  been  summoned  to  sur- 
render. Take  your  choice,  Steve,"  he  added  wearily. 
"  There  is  only  one  wire  working  from  the  South,  and 
the  rebels  control  that." 

"Are  you  tired.  Curt?"  asked  his  wife,  looking 
around  and  up  at  him. 

He  seated  himself  and  readjusted  his  eye-glnsscs. 

"  No,  dear — only  of  this  nightmare  we  are  living 
in  " — he  stopped  abruptly.  Politics  had  been  avoided 
between  them.  There  was  a  short  silence;  he  felt  his 
wife's  hand  touch  his  in  the  darkness — sign  of  a  tender 
respect  for  his  perplexity,  but  not  for  his  political 
riews. 

"  Forgive  me,  dear,  for  using  the  word  *  rebel,'  "  he 
said,  smiling  and  straightening  his  shoulders.  "  Where 
have  you  and  Ailsa  been  to-day?  Did  you  go  to  New 
York?" 

"  Yes.  We  saw  the  Academy,  and,  oh,  Curt !  there 
are  some  very  striking  landscapes — two  by  Gifford ;  and 
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the  cutest  portrait  of  a  girl  by  Wiyam  Hunt.  And 
your  friend  Bicrstadt  has  a  Western  scene — all  fire- 
works! and,  dear,  Eastman  Johnson  was  there — and 
Kensett  sent  such  a  cunning  little  landscape.  We 
lunched  at  Taylor's."  She  lowered  her  voice  to  a 
whisper.  "  Ailsa  did  look  too  cute  fo'  words.  I  declare 
she  is  the  most  engaging  little  minx.  Eve'y  man  sta'ed 
at  her.  I  wish  she  would  marry  again  and  be  happv. 
She  doesn't  know  what  a  happy  love  affair  can  be — poor 
baby." 

"  Do  you  ?  "  asked  her  husband. 

"  Are  you  beginning  to  co't  me  again,  Curt.? " 

"Have  I  ever  ceased.' — you  little  Rebel!" 

"  No,"  she  said  under  her  breath. 

"  By  the  way,  Celia,"  he  said  smiling,  "  that  young 
man — cousin  of  yours — Berkley,  turned  up  promptly 
to-day.    I  gave  him  a  room  in  the  office." 

"  That  was  certainly  ve'y  frien'ly  of  you.  Curt !  " 
she  responded  warmly.  "  You  will  be  patient  with  him, 
won't  you?  " 

"  I've  had  to  be  already.  I  gave  him  a  commission 
to  collect  some  rents  and  he  came  back  fifty  dollars 
short,  calmly  explaining  that  one  of  our  lodgers  j  jked 
poor  and  he  hated  to  ask  for  the  rent." 

"  O  Curt — the  boy  is  ve'y  sweet  and  wa'm-hearted. 
Were  you  cross  with  him  ?  " 

"  Not  very.  I  imparted  a  few  plain  truths — very 
pleasantly,  Celia.  He  knew  better:  there's  a  sort  of  an 
impish  streak  in  him — also  an  inclination  for  the  pleas- 
ant by-ways  of  life.  ...  He  had  better  let  drink  alone, 
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too,  if  he  expects  to  remain  in  mv  office.     I  told  him 
that." 

"  Does  ho— the  foolish  baby '  " 

"  Oh,  probably  not  very  much.  I  don't  know ;  he's 
likable,  but — he  hasn't  inspired  me  with  any  overwhelm- 
ing respect  and  confidence.  His  record  is  not  exactly 
savoury.  But  he's  your  protege,  and  I'll  stand  him 
as  long  as  you  can." 

"  Thank  you,  Curt.  We  must  be  gentle  to  him. 
I  shall  ask  him  to  dinner  and  wc  can  give  a  Mav  dance 
perhaps — something  informal  and  pretty — What  is  the 
matter,  Curt.?" 

"  Nothing,  dear.  .  .  .  Only  I  wouldn't  plan  any- 
thing just  yet — I  mean  for  the  present — not  for  a  few 
days,  anyway " 

He  shrugged,  removed  his  glasses,  polished  them  on 
his  handkerchief,  and  sat  holding  them,  his  short-sigiited 
eyes  lost  in  reverie. 

His  wife  endured  it  to  the  limit  of  patience: 

*'  Curt,"  she  began  in  a  lower  voice,  "  you  and  I 
gen'ally  avoid  certain  matters,  dear — but — ev'ything 
is  sure  to  come  right  in  the  end — isn't  it?  The  No'th  is 
going  to  be  sensible." 

"  In  the — end,"  he  admitted  quietly.  And  between 
them  the  ocean  sprang  into  view  again. 

"  I  wonder — "  She  stopped,  and  an  inexplicable 
uneasiness  stirred  i.i  her  breast.  She  looked  around 
at  her  son,  her  left  hand  fell  protectingly  upon  his 
shoulder,  her  right,  groping,  touched  her  husband's 
sleeve. 
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"  I  urn — well  cared  for — in  the  world,"  ^llt'  sighed 
happily  to  herself.     "  It  sluiU  not  come  nigh  ine." 

Stephen  was  saying  to  Ailsa: 

"  There's  a  piece  of  up-town  property  that  came 
into  the  office  to-day  which  seems  to  me  significant  of 
the  future.  .  It  would  he  a  gootl  iiivistment  for  you. 
Cousin  Ailsa.  Some  (lay  Fifth  Avenue  will  he  huilt  un 
solidly  with  brown-stone  mansions  as  far  us  the  Cen- 
tral Park.  It  is  all  going  to  be  wonderfully  attructi\e 
wlu'ii  they  finish  it." 

Ailsa  mused  for  a  moment.     Then  : 

*'  I  walked  down  this  street  to  Fort  Greene  this 
afternoon,"  she  began,  *'  and  the  little  rocky  park  was 
so  sweet  and  fragrant  with  dogwood  and  Forsythia  and 
new  birls  eve  where.  And  I  looked  out  over  the  rivers 
and  the  bay  id  over  the  two  cities  and,  Steve,  some- 
how— I  don't  know  why — I  found  my  eyes  filling  with 
tears.      I  don't  know  why,  Steve " 

'•  Feminine  sentiment,"  observed  her  cousin,  smok- 
ing. 

Mrs.  Craig's  fingers  became  restless  on  her  husband's 
sleeve;  she  spoke  al  moments  in  soft,  wistful  tones, 
watching  her  younger  daughters  and  their  friends 
grouped  under  the  trees  in  the  dusk.  And  all  the  time, 
whatever  it  was  that  had  brought  a  new  unease  into  her 
breast  was  still  there,  latent.  She  had  no  name  to  give 
it,  no  reason,  no  excuse;  it  wa.s  too  shadowv  to  Im^ht 
analysis,  too  impalpable  to  be  defined,  yet  it  reinained 
there ;  she  was  perfectly  conscious  of  it,  as  she  held  her 
husband's  sleeve  the  tighter. 
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"  Curt,  is  business  so  plaguey  poor  because  of  all 
these  politics?  " 

"M.v  business  is  not  very  flourishing.  Many  men 
feel  the  uncertainty;  not  everybody,  dear." 

"  When  ilm—matter—h  settled,  everything  will  be 
eas.er  for  you,  won't  it?  You  look  so  white  and  tired, 
dear." 

Stephen  overheard  her, 

"  The  matter,  as  you  call  it,  won't  be  settled  without 
a  row,  mother— if  you  mean  the  rebellion." 

"  Such  a  wise  boy  with  his  new  cigar,"  she  smiled 
through  a  sudden  resurgence  of  uneasiness. 

The  boy  said  calmly :  "  Mother,  vou  don't  under- 
stand; and  all  the  rest  of  the  South  is  like  you." 

"Does  anybody  understand,  Steve?"  asked  his 
father,  slightly  ironical. 

"  Some  people  understand  there's  going  to  be  a  bixr 
fight,"  said  the  boy. 

"Oh.     Doyou.S" 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  with  the  conviction  of  youth.  "  And 
I'm  wondering  who's  going  to  be  in  it." 

"  The  militia,  of  course,"  observed  Ails^  scornfully. 
"  Camilla  is  forever  sewing  buttons  on  Jimmy's  dress 
uniform.     He  wears  them  off  dancing." 

Mr.  Craig  said,  unsmiling:  "  We  are  not  a  military 
nation,  Steve ;  we  are  not  only  non-military  but  we  are 
unmilitary--if  you  know  what  that  means." 

"  We  once  managed  to  catch  Cornwallis,"  suggested 
his  son,  still  proudly  smoking. 

"I    wonder   how    we    did    it?"    mused   his    father 
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"  They  were  another  race — those  catchers  of  Corn- 
wallis — those  fellows  in  blue-and-buff  and  powdered 
hair." 

"  You  and  Celia  are  their  grandchildren,"  observed 
Ailsa,  "  and  you  are  a  West  Point  graduate,*' 

Her  brother-in-law  looked  at  her  with  a  strange  sort 
of  humour  in  his  handsome,  near-.sighted  eves: 

"  Yes,  too  blind  to  serve  the  country  that  educated 
me.  And  now  it's  too  late;  the  desire  is  gone;  I  have 
no  inclination  to  fight,  Ailsa.  Drums  always  annoyed 
me.  I  don't  particularly  like  a  gun.  I  don't  care  for  a 
fuss.     I  don't  wish  to  be  a  soldier." 

Ailsa  said :  *'  I  rather  like  the  noise  of  drums.  I 
think  I'd  like— war." 

"  Molly  Pitcher!  Molly  Pitcher!  Of  what  are  you 
babbling,"  whispered  Celia,  laughing  down  the  flashes 
of  pain  that  ran  through  her  heart.  "  Wars  are  ended 
in  our  Western  World.  Didn't  you  know  it,  grandchild 
of  Vikings?  There  are  to  be  no  more  Lake  Champlains, 
only  debates— nV#^  ce  pas.  Curt.?— very  grand  debates 
between  gentlemen  of  the  South  and  gentlemen  of  the 
North  in  Congress  assembled " 

"Two  congresses  assembled,"  said  Ailsa  calmly, 
"and  the  debates  will  be  at  long  range " 

"  By  magnetic  telegraph  if  you  wish.  Honey -bell," 
conceded  Celia  hastily.  "  Oh,  we  must  not  begin  dis- 
putin'  about  matters  that  nobody  can  possibly  he'p.  It 
will  all  come  right;  you  know  it  will,  don't  you.  Curt? " 

"  Yes,  I  know  it,  somehow." 

Silence,    fragrance,    and    darkness,    through    which 
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rang  the  distant  laugh  of  a  young  girl.  And,  very,  verv 
far  away  sounds  arose  in  the  city,  dull,  indistinct,  lost 
for  ,n«n,ent8  at  a  time,  then  audible  again,  and  always 
the  sau.e  sounds,  the  same  monotony,  and  distant  per- 
sistance. 

"  I  do  believe  thcyVe  calling  an  extra,"  said  Ailsa, 
hftmg  her  head  to  hsten. 
Celia  listened,  too. 

"  Children  shouting  at  play,"  she  said. 
"  They  are  calling  an  extra,  Celia !  " 
"  No,  little  Cassandra,  it's  only  boys  skylnrking." 
For  a  while  th«y  remained  listening  and  silent.     The 
voices  still  persisted,  but  they  sounded  so  distant  that 
the  light  laughter  from  their  neighbour's  stoop  drowned 
the  echoes. 

Later,   rimmy  Lent  drifted  into  the  family  circle. 

"The;  say  that  there's  an  extra  out  about  Fort 
Sumter,"  he  said.  "  Do  you  think  he's  given  up,  Mr 
Craig.?"  ^ 

"  If  then  nn  extra  out  the  fort  is  probably  safe 
enough,  Jim,  said  the  elder  man  carelessly.  He  rose 
and  went  toward  the  group  of  girls  and  youths  under 
the  trees. 

"  Come,  children,"  he  said  to  his  two  da.ighters :  and 
was  patient  amid  indignant  protests  which  preceded  the 
youthful  interchange  of  reluctant  good-nights. 

When  he  returned  to  the  stoop  Ailsa  had  gone  in- 
doors with  her  cousin.  His  wife  rose  to  greet  him  as 
though  he  had  been  away  on  a  long  journey,  and  then, 
passing  her  arms  aro.md  her  schoolgirl  daughters,  and 
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nodding  a  mischievous  dismissal  to  Jimmy  Lent,  walked 
slowly  into  the  house.  Bolts  were  shot,  keys  turned; 
from  the  lighted  front  parlour  came  the  notes  of  the 
sweet-toned  square  piano,  and  Ailsa's  voice: 

— "  Dear  are  her  charms  to  me. 
Dearest  her  ctmstaney, 
Aileen  aroon — " 

'*  Never  mind  any  more  of  that  silly  song !  "  ex- 
claimed Celia,  imprisoning  Ailsa's  arms  from  behind. 

"  Youth  must  with  time  decay, 
Aileen  aroon. 
Beauty  must  fade  away, 
Aileen  aroon — " 

"  Don't,  dear !  please " 

But  Ailsa  sang  on  obstinately: 

"Castles  are  sacked  in  war. 
Chieftains  are  scattered  far. 
Truth  is  a  fixed  star, 
Aileen  aroon." 

And,  glancing  back  over  her  shoulder,  caught  her 
breath  quickly. 

•Telia!     What  is  the  matter,  dear.?" 

"  Nothing.    I  don't  like  such  songs — just  now " 

"What  songs .5" 

"  I  don't  know,  Ailsa:  songs  about  war  and  castles. 
Little  things  nlaguc  me.  .  ,  .  There's  been  altogether 
too  much  talk  about  war — it  ^ets  into  tv'ything,  sonu- 
how.      I  can't  seem  to  he'p  it,  somehow " 

'*  Why,  Celia!     You  an-  not  worrying?  " 

"  Not   To'  myse'f,  Honey-bud.      Somehow,  to-night 
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-I  don  t  know-.„d  Curt  «.m«i  .  little  .„.i.„.... 
She  laughed  ^th  .„  effort;  her  n.tur.1  g.iet,  returned 
to  buo;v  her  .bove  thi,  indefinable  undercurrent  of  un- 

rest. 

where  the.r  father  was  pacing  to  an.l  fro,  s,„oking  his 
iHHltun..  cgar,  «„,|  their  ,„„ther  be^an  her  invarini,je 
runn.ng  con„„e„t  concerning  the  <ht/s  .vents,  rallv- 
."ir  her  chUdren,  tenderly  torn.enting  them  with  their 
shortconnngs-und«rne<l  stockings,  lessons  imperfectly 
learned,  httle  household  tasks  neglected-she  was  al- 
ways aware  of  and  ready  at  bedtln.e  to  point  out  every 
sin  of  omission.  ^ 

"As  fo'  you,  Paige,  you  are  certainly  a  ve'y  rare 
knu  of  Honey-bird,  and  I  reckon  Mr. '  Ba  Wn  will 
»h.,  ly  catch  you  some  .lay  fo'  his  nmseum.  Who  ever 
hoaH  ^of    a    shiriess    Yankee    girl    e.Kcept    you    and 

"  y*'"  '^^"'*  ^«^<^  t"  ♦'•y  to  mend  «->thing.  Fo' 
example,  there's  Jin.my  Lent's  heart " 

A  quick  outbreak  of  laughter  swept  them-all  ex- 
cept  Pa.ge,  who  flushed  furiously  over  her  first  school- 
girl  attair. 

"  Th»t  poor  Jimmy  ,l,il,|  came  to  „,e  ,,l,out  it,"  .-on. 
tmued  their  mother,  "and  a,ke.l  „,.  if  I  ..„„|,|  ,,,  ,„„ 
bo  eng,.,^,i  ,„  hi,,,,  „„,,  I  ,„.,,    .Certainly,  if  Paj^e 

"";"/"  ■"•  • •>•      '  ««»  «ng.iged  n,ym  to'  time, 

oefo    I  was  fo'teen '  " 
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Another  gale  of  hiughtcr  .Irowned  h,r  worJs,  and 
Khe  8ut  tJ,crc  .linipkd,  inischicvou.,  nnnelv  lookin^f 
around,  vit  in  hor  careful  soul  shrewdlv  pur.sui,.^r  hir 
«ise  policy  of  Hiring  ujl  scntin.entMl  riiHtt-  r.s  in  tl.t  f«,n- 
ilv  circle-letting  in  fresh  air  an.i  sun-hine  on  ulmt  so 
often  takes  root  and  flourishes  rather  nmrhi.liv  at  six- 
teen. 

"IfH  perfectly  absur.l,"  observed  Ailsa,  "at   vour 
age,  I*aige " 

"Mother  was  married  at  sixteen!  Weren't  von 
dearest  ? "  '       ' 

'•  I  certainly  was;  but  /  am  a  bad  rebel  a.ul  ,,ou  are 
good  httle  Yankees;  and  good  little  Yankees  «ait  till 
they're  twenty  odd  befo'  they  do  anything  ve'v  ri.licu- 
lous." 

*'  We  expect  to  wait,"  said  Paige,  with  a  dig„ifie.i 
glance  at  her  sister. 

"  You've  four  years  to  wait,  then,"  laughed  Marye. 
"  What's  the  use  of  being  courted  if  you  have  to  wait 
four  years  .*  " 

"  And  you've  three  years  to  wait,  silly,"  retorted 
Paige.  "But  I  don't  care;  I'd  rather  wait.  It  isn't 
very  l„ng,  now.  Ail.sa,  why  don't  y.,u  ,„arrv 
again .'  " 

Ailsa's  lip  curled  her  comment  upon  the  sug«esti.m 
She  sat  under  the  crystal  chandelier  reading  a  Southern 
newspaper  which  had  been  sent  recently  to  (Vjia.  Pres- 
ently her  agreeable  voice  sounded  in  appreciative  reci- 
tation of  what  she  was  ro;;»iing. 

"  Listen,  Celia,"  she  said,  "  this  is  reallv  beautiful: 
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And  »haU  net  evening  eaU  another  .tar 
Out  of  the  infinite  region,  of  thr  night 

To  mark  thu,  day  in  Heavenf    At  laM  ve  are 
A  nation  among  nations,  and  the  world 

ShaU  man  behold  m  many  a  distant  port 
Another  flag  unfurled!" 

«l.e  naul  noth.ng.    And  Ailsa  went  on.  breathing  ou    the 
opening  beauty  of  Timrod',   "  EthnogeneH.s  ": 

"AW  come  what  may,  whose  farmer  need  we  eourtf 
And,  under  God,  whose  thunder  need  we  fearV" 

•M»rf  «.*«<  i/.  mod  M  u,™,,  rt««rf«»  *,„  «^    *,_ 

in  their  oum  treachery  caught. 

By  their  own  fears  made  bold. 

And  leagued  with  him  of  old 
H'Ao  Umg  since,  in  the  limits  of  the  North, 
Set  up  his  etnl  throng,  and  warred  with  Ood— 
fVhat  if,  both  mad  and  blinded  in  their  rage 
Our  foes  should  fling  us  down  the  mortal  gauge, 
A,id  wuh  a  hostile  horde  profane  our  sod!" 

The  girl  reddened,  sat  breathing  a  little  faster,  eves 
on  the  page;  then:  "^ 

"Nor  uHnM  we  shv-i  au  batUeground! 
•      .   Th*  winds  ir  oir  defence 
Shall  seem  to  blow;  to  ,u  the  hilU  shall  lend 

Their  firmness  and  their  calm. 
And  in  our  stiffened  .Hncws  „r  shall  blend 
The  strength  of  pine  and  palm! 
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CaU  up  the  Hashing  eUmmt*  arn„nd 
And  tfM  the  riyht  and  urony! 
On  one  side  rrr»Li  that  dare  to  preach 
M'hat  Christ  and  Pa,U  rrfn^ni  In  teach—" 

^^     "  Oh !  "  «l.e  l,n,k..  off  with  a  Hhnrp  intuk.  o,  l.rcnth  : 
no      hov     hehc.o    .uch    thing,    of    US     i„     tiK.    South, 

The  pink  fin.  cK-cponed  in  (eli,.  fraig's  eJueks  • 
hor  .ps  uncloM..!,  tightened,  ««  though  a  cjuick  retort 
had  lH.en  ,,uirkl y  reconsidered.  She  n,edit«t«l.  Th.n  • 
"  Honey-hell,"  «he  .«id  tranquilly,  "  if  we  .re  hitter, 
try  to  renieniher  that  we  are  a  nation  in  pain." 

**  A  nation!  " 

"  Dear,  we  have  always  been  that~onlv  the  No'th 
has  ju«t  found  it  out.  Charleston  is  telling  her  now. 
God  give  that  our  cannon  need  not  repeat   it." 

"  But,  Celia,  the  cannon  can't!  The  san.e  flac  be- 
longs to  us  both." 

"  Not  when  it  flies  over  Sumter,  Honey-bird." 
There  came  a  subtle  ringing  sound  in  f'elia  Craig's 
^-oice;  she  leaned  forward,  taking  the  newspaper  from 
Ail>H  .s  idle  fingers: 

"  Try  to  Im..  fair,"  she  said  in  unsteady  tones  -  Cod 
kru.ws  I  am  not  trying  to  teach  you '  secession,  hut 
•suppose  the  guns  on  Governor's  Island  u.-re  suddenly 
««ung  round  anri  pointed  at  tins  street-  Would  you 
CHre  ve'y  much  what,  flag  happened  to  he  flying  over 
Castle  William.'  Listen  to  another  warning  from  this 
•stamless  poet  of  the  South."  She  opened  the  news- 
paper  feverishly,   glanced   quickly   down    the   column., 
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and  holding  it  high  under  the  chandelier,  read  in  a 
Lushed  but  di.^tinct  voice,  picking  out  a  verse  here  and 
there  at  random : 

"Cithn  as  that  srcoiuf  sutumrr  uhich  precedes 
The  pM  jail  of  the  .siioir. 
In  the  hroad  .sanliffht  of  hrmir  deedn 
A  city  hideK  her  joe. 

"A.s  net,  behind  hitjh  ramparts  stern  and  proud 
Where  bolted  thunders  sleep. 
Dark-  Samter  like  a  battlemeuted  cloud 
Towers  o'er  the  solemn  deep. 

"But  .still  alonrf  the  dim  Atlantic's  line 
The  only  hostile  smoke 
Creeps  like  a  harmless  mi.st  above  the  brine 
From  .some  frail  floating  oak. 

"And  still  through  .streets  re-echoing  irith  trade 
IVall:  grave  and  thought  Jul  men 
Whose  hands  mag  one  dag  ivield  the  patriot's  blade 
As  lightly  as  the  pen. 

"And  maiden.s,  with  such  eyes  as  would  groic  dim 
Over  a  wounded  hound 
Seem^  each  one  to  have  caught  the  strength  of  him 
Whose  sword-knot  she  hath  bound. 

"Thus,  girt  without  ami  garrisoned  at  home. 
Day  patient  jollowing  day. 
Old  Charleston  looks  jrom  rooj  and  spire  and  dome 
Acro.ss  her  tranquil  bay. 

"Shall  the  spring  dawn,  and  she.  still  clad  in  steel, 
And  ivith  an  unscathed  brow. 
Watch  o'er  a  sea  unvexed  by  hostile  keel 
As  fair  and  free  as  now? 
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"We  hioiv  not.     In  the  Temples  of  the  Fates 
God  has  inscribed  her  doom; 
And,  all  untroubled  in  her  faith  she  waits 
Her  triumph  or  her  tomb!"' 

The  hushed  ch.-uMn  of  their  ...other's  voice  fascinated 
he  children.  Troubled,  t.ncertain,  Ailsa  rose,  took  a 
few  irresolute  steps  toward  the  extension  where  her 
brother-in-law  still  paced  to  an<l  fro  in  the  darkness, 
the  tip  of  his  ci^rar  aglow.  Then  she  turned  suddenlv 
''Can't  you  understand,  Ailsa.^"  asked  her  sister- 
in-law  wistfully. 

"  Celia-dearest,"  she  stammered,  -J  simply  can't 

understand I    thought    the    nation    was    greater 

than  all "  ^ 

"  The  State  is  greater,  dear.  Good  men  wHl  realise 
that  when  they  see  a  sovereign  people  standing  all  alone 
for  human  truth  an<l  justice-standing  with  book  and 
sword  under  God's  favour,  as  stunuly  as  ever  Israel 
stood  in  battle  fo'  the  right  !-I  don't  mean  to  be  dis- 
loyal to  my  husband  in  saying  this  befo'  my  children 
But  you  ask  me,  and  I  must  tell  the  truth  if  I  answer 
at  fill." 

Slender,   upright,   transfigured   with   a   flushed  and 
girlish  beauty  wholly  strange  to  them,  she  moved  rest- 
lessly back  and   forth  across  the  room,  a  slim,  lovely 
militant   figure  all   aglow  with   inspiration,  all   aquiv^r 
with  emotion  too  long  and  loyally  suppressed. 

Paige  and  Marye,  astonished,  watched  her  without 
a  word.  Ailsa  stood  with  one  hand  resting  on  the  man- 
tel, a  trifle  pale  but  also  silent,  her  startled  eyes  fol- 
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lowing  this  new  incarimtion  wt-ariiig  the  faniihar  shape 
of  Celia  Craig. 

"  Ailsa  !  " 

••  Ve.s.  dear," 

'■  (an  you  think  evil  of  a  people  who  po'  out  their 
hearts  in  prayer  and  praise?  Do  traitors  importune 
fo'  hlessin<»s.'  " 

She  turned  nervously  to  the  piano  and  struck  a 
ringing  chord,  another — and  dropped  to  the  cliaii,  head 
iiowed  on  her  slim  c-hildish  neck.  Presently  thiri'  stole 
through  the  silence  a  tremulous  voice  intoning  the 
"  Lihera  Nos,"  with  its  strange  refrain  : 

"J  furore  Sormunorum  Libera  non,  ()  Doinine!"' 
Then,  head  raised,  the  gas-light  flashing  on  her  dull- 
gold  hair,  her  voice  poured  forth  all  that  was  swelling 
and  swelling  up  in  her  bruised  and  stifled  heart: 

"God  of  our  fathrr.s!     King  of  Kings! 
Lord  of  the  earth  and  wa! 
li'ith  hcart.s  repentant  and  .sincere 
We  tarn  in  need  to  thee." 

She  saw  neithei-  her  children  nor  her  husband  nor 
Ailsa  now.  where  they  gathered  silently  beside  her.  And 
she  sang  on  : 


^t^ 


'In  the  name  of  God!  Amen! 

Stand  for  onr  Southern  rights; 
On  our  tiide.  Southern  men. 

The  God  of  Battle.^  fight.s! 
Fling  the  invader  far — 

Hurl  bach  hi.t  work  of  woe — 
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J /is  roicr  i.s-  t/ir  ruler  of  a  hrolhrr, 

iSiil  /li.s-  lianils  an    thr  hniuls  „j  „  j,>r. 

liif  Ihr  hinij  irlnri,  rrlrs  In  J/,, inn 
Cniii.siin  upon  our  sotl 

Shitid.  S„iit/ir„ns.  fi(f/,t  and  cun<iu,r 
In  thf  Name  of  t/w  Lirimj  (,W.'"' 

Like  mrdi.i^r  battle  echoes  Hie  c-liords,  clasliin^r  ,li,s- 
taritlv,  (lied  uwuv. 

If  slR.  lu-ard  l.er  Imshand  turn,  enter  the  Iiallwav, 
nn.l  ,M,l,olt  the  d„or,  she  made  no  s,>„.  A.lsa.  h...side 
her,  stooped  and   passed   one  ann  aroniid   her. 

'•\ou— are  not  crvin^^  are  you,  (Vlia,  darHn^jr  " 
she  whispered. 

Her  sister-in-law,  hishes  wet,  rose  with  derision. 

"I  think  that  r  have  made  a  ^ro„s,.  of  ,„yM.*f  to- 
night. Marye,  will  you  say  to  your  failu'r  tl.at  if  i. 
after  eleven  o'clock,  and  that  I  an.  waiting  to  he  well 
sc 'Ided  and  sent  to  bed.'  " 

'•  Father  went  out  a  iv\y  moments  ago,"  said  Paige 
in  an  awed  voice.     "  I  hoard  him  unholt  the  front  door." 

Ailsa  turned  and  walked  swiftly  out  into  t!;e  h.dl- 
way:  the  front  door  swung  wide;  Mr.  ("raig  stood  on 
the  steps  wearing  his  hat.  He  looked  around  as  .^iie 
touched  his  arm. 

"  Oh,  is  it  you,  Ailsa. ^  "  There  was  a  momenfs  in- 
decision. Through  it,  once  more,  far  away  in  the  city 
The  Voices  became  audi!)le  again,  distant,  vague,  in- 
cessant. 

"  I  thought— if  it  is  actually  an  extra—"  he  began 
carelessly  and  hesitated :  and  she  said : 
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"  Let  me  go  with  you.  Wait.  I'll  speak  to  Celia." 
"  Say  to  her  that  I'll  be  gone  only  a  moment." 
When  Ailsu  returned  she  slipped  her  arm  through 
his  and  they  descended  the  steps  and  walked  toward 
Fulton  Avenue.  The  Voices  were  still  distant ;  a  few 
people,  passing  swiftly  through  the  dusk,  preceded 
them.  Far  down  the  vista  of  the  lighted  avenue  dark 
figures  crossed  and  rccrosscd  the  street,  silhouetted 
against  the  gas-lights;  some  were  running.  A  man 
cjrlled  out  something  as  they  passed  him.  Suddenly, 
right  ahead  in  the  darkness,  they  encountered  people 
gathered  before  the  boarded  fence  of  a  vacant  lot,  a 
silent  crowd  shouldering,  pushing,  surging  back  and 
forth,  swarming  far  out  along  the  dimly  lighted  avenue. 
"  There's  a  bulletin  posted  there,"  whispered  Ailsa. 
"  Could  you  lift  me  in  your  arms.''  " 

Her  brother-in-law  stooped,  clasped  her  k  ices,  and 
lifted  her  high  up  above  the  sea  of  heads.  Kerosene 
torches  flickered  beyond,  flanking  a  poster  on  wliich  was 
printed  in  big  black  letters : 

"  Washington,  April  12,  1861,  6  a.m. 
"  At   half-past  four  o'clock  this   morning  fire  was 
opened  on  Fort  Sumter  by  the  rebel  batteries  in  the 
harbour.     Major  Anderson   is   replying  with   his  bar- 
bette guns." 

"  8   A.M. 

"  A  private  despatch  to  the  N.  Y.  Herald  says  that 
the  batteries  on  Mount  Pleasant  have  opened  on  Sum- 
ter. Major  Anderson  has  brought  into  action  two  tiers 
of  guns  trained  on  Fort  Moultrie  and  the  Iron  Battery." 
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"3    P.M. 

'•  The  fire  at  this  liour  is  very  heavy.  Nineteen  bat- 
teries ure  bombarding  Sumter.  The  fort  rephes  briskly. 
The  excitement  in  Charleston  is  intense." 

"  Later. 
"  Heavy  rain  storm.     Firing  resumed  this  evening. 
The  mortar  batteries  throw  a  shell  into  the  fort  every 
twenty  minutes.     The  fort  replies  at  intervals." 


"  Latest. 
"  The  fort  is  still  replying.     Major  Anderson  has 
signalled  the  fleet  outside." 

All  this  she  read  aloud,  one  hand  resting  on  Craig's 
shoulder  as  he  held  her  aloft  above  the  throng.  Men 
crowding  around  and  striving  to  see,  paused,  with  up- 
turned faces,  listening  to  the  emotionless  young  voice. 
There  was  no  shouting,  no  sound  save  the  trample 
and  shuffle  of  feet;  scarcely  a  voice  raised,  scarcely  an 
exclamation. 

As    Craig   lowered    her   to    the    pavement,   a    man 
making  his  way  out  said  to  them : 

"  Well,  I  guess  that  ends  it." 

Somebody  replied  quietly :  "  I  guess  that  begins  it." 

Farther  down  the  avenue  toward  the  City  Hall 
where  the  new  marble  court  house  was  being  built,  a 
red  glare  quivered  incessantly  against  the  darkness; 
distant  hoarse  rumours  penetrated  the  night  air,  ac- 
cented every  moment  by  the  sharper  clamour  of  voices 
calling  the  Herald's  extras. 
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"Curt?" 

'•  Vfs,  dear." 

"  If  la'  Mirrendors- 


*•  It   iiiukos  no  difForence  what  he  does  now,  child." 

"  I  know  it.  .  .  .  They've  dishonoured  the  flag, 
Thi.-)  is  war,  i.su't  it.''  " 

••  Ve.>." 

"Will  it  he  a  long  war?  " 

'•  I  think  not." 

"Who  will  go?" 

"  I  don't  know.   .   .   ,   Soldiers." 

••  I  didn't  suppose  wc  had  enough.  Where  are  we 
going  to  get   more?" 

*'  The  people — "  he  said  absently — "  everybody,  I 
suppose.     How  do  I  know,  child?  " 

"Just  ordinary  people?" 

"  Just  ordinary  people,"  he  responded  quietly.  A 
iaw  minutes  later  as  they  entered  their  own  street  he 
said : 

'•  I  suppose  I  had  better  tell  my  wife  about  this 
to-night.  I  don't  know — it  will  be  in  the  morning 
papers ;  but  I  think  I  had  better  break  it  to  her  to- 
night." 

'*  She  will  have  to  know — sometime — of  course " 


Halting  at  the  foot  of  the  stoop  he  turned  and 
peered  through  his  glasses  at  his  sister-in-law. 

"  I  don't  want  Stephen  to  start  any  nonsense  about 
going." 

"  Going  where?  "  she  asked  innocently. 

He  hesitated :  "  I  dcn't  want  to  hear  any  talk  from 
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liin.  .ilmut  enlisting.  Tlmt  is  wlmt  I  mean,  ^•o^u•  in- 
flut-nce  counts  with  liiiii  more  dcopiv  than  v..u  know. 
Rt'nicrnlur  tliat." 

'*  Sttvi — inlist!  "  she  ropoatcd  blankly. 

Shf  could  not  yet  comprehend  what  all  this  had  to  do 
with  people  she  j    rsonally  knew— with  her  own  kin. 

"  He  must  not  enlist,  of  course,"  she  said  curtly. 
'•  There  arc  plenty  of  soldiers— there  will  he  plenty,  of 
course.     I " 

Something  silenced  her,  something  within  her  sealed 
her  lips.  She  stood  in  silence  while  Craig  fitted  his 
night-key,  then  entered  th.  house  with  him.  Gas 
hurned  low  in  the  hall  globes;  when  he  turned  it  off 
a  fainter  light  from  above  guided  them. 

"  C'elia,  is  that  you.^  "  she  called  gently. 

"Hush:  go  to  bed,  Honey-bell.  Kverybody  is 
asleep.  How  pale  you  are.  Curt— dearest— dear- 
est   *" 

The  rear  room  was  Ailsa's :  she  walked  into  it  and 
dropped  down  on  the  bed  in  the  darkness.  The  door 
between  the  rooms  closed;  she  sat  perfectly  still,  her 
eyes  were  wide  open,  staring  in  front  of  her. 

Queer  little  luminous  shapes  danced  through  obscur- 
ity like  the  flames  from  the  kerosene  torches  around 
the  bulletin;  her  ears  st'll  vibrated  with  the  hoarse 
alarm  of  the  voices;  through  her  brain  sounded  her 
brother-in-law's  words  about  Steve,  repeated  incessant- 
ly, stupidly. 

Presently  she  began  to  undress  by  sense  of  touch. 
The  gas  in  the  bathroom  was  lighted;  she  completed 
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hiT  ahlutioris,  turned  it  off,  uiul  felt  her  wav  Imck  to 
tlio  bed. 

Lvin^  there  she  heoiiriie  jiware  of  soiuids  from  tlic 
front  room,  ("ehfi  was  still  awake;  she  distinguished 
her  voice  in  (juiek,  frightened  exclamation:  then  the  low 
murmur  continued  for  a  while,  then  silence  fill. 

She  raised  herself  on  one  elbow;  the  crack  of  light 
under  the  door  was  gone;  there  was  no  sound,  no  move- 
ment in  the  house  except  tlie  measured  tick  of  the  liall 
clock  outside,  tic-toe! — tic-toe! — tic-toe! 

And  she  had  been  Iving  there  a  long,  long  while, 
eves  open,  before  she  realised  that  the  rhythm  of  the 
hall  clock  was  l)ut  a  repetition  of  a  name  which  did  not 
concern  lier  in  an}'  manner: 

"  Berk-ley  !— Berk-ley  !— Berk-ley  !  " 

How  it  had  crept  into  her  consciousness  she  could 
not  understand ;  she  lay  still,  listening,  but  the  tic-toe 
seemed  to  fit  the  syllables  of  his  name;  and  when,  an- 
noyed, she  made  a  half  disdainful  mental  attempt  to 
substitute  other  syllables,  it  proved  too  nuich  of  an 
effort,  and  back  into  its  sober,  swinging  rhythm  slipDed 
the  old  clock's  tic-toe,  in  wearisome,  meaningless  repe- 
tition : 

"  Berk-lev !— Berk-lev !— Berk-lev !  " 


U  ^ 


She  was  awakened  by  a  rapping  at  her  door  and  her 
cousin's  imperative  voice : 

"  I  want  to  talk  to  you;  arc  you  in  bed?  " 

She  drew  the  coverlet  to  her  chin  and  called  out : 

"  Come  in,  Steve !  " 
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Ho  came,  tremendously  excited,  clutching  the  Her- 
ald in  one  hand. 

"  I've  had  enough  of  this  rebel  newspaper!  "  he  said 
fiercely.  "I  don't  want  it  in  'he  house  again,  ever. 
Father  says  that  the  marine  ne..»  makes  it  worth  tak- 
ing, hut " 

*•  What  on  earth  are  you  trying  to  say,  Steve?  " 

"I'm  trying  to  tell  you  that  we're  at  war!  War, 
Ailsa!  Do  you  understand.''  Father  and  I've  had  a 
fight  already " 

"  What 't  " 

"  They're  still  firing  on  Sumter,  I  tell  you,  anrl  if 
the  fort  doesn't  hold  out  do  you  think  I'm  going  to  sit 
around  the  house  like  a  pussy  cat.''  Do  you  think  I'm 
going  to  business  every  day  as  though  nothing  was 
happening  to  the  country  I'm  living  in.''  I  tell  vou  now 
— you  and  mother  and  father — that  I'm  not  built  that 
way " 

Ailsa  rose  in  bed,  snatched  the  paper  from  hi.s 
grasp,  and  leaning  on  one  arm  gazed  down  at  the  flar- 
ing head-lines : 

THE    W^\R    BEGUN 

Very  Exciting  News  from  Charleston 

Bombardment  of  Fort   Sumter  Conunenccd 

Terrible  Fire  from  the  Secessionists'  Batteries 

Brilliant  Defence  of  Maj.  x\ndcrson 

Reckless  Bravery  of  the  Confederate  States  Troops. 

And,  scanning  it  to  the  end,  cried  out: 
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"  Ilf  hasfri  Mimlc'd  down  his  Ha^ !  Wlint  are  vou  so 
excited  about?  " 

"I  Tin  excited,  of  eourse!  He  eati't  po.ssil)lv 
liold  out  with  ordv  eighty  men  and  nothinjr  to  feed 
them  on.  Something's  got  to  he  done!"  he  added, 
walking  up  and  down  the  room.  "  Tve  made  fun  of 
tlie  mihtia— hke  everybody  else— but  Jinmiy  Lent  is 
getting  ready,  and  I'm  doing  nothing!  Do  you  hear 
what  I'm  saying,  Ailsa?" 

Slie  looked  up  from  tjie  newspaper,  sitting  there 
cross-legged  under  the  coverlet. 

"  I  hear  you,  Steve.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean 
by  '  something's  got  to  be  done.'  Major  Anderson  is 
doing  what  he  can^ — bless  him  !  " 

*'  That's  all  right,  but  the  thing  isn't  going  to  stop 
there." 

"Stop  where .>" 

"  At  Sumter.  They'll  begin  firing  on  Fortress 
Monroe  and  Pensacola — I — how  do  you  know  they're 
not  already  thinking  ibout  bombanling  Washington.^ 
Virginia  is  going  out  of  the  Union;  the  entire  South  is 
out,  or  going.  Yesteruay,  I  didn't  suppose  there  was 
any  use  in  trying  to  ge  them  back  again.  Father  did. 
but  I  didn't.  I  think  it's  got  to  be  done,  now.  And 
the  question  is,  Ailsa,  whose  going  to  do  it.^*  " 

But  she  was  fiercely  absorbed  afj.'iin  in  the  news, 
leaning  dose  over  the  paper,  tumbled  dull-gold  hair 
falling  around  her  bare  shoulders,  breath  coming  faster 
and  more  irregularly  as  she  read  the  incredible  story 
and  strove  to  comprehend  its  cataclysmic  significance. 
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"  If  otlKi>  arc  going,  I  am."  r.p.attMl  lur  t()u>iti 
sullmlv. 

*•  (Joing  wlure,  Sh>vi'?-()li " 

SIk  <lr.)j),H,|  Hu.  pap.r  ao.l  looked  tip,  startled;  and 
Ih-  looktd  hark  at  lur,  difianf.  uitlio.it  a  riirk.r  in  tlu.so 
rl.aractcristir  family  i-vi-s  of  hi>,  d.-ar  a.s  a/urc,  .stt-ady 
N)  pnnislimcnt  given  or  taken— good  eyes  for  a  b.y 
to  iidierit.  And  he  inherited  them  from  his  rebel 
mother. 

••  Father  can't  keep  me  home  if  other  people  go," 
he  said. 

"  Wait  until  other  people  go."  She  reached  o„t  uiul 
hiid  a  hand  on  his  arm. 

"Things  arc  happening  too  fast,  Steve,  too  fast 
for  everybody  to  quite  understand  just  yet.  Every- 
body will  do  what  is  the  thing  to  do;  the  family  \vill 
d()  what  it  ought  to.  .  .  .  Has  your  mother'  seen 
this.»" 

"  Ves.  Neither  she  nor  father  have  dared  speak 
about  it  before  us—"  He  made  a  gesture  of  quick  de- 
spair, walked  to  the  window  and  back. 

"  It's  a  terrible  thing,  Ailsa,  to  have  mother  feel  as 
she  does." 

"  How  could  she  feel  otherwise.'  " 

"  I've  done  my  best  to  explain  to  her " 

"O  Steve!  Fou.'— when  it's  a  matter  between  her 
soul  and  God  !  " 

He  said,  reddening:  "It's  a  matter  of  common- 
sense— I  don't  mean  to  insult  mother— but— ^ood 
Lord,  a  nation  is  a  nation,  but  a  state  is  only  a  state ! 
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I — hang  it  all — what's   the  use  of  trying  to  explain 
what  is  born       one " 

"  The  contrary  was  born  in  your  mother,  Steve. 
Don't  ever  talk  to  her  this  way.  And — go  out,  please, 
I  wish  to  dress." 

He  went  away,  saying  over  his  shoulders :  "  I  only 
wanted  to  tell  you  that  I'n»  not  inclined  to  sit  sucking 
my  thumb  if  other  men  go,  and  you  can  say  so  to 
father,  who  has  forbidden  me  to  mention  the  subject 
to  him  again  until  I  have  his  permission." 

But  he  went  away  to  business  that  morning  with  his 
father,  as  usual;  and  when  evening  came  the  two  men 
returned,  anxious,  dead  tired,  having  passed  most  of 
the  d  ly  standing  in  the  dense  throngs  that  choked  every 
street  around  the  bulletin  boards  of  the  newspaper 
offices. 

Ailsa  had  not  been  out  during  the  day,  nor  had 
Mrs.  Craig,  except  for  an  hour's  drive  in  the  family 
coupe  around  the  district  where  preliminary  surveys  for 
the  new  Prospect  Park  were  being  pusher^.. 

They  had  driven  for  almost  an  hour  in  utter  silence. 
Her  sister-in-law's  hand  lay  clasped  in  hers,  but  both 
looked  from  the  carriage  windows  without  speaking,  and 
the  return  from  the  dri-^e  found  them  strangely  weary 
and  inclined  for  the  quiet  of  their  own  rooms.  But 
Celia  Craig  could  not  close  her  eyes  even  to  feign  sleep 
to  herself. 

When  husband  and  son  returned  at  evening,  she 
asked  nothing  of  the  news  from  them,  but  her  upturned 
face  lingered  a  second  or  two  longer  as  her  husband 
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kissed  her,  and  she  clung  a  little  to  Stephen,  who  was 
inclined  to  be  brief  with  her. 

Dinner  was  a  miserable  failure  in  that  family,  which 
usually  had  much  to  compare,  much  to  impart,  much 
badinage  and  laughter  to  distribute.  But  the  men 
were  weary  and  uncommunicative;  Estcourt  Craig  went 
to  his  club  after  dinner;  Stephen,  now  posse«smg  a 
latch-key,  disappeared  shortly  afterward. 

Paige  and  Marye  did  embroidery  and  gossipped  to- 
gether under  the  big  crystal  chandelier  while  their 
mother  read  aloud  to  them  from  "  Great  Expectations," 
which  was  running  serially  in  Harper's  Weekly.  Later 
she  read  in  her  prayer-book;  later  still,  fully  dressed, 
she  lay  across  the  bed  in  the  alcove  staring  at  the  dark- 
ness and  listening  for  the  sound  of  her  husband's  latch- 
key in  the  front  door. 

When  it  sounded,  she  sprang  up  and  hastily  dried 
her  eyes. 

"  The  children  and  Ailsa  are  all  abed,  Curt.  How 
late  you  are!  It  was  not  very  wise  of  you  to  go  out- 
being  so  tired—"  She  was  hovering  near  him  as 
though  to  help  his  weariness  with  her  small  offices ;  she 
took  his  hat,  stood  looking  at  him,  then  stepped  nearer, 
laying  both  hands  on  his  shoulders,  and  her  face  against 
his. 

"I  am— already   tired  of  the— war,"   she   sighed. 
"  Is  it  ended  yet.  Curt  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  more  news  from  Sumter." 

"You  will— love  me— best— anyway,  Curt— won't 
you  ?  " 
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"Do  you  doubt  it?" 

She  only  drew  a  deep,  frightened  breath.  For 
within  her  heart  slie  felt  the  weight  of  the  new  appre- 
hension— the  clairvoyant  premonition  of  a  rival  that 
she  must  prepare  to  encounter — a  rival  that  menaced 
her  peace  of  mind — a  shape,  shadowy  as  yet,  but  ter- 
rible, slowly  becoming  frightfully  defined — u  Thing 
that  might  one  day  wean  this  man  from  her — husband, 
and  son,  too — both  perhaps " 

"  Curt,"  she  faltered,  "  it  will  all  come  right  in  the 
end.     Say  it.     I  am  afraid." 

"  It  will  come  out  all  right,"  he  said  gently.  They 
kissed,  and  she  turned  to  the  mirror  and  silently  began 
preparing  for  the  night. 

With  the  calm  notes  of  church  bells  floating  out 
across  the  city,  and  an  April  breeze  blowing  her  lace 
curtains,  Ailsa  awoke.  Overhead  she  heard  the  tram- 
ple of  Stephen's  feet  as  he  moved  leisurely  about  his 
bedroom.  Outside  her  windows  in  the  backyard,  early 
sunshine  slanted  across  shrub  and  grass  and  white- 
washed fence ;  the  Sunday  quiet  was  absolute,  save  for 
the  church  bells. 

She  lay  there  listening  and  thinking;  the  church 
bells  ceased;  and  after  a  while,  lying  there,  she  began 
to  realise  that  the  silence  was  unnatural — became  con- 
scious of  something  ominous  in  the  intense  quiet  out- 
side— a  far-spread  stillness  which  was  more  than  the 
hush  of  Sabbath. 

Whether  or  not   the  household  was  still  abed  she 
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did  not  know ;  no  sound  came  from  Celia's  room ;  nor 
were  Maryc  and  Paige  stirring  on  the  floor  above  wlien 
she  rose  and  stole  out  barefooted  to  tlie  landinir, 
holding  a  thin  silk  chamber  robe  around  her.  She 
paused,  listening ;  the  tic-toe  of  the  hall  clock  accented 
the  silence ;  the  door  that  led  from  Celia's  cham- 
ber into  the  hall  stood  wide  open,  and  there  was  no- 
body in  sight.  Something  drew  her  to  the  alcove  win- 
dow, which  was  raised ;  through  the  lace  curtains  she 
s{»  the  staff  of  the  family  flag  set  in  its  iron  socket  at 
right  angles  to  the  facade — saw  the  silken  folds  stir- 
ring lazily  in  the  sunshine,  tiptoed  to  the  window  and 
peered  out. 

As  far  tis  her  eyes  could  see,  east  and  west,  the  street 
was  one  rustling  mass  of  flags. 

For  a  second  her  heart  almost  hurt  her  with  its 
thrilling  leap ;  she  caught  her  breath ;  the  hard  tension 
in  her  throat  was  choking  her ;  she  dropped  to  her  knees 
by  the  sill,  drew  a  corner  of  the  flag  to  her,  and  laid 
her  cheek  against  it. 

Her  eyes  unclosed  and  she  gazed  out  upon  the  world 
of  flags ;  then,  upright,  she  opened  her  fingers,  and  the 
crinkled  edges  of  the  flag,  released,  floated  leisurely  out 
once  more  into  the  April  sunshine. 

When  she  had  dressed  she  found  the  family  in  the 
dining-room — her  sister-in-law,  serene  but  pale,  seated 
behind  the  coffee  urn,  Mr.  Craig  and  Stephen  reading 
the  Sunday  newspapers,  Paige  and  Marye  whispering 
together  over  their  oatmeal  and  cream. 

She  kissed  Celia,  dropped  the  old-fashioned,  half- 
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forgotten  curtsey  to  the  others,  and  stood  hesitating  a 
moment,  one  hand  resting  on  Celia's  shoulder. 

"  Is  the  fort  holding  out?  "  she  asked. 

Stephen  looked  up  angrily,  made  as  though  to 
speak,  but  a  deep  flush  settled  to  the  roots  of  his  hair 
and  he  remained  silent. 

"  Fort  Sumter  has  surrendered,"  said  her  brother- 
m-law  quietly. 

Celia  whispered:  "  Take  your  seat  now.  Honey-bell; 
your  breakfast  is  getting  cold." 

At  church  that  Sunday  the  Northern  clergy  prayed 
m  a  dazed  sort  of  way  for  the  Union  and  for  the  Presi- 
dent; .  >e  addressed  the  Most  High  as  "  The  God  of 
Battles.  The  sun  shone  brightly;  new  leaves  were 
starthng  on  every  tree  in  every  Northern  city ;  acres  of 
starry  banners  drooped  above  thousands  of  departing 
congregations,  and  formed  whispering  canopies  over- 
head. 

Vespers  were  solemn ;  April  dusk  fell  over  a  million 
roofs  and  spires;  twinkling  gas  jets  were  lighted  in 
street  lamps;  city,  town,  and  hamlet  drew  their  curtains 
and  Dowed  their  heads  in  darkness.  A  dreadful  silence 
fell  over  the  North-a  7. ess  that  breeds  epochs  and 
the  makers  of  them. 

But  the  first  gray  pallor  of  the  dawn  awoke  a  na- 
tion for  the  first  time  certain  of  its  entity,  roaring  its 
comprehension  of  it  from  the  Lakes  to  'the  Potomac, 
from  sea  to  sea;  and  the  red  sun  rose  over  twenty 
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States  in  solid  battle  line  thundering  their  loyalty  to 
a  Union  undivided. 

And  on  that  day  rang  out  the  first  loud  call  to 
arms;  and  the  first  battalion  of  the  Northland,  seventy- 
five  thousand  strong,  formed  ranks,  cheering  their  in- 
sulted flag. 

Then,  southward,  another  f].ig  shot  up  above  the 
horizon.  The  world  already  knew  it  as  The  Stars 
and  Bars.  And,  beside  it,  from  its  pointed  lance, 
whipped  and  snapped  and  fretted  another  flag— square, 
red,  crossed  by  a  blue  saltier  edged  with  white  on  which 
glittered  thirteen  stars. 

It  was  the  battle  flag  of  the  Confederacy  flashing 
the  answer  to  the  Northern  cheer. 
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CHAPTER    V 


"BUEGESS!" 

"  Sir?  " 

Berkley  sat  up  in  bed  and  viewed  his  environment 
with  disgust. 

"These  new  lodgings  would  make  a  fair  kennel, 
wouldn't  they,  Burgess?— if  a  man  isn't  too  particular 
about  his  dog." 

The  servant  entered  with  a  nasty  smirk.  "  Yes, 
sir;  I  seen  a  rat  last  night." 

"  He's  not  the  only  one,  is  he.  Burgess,"  yawned 
Berkley.  "  Oh,  hell !  I've  got  to  dress.  Did  you  paint 
that  bathtub.?  I  -uess  you  did,  the  place  reeks  like  a 
paint  shop.  Anyway,  it  kills  less  desirable  aromas. 
Where's  the  water.?  " 

He  swung  his  symmetrical  body  to  the  bed's  edge, 
dropped  lightly  to  the  caipe*,  unloosed  his  night  robe, 
and  stretched  himself. 

"  Was  I  very  drunk,  Burgess?  " 
"  No,  sir;  you  just  went  to  sleep.     You  haven't  got 
no  headache,  have  you  ?  " 

"  No — but  it  was  only  corn  whisky.     I  didn't  re- 
member what  I  did  with  it.     Is  there  any  left  ?  " 
"  Not  much,  sir." 

The  servant,  ugly  to  the  verge  of  deformity,  and 
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wearing  invariably  the  abominable  smirk  that  dis- 
gusted others  but  amused  Ikrkley,  went  about  his 
duties. 

Berkley  blinked  at  him  reflectively,  then  bathed, 
dressed,  and  sat  down  to  a  bowl  of  chocolate  and  a  bit 
of  bread. 

"  What  the  devil  was  all  that  row  this  morning. 
Burgess?  " 

"  War,  sir.  The  President  has  called  for  seventy- 
five  thousand  men.  Here  it  is,  sir."  And  he  laid  a 
morning  paper  beside  the  cup  of  chocolate,  which  Berk- 
ley studied  between  sips,  commenting  occasionally 
aloud : 

"  Heavens,  Burgess,  why,  we're  a  race  of  patriots ! 
Now  who  on  earth  could  have  suspected  that.  .  .  . 
Why,  we  seem  to  be  heroes,  too !  What  do  you  think 
of  that.  Burgess.^  You're  a  hero;  I'm  a  hero;  every- 
body north  of  Charleston  is  an  embattled  citizen  or  a 
hero!  Isn't  it  funny  that  nobody  realised  all  this  be- 
fore?" .  .  .  He  turned  the  paper  leisurely  sippit  r 
his  chocolate.  ..."  0/  course — the  '  dear  old  flag ' ! 
That's  the  cheese,  isn't  it.  Burgess?  Been  insulted, 
hasn't  it?  And  we're  all  going  to  Charleston  to  punch 
that  wicked  Beauregard  in  the  nose.  .  .  .  Burgess,  you 
and  I  are  neglecting  our  duty  as  heroes ;  there's  much 
shouting  to  be  done  yet,  much  yelling  in  the  streets, 
much  arguing  to  be  done,  many,  many  cocktails  to  be 
firmly  and  uncompromisingly  swallowed.  Are  you  pre- 
pared to  face  the  serious  consequences  of  being  a 
hero?" 
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"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Burgess. 

"You  merit  well  of  the  republic!  The  country 
needs  >'ou.  Here's  half  a  dollar.  Do  your  duty  un- 
flinchingly—at the  nearest  bar !  " 

Burgess  took  the  coin  with  a  smirk. 

"  Mr.  Berkley,  the  landlady  sent  word  that  times  is 
hard." 

"Bless  her  soul!  They  ar^  hard,  Burgess.  Inform 
her  of  my  sentiments,'"  aid  Berkley  cordially.  "  Now, 
my  hat  and  cane,  if  you  please.  We're  a  wonderful 
people,  Burgess;  we'll  beat  our  walking-sticks  into 
bayonets  if  Mr.  Beauregard  insists  on  saying  boo  to  us 
too  many  times  in  succession.  .   .  .  And,  Burgess'  " 

"  Sir.?  " 

"  Now  that  you  have  waked  up  this  morning  to  find 
yourself  a  hero,  I  think  you'd  better  find  yourself  an- 
other and  more  spectacular  master.  My  heroism,  for 
the  future,  is  to  be  more  or  less  inconspicuous;  in  fact, 
I  begin  the  campaign  by  inserting  my  own  studs  and 
eleanmg  my  -wn  clothes,  and  keeping  out  of  gaol;  and 
the  soonei  I  go  where  that  kind  of  glory  calls  me  the 
sooner  my  name  will  be  emblazoned  in  the  bright  lexicon 
of  youth  where  there's  no  such  word  as  '  jail '  " 

"  Sir.?  " 

"  In  simpler  and  more  archaic  phrase,  I  can't  af- 
ford you,  Burgess,  unless  I  pilfer  for  a  living." 
"  I  don't  eat  much,  sir." 
"  No,  you  don't  eat  much." 
"  I  could  quit  drinking,  sir." 

"  That  is  really  touching.  Burgess.     This  alcohol 

92 


■^ilf' 


AILSA    PAIGE 


pickled  integument  of  yours  covers  a  trusting  heart. 
But  it  won't  do.  Heroics  in  a  hall  bedroom  cut  no 
coupons,  my  poor  friend.  Our  paths  to  glory  and  the 
grave  part  just  outside  the  door-sill  yonder." 

"  She  said  I  could  stay,  sir.'' 

"  Which  she?  " 

"  The  landlady.  I'm  to  fetch  coal  and  run  errants 
and  wait  on  table.  But  you'll  get  the  best  cuts,  sir. 
And  after  hours  I  can  see  to  your  clothes  and  linen  and 
boots  and  hats,  and  do  your  errants  same  like  the 
usual." 

"  Now  this  is  nearly  as  pathetic  as  our  best  fiction," 
said  Berkley ;  "  ruined  master,  faithful  man — wont 
leave — starves  slowly  at  his  master's  feet — tootle  music 
very  sneaky — transformation !  Burgess  in  heaven, 
blinking,  puzzled,  stretching  one  wing,  reflectively 
scratching  his  halo  with  right  hind  foot.  Angel  chorus. 
Burgess  appears  to  enjoy  it  and  lights  one  of  my  best 
cigars " 

"  Sir.''  "  said  Burgess,  very  red. 

Berkley  swung  around,  levelled  his  walking-stick, 
and  indicated  the  pit  of  his  servant's  stomac'a: 

"  Your  face  is  talking  now :  wait  till  that  begins  to 
yell.     It  will  take  more  than  I'm  earning  to  fill  it," 

He  stood  a  moment,  smiling,  curious.     Then : 

"  You've  been  as  faithless  a  valet  as  any  servant 
who  ever  watered  wine,  lost  a  gimcrack,  or  hooked  a 
weed.  Studs,  neckcloths,  bootjacks,  silk  socks,  pins, 
underwear — all  magically  and  eventually  faded  from 
my  wardrobe,  wafted  to  thoce  silent  bournes  of  swag 
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that  vulcts  wot  of.     Wlmf  in  l.-.ii    i 

t_  ,  '•     *^  ""*  "•  ''^'"  ''"  you  want  to  stuv 

here  for  now,  jou  amusing  wastrel?  " 

"  Ves,  sir.     I'd  prefer  to  .sta;^-  with  you  " 

nn  ,7"V''"'''"  '''  ""  "'"'"'^  ^''"••^'"'t  P'-'^'ng'*.  mv  poor 

and  fait  less  .stow.irJ  '     if  i       ..  »  »  «">  poor 

.stcHanJ.     If  vou  .should  convert  anvtliinif 

"V^'S   sir,"   muttered   Burgess;   "I   brought    back 

I  did-"      X  ■   ■  ;        ■''  '"'  '  ^*^*^''*^''  '^'"  back, 

t/«c   Miiirk    for  an    instant;— "I    „uoss    ,nv    „     n 

Avenue  ,«.|l  he  ,„eet,-eve„  ,7  ,,e  ain't  et  no  dev  1 
Dack  at  Uelnionico's.     Xo,  sir  " 

unti^w''^T*  ''""  -"'""''"''»  «tee  -n.)  I«ugl,e.l 
unl.l  ho  coul<l  .caroel,-  see  tl,e  man.  .l.o  „b,erve,l  h™ 

.n  pa„e„,  anno,....ee.     And  ever,  time  Berkle;  1  ed 

at  hun  1^  went  ,nto  another  fit  of  uneon.rollable  Iau«h 

,  as     e  realised  the  one  delightful  .-eakness    „  tWs 

thorough-paced  roguo-pnde  in  the  |„stre  cast  upon 

much,  the  besettmg  weakness  of   rogues   is   vanity  in 
onejorn,  or  another.     This  happened^o  be  an  u:!!" 

"Burgess"  1,0  said,  "  I  don't  care  how  y„u  go  to 
hell.    Go  ..th  „,e  if  you  like  or  go  it  alone."         ^ 
Ihank  you,  sir." 

94 


.'y^^\ 


_  li6ffl!!:'1ii 


AILSA    PAIGK 

'•You're  wdcorno,"  rq)Iie<l  Hn-kKv  ^'avcly,  un.l, 
tuckin^r  his  cnni'  up  utukr  one  arm,  he  «int  out  to  busi- 
ness, (h-awiii^r  on  II  pair  of  k'mori-eoh)uri-.l  kid  ^rh.vtvs. 

Later  he  searched  his  pockets  for  the  ci^Mr  he  had 
denied  himself  the  evenin^r  |,cfore.  It  was  not  there. 
In  fact,  at  that  moment,  Bur^rcss,  in  the  hoanhii^r-housc. 
backyard,  was  promenachri^r  «p  and  down,  kerin/r  at 
the  Swechsh  sculhon,  and  enjovin^^  the  hist  expensive 
ei^ar  that  his  master  was  hkely  to  purcliase  in  man^. 
a  day. 

The  street  and  avenue  wcr  seething  with  peopk-; 
people  stood  at  their  win(k)w  looking  out  »it  the  news- 
boys w}.o  swarmed  everywhe  .>,  shouting  endk-ss  extras; 
people  were  gathering  on  corners,  in  squares,  alcmg  park 
railings,  under  porticos  of  hotels,  an.l  every  one  of  them 
had  a  newspaper  and  was  reading. 

In  front  of  the  St.  \ich«,his  Hotel  a  lank  and  shab- 
by man  had  mounted  a  cracker  box,  and  was  evidently 
making  a  .speech,  but  Berkley  could  distinguish  nothing 
he  said  because  of  the  wild  cheering. 

Everywhere,  threading  the  throng,  hurried  boys  and 
men  selling  miniature  flags,  red-white-and-blue  rosettes, 
and  tricoloured  cockades ;  and  everybody  was  purchas- 
ing the  national  colours— the  passing  crowd  had  al- 
ready become  bright  with  badges;  the  Union  colours 
floated  in  streamers  from  the  throats  or  sleeves  of  pret- 
^y  g"Js  glinted  in  the  lapels  of  dignified  okl  gentlemen, 
deccrat.  <!  the  hats  of  the  stage-drivers  and  the  blinders 
of  their  horses. 

"  Ccrtuinly,"    said    Berkley,    buying    a    badge    and 
8  95 


^^1^- 


AILSA   PAIGE 


the  tn.,l„„„t.     Kin.ll^  po„„ii   „,„t   ,  „ff„  ;;^ 
gc,l,„„_     „  „„„bcr  of  pouplc  ...iti,,^  ,„  b       badge, 
were  now  l,„e„i„«  ,„  ,„n,-"  „,o.e  Kentlcn.cn  g«,he™l 
here  ,„  front  „f  „,e  N.w  York  Ilo.el  »ce„,  ,„  i^^aho^ 
these  „,«,k,  ..,„^.|,  .|i.ti        ;,,,  ^^,^^^ 

<>ouhMI,e.V,.  ,,e  .,elig,..ed  to  av«i,  the,.,.elve    o    /u 

A  quick  laugh  broke  out  from  those  around,  but 
tiKTo  ua.  an  undertone  of  n.onace  in  it,  becau.se  the  u„- 
decorated  gentlemen  in  front  of  the  New  York  Hotel 
wore  probably  Southerners,  and  Secessionists  in  prin- 
nples;  that  hostelry  being  the  ren.lezvous  in  New  York 
of  evervthmg  Southern. 

So,  hHving  bestowed  his  mischievous  advice,  Berk- 

ey  .trolled  on  down  Broadway,  his  destination  being 

he  offices  of  (>aig  and  Son,  City  and  Country  Real 

I^^tate,  where  he  had  a  desk  to  himself,  a  client  or  two 

•n  prospect,  and  considerable  leisure  to  study  the  street 

/r«S  and  sewer  maps  of  New  York  City 

to  ^^^  *!"'  ^'^*''«^*'°"'  ^-  ^-^  always  at  liberty 

loo  /::  *'""f '  '^'''  '"^  P-^'^'  ^--'  blink,  ani 

look  out  of  the  window  at  the  City  Park  across  the  way 

-here  excted  citizens  maintained  a  steady  yelling  mono 

tone  before  the  neighbouring  newspaper  offices  all  dTy 

Ho  was  also  free  to  reflect  upon  his  own  personal 
lortconungs,    a    speculation    perhaps    less    damaging 
ban  the  recent  one  he  J.d  indulged  in;  and  he  though! 
about  ,t  sometmies;  and  sometimes  about  Ailsa  Pa.V 
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whom  he  tiiul  not  again  seen  since  the  unuccoun table 
nm(Inc8«  hnd  driven  him  to  triuiiplo  and  destrov  the 
first  real  inclination  hv  had  over  had  for  a  woman. 

This  inclination  he  occasionally  foiunl  leisure  to 
analyse,  hut,  not  understan<ling  it,  never  got  very  far, 
except  that,  superficially,  it  had  been  more  or  less  phys- 
ical. From  the  moment  he  saw  her  he  was  conscious 
that  .she  was  different ;  in.sensihly  the  excjuisitely  vola- 
tile charm  of  her  enveloped  him,  and  he  betrayed  it, 
awaking  her,  first,  to  uneasy  self-con.sciousnes.s ;  then 
uneasy  consciousness  of  him;  then,  imperceptibly, 
through  distrust,  alarm,  »  d  u  thousand  inexplicable 
psychological  emotions,  to  a  wistful  interest  that  faintly 
responded  to  liis.  Ah!  that  response! — strange,  child- 
ish, ignorant,  restless — but  still  a  response;  and  from 
obscure  shallows  unsuspected,  uncomprehend"  ' — sh/*.!- 
lows  that  had  never  before  warned  her  wi.  echo 

of  an  evanescent  ripple. 

For  him  to  have  reflected,  reasoned,  halted  himself, 
had  been  useless  from  the  beginning.  The  si»te.--in-law 
of  this  girl  knew  who  and  whpt  he  was  and  had  been. 
There  was  no  hope  for  him.  To  let  himself  drift;  to 
evoke  in  her,  sometimes  by  hazard,  at  times  with  intent, 
the  delicate  response — faint  echo — pale  shadow  of  the 
virile  emotions  she  evoked  in  him,  that,  too,  was  useless. 
He  knew  it,  yet  curious  to  try,  intent  on  developing 
communication  through  those  exquisite  and  impalpable 
lines  that  threaded  the  mystery  from  him  to  her— from 
her  to  him. 

And  then,  when  the  mystery  f.ll  about  them  was 
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aquiver,  and  her  vague  eyes  n  et  his  through  the  magic 
acquiescent  under  a  sorcery  for  which  she  had  no 
name-then,  when  all  things  occult  breathed  silence- 
then  he  had  said  too  much ! 

It  was  perhaps  as  well  that  he  had  said  it  then  as 

ater-as  well  perhaps  that,  losing  self-control,  defeat 

had  moved  his  tongue  to  boast,  had  fixed  the  empty  eve 

and  stamped  the  smile  he  wore  with  a  confidence  de^d 

in  him  for  ever. 

He  had  said  that  he  would  come  back.     He  knew 
that  he  would  not. 

It  was  the  pitiful  defiance  of  a  boaster  hopelessly 
hurt.  ■^ 

He  no  longer  desired  to  see  her  again.  Never  again 
would  he  risk  enduring  what  she  had  evoked  in  him, 
whatever  it  was  of  good  or  of  evil,  of  the  spiritual  or 
the  impure-he  did  not  know  he  was  aware  only  of 
whr^,  his  eyes  had  beheld  and  his  heart  had  begun  to 
desire. 


On  his  way  back  from  the  oflfice  that  evening  ho  met 
Camilla  Lent  and  her  uncle,  the  Captain,  and  would 
have  passed  with  an  amiable  salute,  but  the  girl  evinced 
a  decided  desire  to  speak.  So  he  turned  and  joined 
them. 

"  How  do  you  <lo,  Camilla.?  How  are  you.  Captain 
Lent?  This  re-conversion  of  the  nation's  ploughshares 
and  pruning  hooks  is  a  noisy  affair,  isn't  it?  " 

"  April  18th,  1861 !  "  /eplied  the  Captain  quickly. 
«  What  you  hear,  sir,  is  the  attrition  consequent  upo'n 

98 


AILS  A    PAIGE 


the  grinding  together  of  certain  millstones  belongin^^ 
to  the  gods." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  Captain  Lent :  they'll  prob- 
ably make  meal  of  us  all.  Are  you  offering  vour  ser- 
vices, sir." 

Camilla  said  quickly,  and  with  gayest  confidence: 
"  Uncle  has  been  looking  about  casually.  There  are  so 
many  regiments  forming,  so  many  recruiting  stations 
that  we — we  haven't  decided — have  we,  uncle  .^  "  And 
she  gave  Berkley  a  wistful,  harrowing  glance  that  en- 
b'ghtened  him. 

He  said  gravely :  "  I  suppose  the  average  age  of 
these  volunteers  will  be  about  eighteen.  And  if  the 
militia  go,  too,  it  will  be  comforting  for  a  defenceless 
city  to  know  she  has  men  of  your  experience  to  count 
on.  Captain  Lent." 

"  /  am  going  to  the  front,"  observe<l  the  Captain. 

"  There  may  be  much  to  be  done  in  New  York,  sir." 

"Then  let  the  pol-e  do  it,"  said  Captain  Lent 
calmly.  "  The  Union  must  and  shall  be  preserved.  If 
any  man  attempts  to  haul  down  the  American  flag, 
shoot  him  upon  the  spot.     Et  cetera,  sir,  et  cetera." 

"  Certainly.  But  it's  a  question  of  niggers,  too,  I 
believe." 

"  No,  sir.  It  is  not  a  question  of  niggers.  It  is  a 
question  of  who's  at  the  wheel.  Union  or  State.  I  my- 
self never  had  any  doubts  any  more  than  I  ever  doubted 
the  Unitarian  faith!  So  it  is  no  question  for  me,  sir. 
What  bothers  me  is  to  pick  out  the  regiment  most  likely 
to  be  sent  first." 
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"  VVe-vc  walked  our  legs  ofF,"  said  Camilla,  aside, 
"  and  we've  been  in  all  kinds  of  frightful  places  where 
men  are  drilling  and  smoking  and  swearing  Rnd  yelling; 
and  I  was  dreadfully  afraid  a  gun  would  go  off  or  some- 
body would  be  impudent  to  uncle.    The  dear  old  thing," 
she  whispered,  "  he  is  perfectly  sure  they  want  him  and 
that  he  has   only  to  choose  a  regiment  and  offer  his 
sword.      Oh,   dear!   I'm   beginning  to   be  terribly   un- 
happy—I'm   afraid    they    won't    let    him    go    and   I'm 
deadly  afraid   they   might!     And  I'm   sure  that  Jim 
means  to  go.     Oh,  dear!     Have  you  seen  Ailsa  Paige 
lately?"  ^ 

"  No.  ...  I  hope  she  is  quite  well." 
"  You  are  not  very  enthusiastic." 
"  I  have  every  reason  to  be.     She  is  a  very  winsome 
girl." 

"  She's  a  dear.  ...  She  has  spoken  of  you  several 
times." 

"  That  is  most  amiable  of  her,  and  of  you  to  say 
so." 

"Oh,  very,"  laughed  Camilla,  tossing  her  pretty 
head,  "but  it  evidently  does  not  interest  you  very 
much.  In  fact—"  she  glanced  sidewise— "  it  is  under- 
stood that  no  woman  ever  interests  you  for  more  than 
forty-eight  consecutive  hours." 

"  Pure  slander,  Camilla.     Fom  do." 

"  Oh — not  in  the  way  I  mean." 

"  Well,  but  you  don't  expect  me  to  be  interested  in 
Mrs.  Paige— in  the  way  you  mean  do  you.?  " 

"  Why  not.?  "  she  asked  mischievously. 
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"  Because,  to  begin  properly,  Mrs.  Paige  is  not  like- 
ly ever  to  become  interested  in  me." 

"I    am  •  heartily    glad    of    it,"    retorted    Camilla. 
"  You'd  forget  her  in  a  week." 

"That's    more   than    forty-eight   hours,"   he    said, 
laughing.    "  You're  flattering  me  now." 

"  Anyway,"  said  Camilla,  "  I  don't  see  why  every- 
body that  knows  her  isn't  mad  about  Ailsa  Paige.  She 
has  &uch  high  principles,  such  ideals,  such  wonderful 
aspirations — "  She  clasped  her  hands  sentimentally: 
"At  times,  Phil,  she  seems  too  ethereal,  scarcely  of 
earth — and  yet  I  breakfasted  with  her  and  she  ate 
twice  as  much  as  I  did.  How  does  she  keep  that  gl- 
rious  figure ! " 

Plumpness  was  the  bane  and  terror  of  Camilla's  life. 
Her  smooth,  suave  white  skin  was  glossy  and  tight; 
distracting  curves,  entrancing  contours  characterised 
her  now;  but  her  full  red  lips  fairly  trembled  ..-  she 
gazed  at  her  parents'  portraits  in  her  bedroom,  for  they 
had  both  been  of  a  florid  texture  and  full  habit ;  and 
she  had  now  long  refused  sugar  and  the  comforts  of 
sweetmeats  dear  to  the  palate  of  her  age  and  sex.  And 
mostly  was  this  self-denial  practised  for  the  sake  of  a 
young  and  unobservant  friend,  one  Stephen  Craig,  who 
had  so  far  evinced  no  unusual  inclination  for  her,  or 
for  anything  except  cigars  and  masculine  society  of  his 
own  age  and  condition. 

She  managed  to  get  Philip  Berkley  to  talk  about 
Stephen,  which  ingenuity  soothed  her.  But  Philip  was 
becoming  bore",  and  he  presently  escaped  to  retrace 
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his  steps  up  Bromlway,  up  Fifth  Avenue,  and  then  west 
to  the  exceedingly  modest  lodgings  whither  fate  and 
misfortune  had  wafted  him. 

On  the  way  he  passed  Colonel  Arran's  big  double 
house  with  a  sullen  and  sidelong  scowl,  and  continued 
onward  with  a  shrug.    But  he  smiled  no  more  to  himself. 

Burgess  was  in  the  room,  cross-legged  on  the  floor, 
ironing  out  his  master's  best  coat. 

"What  the  devil  are  you  about,"  said  Philip  un- 
graciously. "  Get  up.  I  need  what  floor  I've  got  to 
stand  on."  i 

Burgess  obediently  laid  the  board  and  the  coat  on 
a  trunk  and  continued  ironing;  and  Philip  scowled  at 
him  askance. 

"Why  don't  you  enlist.?"  he  said.  "Every  car- 
driver,  stage-driver,  hackman,  and  racing-tout  can  be- 
come major-generals  if  they  yell  loud  enough." 

Burgess  continued  ironing,  then  stole  a  glance  at 
his  master. 

"  Are  you  thinking  of  enlisting,  sir.?  " 

"  No ;  I  can't  pass  the  examination  for  lung  power. 
By  the  way,"  he  added,  laughing,  "  I  overboked  the  im- 
pudence of  your  question,  too.  But  now  is  your  time. 
Burgess.  If  I  wanted  you  I'd  have  to  put  up  with  your 
insolence,  I  suppose." 

"  But  you  don't  want  me,  sir." 

"Which  restrains  you,"  said  Philip,  laughing. 
"  Oh,  go  on,  my  friend.  Don't  say  '  sir '  to  me;  it's  a 
badge  of  servitude  pasted  onto  the  vernacul«r.  Sa\ 
*Hi!'  if  you  like." 
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"Sir?" 

"Hell!    I    sav    don't    behave    like    a    servant    to 


tne. 


"  I  am  a  servant,  sir." 

"  You're  not  mine." 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  am.  Will  you  wear  this  coat  this  even- 
mg,  sir.' 

"  God  knows,"  said  the  young  fellow,  sitting  down 
and  gazing  about  at  the  melancholy  poverty  of  the 
place.  ..."  Is  there  any  of  that  corn  whisky.''  " 

"  No,  sir." 

"Damn  it,  you  said  there  was  this  morning!" 

"  No,  sir,  I  didn't." 

The  man  lied  placidly;  the  master  looked  at  him, 
then  laughed. 

"  Poor  old  Burgess,"  he  said  aloud  as  though  to 
himself;  "there  wasn't  a  skinful  in  that  bottle.  Well, 
I  can't  get  drunk,  I  can't  lie  here  and  count  from  six 
to  midnight  and  keep  my  sanity,  I  can't  smoke — you 
rascal,  where's  my  cigar.'  And  I  certainly  can't  go 
out  anywhere  because  I  haven't  any  money." 

"  You  might  take  the  air  on  the  avenue,  sir.  Your 
clothes  are  in  order." 

"  Poor  Burgess  !  That  was  your  amusement,  wasn't 
it.' — to  see  me  go  out  discreetly  perfumed,  in  fine  linen 
and  purple,  brave  as  the  best  of  them  in  club  and  hall, 
in  ballroom  and  supper  room,  and  in  every  lesser  hell 
from  Crystal  Palace  cinders  to  Canal. 

"  Poor  Burgess !  Even  the  seventy-five  pretty  wait- 
resses at  the  Gaities  would  turn  up  their  seventy-five 
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retrousse  noses  at  a  man  with  pockets  as  empty  as 
mine."  "^ 

I*  Your  clothes  are  fashionable.     So  is  your  figger, 
Sir* 

"  That  settles  it ! "  protested  the  young  fellow,  weak 
with  laughter.  "Burgess,  donH  go!  Don't  ever  go' 
I  do  need  you.  Oh  I  rfo  want  you.  Burgess.  Because 
there  never  will  be  anybody  exactly  like  you,  and  Fve 
only  one  life  in  which  to  observe  you,  study  you,  and 
mentally  digest  you.  You  won't  go,  will  you  ?  " 
"  No  sir,"  said  Burgess  with  dignity. 


CHAPTER    VI 


There  was  incipient  demoralisation  already  in  the 
offices  of  Craig  &  Son.  Young  gentlemen  perched  on 
high  benches  still  searched  city  maps  and  explored  high- 
way and  by-way  with  compass  and  pencil-point,  but 
their  ears  were  alert  to  every  shout  from  the  streets, 
and  their  interest  remamed  centred  in  the  newspaper 
bulletins  across  the  way,  where  excited  crowds  clamoured 
for  details  not  forthcoming. 

All  day,  just  outside  the  glass  doors  of  the  office, 
Broadway  streamed  with  people;  and  here,  where  the 
human  counter  currents  running  north  and  south  en- 
countered amid  the  racket  of  omnibuses,  carts,  car- 
riages, and  drays,  a  vast  overflow  spread  turbulently, 
eddying  out  around  the  recruiting  stations  and  news- 
paper offices  which  faced  the  City  Park. 

Sidewalks  swarmed,  the  park  was  packed  solid. 
Overhead  flags  flew  from  eveij'  flag  pole,  over  every 
portal,  across  every  alley  and  street  and  square — big 
flags,  little  flags,  flags  of  silk,  of  cotton,  of  linen,  of 
bunting,  all  waving  wide  in  the  spring  sunshine,  or 
hanging  like  great  drenched  flowers  in  the  winnowing 
April  rain. 

And  it  was  very  hard  for  the  young  gentlemen  In 
the  offices  of  Craig  &  Son  to  keep  their  minds  on  their 
business. 
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Berkley  had  a  small  room  to  himself,  a  chair,  a  desk, 
a  city  map  suspended  against  the  wall,  and  no  clients.' 
Such  occasional  commissions  as  Craig  &  Son  were  able 
to  give  him  constituted  his  sole  source  of  income. 

Ho  also  had  every  variety  of  time  on  his  hands- 
leisure  to  walk  to  the  window  and  walk  back  again,  and 
then  walk  all  around  the  room— leisure  to  go  out  and 
solicit  business  in  a  city  where  already  business  was  on 
the  edge  of  chaos  and  still  sliding— leisure  to  sit  for 
hours  in  his  chair  and  reflect  upon  anything  he  chose 
—leisure  to  be  hungry  and  satisfy  the 'inclination  with 
philosophy.     He  was  perfectly  at  liberty  to  choose  any 
subject  and  think  about  it.     But  he  spent  most  of  his 
time  in  trying  to  prevent  himself  from  thinking. 

However,  from  his  window,  the  street  views  now 
were  usually  interesting;  he  was  an  unconvinced  spec- 
tator of  the  mob  which  started  for  the  Daily  News 
office,  hissing,  cat-calling,  yelling:  "Show  your  col- 
ours !  "  "  Run  up  your  colours !  "  He  saw  the  mob  visit 
the  Journal  of  Commerce,  and  then  turn  on  the  Herald, 
yelling  insult  and  bellowing  threats  which  promptlv  in- 
spired that  journal  to  execute  a  political  flip-flap  that 
set  the  entire  city  smiling. 

Stephen,  who  had  conceived  a  younger  man's  fur- 
tive admiration  for  Berkley  and  his  rumoured  misde- 
meanours, often  came  into  his  room  when  opportunity 
offered.  That  morning  he  chanced  in  for  a  moment 
and  found  Berkley  at  the  window  chewing  the  end  of 
a  pencil,  perhaps  in  lieu  of  the  cigar  he  could  no  longer 
afford. 
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"  These  are  spectacular  times,"  observed  the  latter, 
with  a  gesture  toward  the  street  below.  "  Observe  yon- 
der ladylike  warrior  in  brand-new  regimentals.  Appar- 
ently, Stephen,  he's  a  votary  of  Mars  and  pants  for 
carnage ;  but  in  reality  he  continues  to  remain  the  sar- 
torial artist  whose  pants  are  more  politely  emitted.  He 
emitted  these — "  patting  his  trousers  with  a  ruler. 
"  On  what  goose  has  this  my  tailor  fed  that  he  hath 
grown  so  sightly !  " 

They  stood  watching  the  crowds,  once  brightened 
only  by  the  red  shirts  of  firemen  or  the  blue  and  brass 
of  a  policeman,  but  now  varied  with  weird  uniforms, 
or  parts  of  uniforms,  constructed  on  every  known  and 
unknown  pattern,  military  and  unmilitary,  foreign  and 
domestic.  The  immortal  army  at  Coventry  was  not  more 
variegated. 

"There's  a  new  poster  across  the  street,"  said 
Stephen.  He  indicated  a  big  advertisement  decorated 
with  a  flying  eagle. 

DOWN     WITH     SECESSION! 

The  Government  Appeals  to  the 

New  York  Fire  Department  for  One  Regiment  of 

Zouaves ! 

Companies  will  select  their  own  officers.  The  roll  is 
at  Engine  House  128,  West  Broadway. 

Elsworth,  Col:  Zouaves. 

"That's  a  good  regiment  to  enlist  in,  isn't  it.?" 
said  the  boy  restlessly. 
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"Cavalry  for  me,"  replied  Berkley,  unsmiling; 
"  they  can  run  faster." 

"  I'm  serious,"  said  Stephen.  '*  If  I  had  a 
chance — "  He  turned  on  Berkley :  "  Why  don't  you 
enlist?     There's  nothing  to  stop  you,  is  there?  " 

"  Nothing  except  constitutional  timidity." 

"Then  why  don't  you?" 

Berkley  laughed.  "Well,  for  one  thing,  I'm  not 
sure  how  I'd  behave  in  battle.  I  might  be  intelligent 
enough  to  run ;  I  might  be  ass  enough  to  fight.  The 
enemy  would  have  to  take  its  chances." 

The  boy  laughed,  too,  turned  to  the  window,  and 
suddenly  caught  Berkley  by  the  arm: 

"  Look !  There's  something  going  on  down  by  the 
Astor  House ! " 

"  A  Massachusetts  regiment  of  embattled  farm- 
ers arrived  in  this  hamlet  last  night.  I  believe  they 
are  to  pass  by  here  on  their  way  to  Washington," 
remarked  Berkley,  opening  the  window  and  leaning 
out. 

Already  dense  crowds  of  people  were  pushing,  figlit- 
ing,  forcing  their  way  past  the  windows,  driven  before 
double  lines  of  police ;  already  distant  volleys  of  cheers 
sounded ;  the  throb  of  drums  became  audible ;  the  cheer- 
ing sounded  shriller,  nearer. 

Past  the  windows,  through  Broadway,  hordes  of 
ragged  street  arabs  came  running,  scattered  into  flight 
before  another  heavy  escort  of  police.  And  now  the  on- 
coming drums  could  be  heard  more  distinctly ;  and  now 
two  dusty  officers  marched  i.       view,  a  colonel  of  Massa- 
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chusetts  infantry  attended  by  a  quartermaster  of  New 
York  militia. 

Behind  them  tramped  the  regimental  band  of  the 
6th  Massachusetts,  instruments  slung;  behind  these,  fill- 
ing the  street  from  gutter  to  gutter,  surged  the  sweat- 
ing drummers,  deafening  every  ear  with  their  racket; 
then  followed  the  fic'd  and  staff,  then  the  Yankee  regi- 
ment, wave  on  wave  of  bayonets  choking  the  thorough- 
fare far  as  the  eye  could  see,  until  there  seemed  no  end  to 
their  coming,  and  the  cheering  had  become  an  unbroken 
howl. 

Stephen  turned  to  Berkley :  "  A  fellow  can't  see  too 
much  of  this  kind  of  thing  and  stand  it  very  long. 
Those  soldiers  are  no  older  than  I  am !  " 

Berkley's  ironical  reply  was  drowned  in  a  renewed 
uproar  as  the  Massachusetts  soldiers  wheeled  and  be- 
gan to  file  into  the  Astor  House,  and  the  New  York 
militia  of  the  escort  swung  past  hurrahing  for  the  first 
Northern  troops  to  leave  for  the  front. 


w 


That  day  Berkley  lunched  in  imagination  only, 
seriously  inclined  to  exchange  his  present  board 
and  lodgings  for  a  dish  of  glory  and  a  cot  in  bar- 
racks. 

That  evening,  too,  after  a  boarding-house  banquet, 
and  after  Burgess  had  done  his  offices,  he  took  the  air 
instead  of  other  and  more  expensive  distraction;  and 
tired  of  it  thoroughly,  and  of  the  solitary  silver  coin 
remaining  in  his  pocket. 

From  his  clubs  he  had  already  resigned;  other  and 
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and    her  l„„,.o.  .„.  probahlj-  ,„.,.„  ,..  |„„,,  ,,.„  ,„e 

•on,.!  ,„.„„c,  ..„,  ,i,tn„.  1,«.|  „„.|..si„.  ,„,.,;  „o  .,0- 
..ro  even  to  cro«  ,l,c  rivcT  for  „  pon,,,.  ,„„!  |„„t  „K„i„ 
on  A,I«.  I.„,g..,     So  1,0  l„ul,  a,  usual.  ,l,e  ov«u„„  „„,,;, 
hand.,  no  h.ng  in  hi,  p„eke„.  „„,  „  ,„,  „,„„  , 
under  a   la,t   year',  evening  coat.      And   his   l",„l«i„„, 
were  becom.ng  a  horror  to  hin,;  the  h.u.lhulv',  cat  had 
already  k.Iled  t«o  cnonnou,  rat,  in  the  halLay ;  al.o 
cabbage   had   been    cooked    in    the   kitchen    that    day. 
Wh,ch  left  h™  no  other  choice  than  to  go  out  again 
and  take  more  air. 

Before  n.iclni<rht  he  had  no  longer  any  coin  in  his 
pockets    and   he   was   not   drunk   .yet.      The  situation 
seemed  hopeless,  and  he  found  a  pohoeman  and  inquired 
pohtey  for  the  nearest  recruiting  station;  but  when 
he  got  there  the  station  was  closed,  and  his  kicks  on  the 
door  brought  nobody  but  a   prowling   Bowery  b'hoy, 
sullenly  .n  quest  of  single  combat.     So  Berkley,  being 
at  leasure,  accommodated  him,  picked  him  up,  propped 
him  hmply  against  a  doorway,  resumed  his  own  hat  and 
coat,  and   walked   thoughtfully  and   unsteadily   home- 
ward, where  he  slept  like  an  infant  in  spite  of  rats, 
cabbage,  and  a  swollen  lip. 

Next  day,  however,  matters  were  less  cheerful  He 
had  expected  to  realise  a  little  money  out  of  his  last 
sa  able  trmket-a  diamond  he  had  once  taken  for  a 
debt.  But  ,t  seemed  that  the  stone  couldn't  pass  mus- 
ter, and  he  bestowed  it  upon  Burgess,  breakfasted  on 
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coffee  un.l  sour  »,reiul,  mwJ  smmteml  .lowntown  m.ite 
undisturbed  in  the  brilliHi.t  April  sun>|,i„e. 

However,  the  prospect  of  u  .s.nall  ro,n,nis.si„n  fro,,, 
(  nn^  k  Son  buoyed  up  his  nutu,-al  chicrfuh,.  ss       \|| 
the  way  .lowntown  he  flourishnl  his  cane;  he  hum.ncd 
I'vely   tune.,   in   his   office   as   he  studied   his   ,„aps   an.l 
carefully  read  the  real  estate  reports  in  the  <lailv  pa- 
pers; an.l  then  he  wrote  another  of  the  letters   which 
.0  never  mailed,  strolle.l  out  to  Stephen's  desk   for  a 
'ftle  gossip,  reported  hin.self  to  Mr.  (Vai^,  and  final- 
ly salhed  forth  to  execute  that  gentle.uan's  behest  upon 
an  upper  Fifth  Avenue  squatter  u'.o  had  .leclined  to 
vacate    property    recently    de.licated    to    blasting,    the 
Irish,  and  general  excavation. 

In  a  few  inon.ents  he  found  himself  involved  in  the 
usual  crowd.  The  8th  Massachusetts  regi.nent  wa, 
puss.ng  in  the  wake  of  the  fith,  its  sister  re.nn.e„t  of 
the  day  before,  and  the  enthusiasm  and  noise  were  tre- 
niendous. 

However,  he  extricated  himself  and  went  about  his 
busmess ;  found  the  squatter,  argued  with  the  squatter, 
gracefully  dodged  a  brick  from  the  wife  of  the  squat- 
ter, laid  a  laughing  complaint  before  the  proper  au- 
thor.t.es,  and  then  banqueted  in  imagination.  What 
a  luncheon  he  had!  He  was  becon.ing  a  Lucullus  at 
mental  feasts. 

Later,  his  business  affairs  and  his  luncheon  ter- 
minated attempting  to  enter  Broadway  at  Grand 
Street  he  got  into  a  crowd  so  rough  and  ungovernable 
that  he  couldn't  get  out  of  it-an   urTca.onabie,  ob- 
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stinato,  struggling  mass  of  men,  women,  and  children 
so  hy.stencal  that  the  wild  demonstrations  of  the  day 
previous,  and  of  the  morning,  seemed  as  nothing  com- 
pared to  this  dense,  far-spread  riot. 

Broadway  from  Fourth  to  C'ortlandt  Streets  was 
one  tossmg  mass  of  flags  overhead;  one  mad  surge  of 
humanity  below.  Through  it  battalions  of  almost  ex- 
hausted police  relieved  each  other  in  attempting  to  keep 
the  roadway  clear  for  the  passing  of  the  New  York 
7th  on  its  way  to  Washington. 

Driven,  crushe.l,  hurle.l  back  by  the  played-out  po- 
hce,  the  crowds  had  sagged  back  into  the  cross  streets 
But  even  here  the  police  charge<l  them  repeatedly,  and 
the  bewildere,!  people  turne.l  struggling  to  escape, 
stumbled,  swayed,  became  pan.c-stricken  and  lost  their 
licads. 

A  Broadway  stage,  stranded  in   Canal  Street,  was 
besieged   as   a  refuge.      Toward   it   Berkley   had   been 
borne  m   spite  of  his  efforts  to  extricate  himself,  in- 
cdentally  losing  his  hat  in  the  confusion.     At  the  same 
moment  he  heard  a  quiet,   unterrified  voice  pronounce 
his  name,  caught  a  glimpse  of  Aiisa  Paige  swept  past 
on    the   human    wave,   set  his   shoulders,   stemmed    the 
rush    from    behind,    and    into    the    momentary    eddy 
created.   Ailsa  was   tossed,   undismayed,  laughing,  and 
pmned   flat  against   the  forward  wheel   of  the  stalled 
stage. 

"Climb  up!  »  he  said.  "  Place  your  right  foot  op 
the  hub!-now  the  left  on  the  tire!-now  step  on  m' 
shoulder !  "  * 
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There  came  a  brutal  rush  from  behind;  ho  braced  his 
back  to  it ;  she  set  one  foot  on  the  hub,  the  other  on  the 
tire,  stepped  to  his  shruul.r,  s«unrr  herself  ah.ft,  and 
crept  up  over  the  rooi   of  fhc  stau.     Here  he   joined 
her,  offering  an  arm      ,  seady  he,    as  the  stage 'shook 
under  the  impact  of  the  reeling  masses  below. 
"  How  did  you  get  into  this  mob?  "  he  asked. 
"  I  was  caught,"  she  sai.l  calmly,  steadying  herself 
by  the  arm  he  offered  and  glancing  down  at  the  peril 
below.     "  Celia  and  I  were  shopping  in  Grand  Street 
at  Lord  and  Taylor's,  and  I  thought  I'd  step  out  of 
the  shop   for  a  moment   to  see  if  the  7th  was   com- 
i>ig,  and  I  ventured  too  far-I  sia.ply  could  not  get 
back.  .   .  .  And— thank  you  for  helping  me."     She  had 
entirely  recovered  her  serenity;  she  released  his  arm  and 
now    stood    cautiously    balanced    behind    the    driver's 
empty  seat,  looking  curiously  out  over  the  turbulent  sea 
of  people,  where  already  hundreds   of  newsboys   were 
racmg  hither  and  thither  shouting  an  afternoon  extra, 
which   seemed  to  excite  everybody   within   hearing   to 
frenzy. 

"  Can  you  Jiear  what  they  are  shouting.?  "  she  in- 
quired.     "  It  seems  to  make  people  very  angry." 

"They  say  that  the  6th  Massachusetts,  which 
passed  through  here  yesterday,  was  attacked  by  a  mob 
in  Baltimore." 

"Oar    soldiers!"     she    said,     incredulous.     Then 
clenching  ner  small  hands:  "  If  I  were  Colonel  Leffert. 
of    the    7th    I'd    march    my    men    through    Baltimore 
to-morrow !  " 
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"  I   believe   they  expect  to  go  through,"   he   said, 
amused.     "  That  is  what  they  are  for." 

The  rising  uproar  around  was  affecting  her;  the 
vivid  colour  in  her  lips  and  cheeks  deepened.  Berkley 
looked  at  her,  at  the  cockade  with  its  fluttering  red- 
white-and-blue  ribbons  on  her  breast,  at  the  clear,  fear- 
less^eyes  now  brilliant  with  excitement  and  indignation. 

"Have  you  thought  of  enlisting?"  she.  asked 
abruptly,  without  glancing  at  him. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I've  ventured  that  far.  It's  per- 
fectly safe  to  think  about  it.  Vou  have  no  idea,  Mrs. 
Paige,  what  warlike  sentiments  I  cautiously  entertain 
in  my  office  chair." 

She  turned  nervously,  with  a  sunny  glint  of  gold 
hair  and  fluttering  ribbons  : 

"Are  you  never  perfectly  serious,  Mr.  Berkley.? 
Even  at  such  a  moment  as  this.?  " 

"  Always,"  he  insisted.  "  I  was  only  philosophising 
upon  these  scenes  of  inexpensive  patriotism  which  fill 
even  the  most  urbane  and  peaceful  among  us  full  of 
truculence.  ...  I  recently  saw  my  tailor  wearing  a 
sword,  attired  in  the  made-to-measure  panoply  of 
battle."  *^ 

"  Did  that  strike  you  as  humorous?  " 
"  No,  indeed :  it  fitted ;  I  am  only  afraid  ho  may  find 
a  soldier's  grave  before  I  can  settle  our  sartorial  ac- 
counts." 

There  was  a  levity  to  his  pleasantries  which  sounded 
discordant  to  her  amid  the  solemnly  thrilling  circum- 
stances   impending.      For    the    flower    of    the    city's 
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soldiery  was  going  forth  to  buttle — a  thousand  gav, 
thoughtless  young  fellows  sunnnoned  from  ledger,  office, 
and  counting-house;  and  all  about  her  a  million  of  their 
neighbours  had  gathered  to  see  them  go. 

"  Applause  makes  patriots.  Why  should  I  enlist 
when  merely  by  cheering  others  I  can  stand  here  and 
create  heroes  in  battalions  ?  " 

"  I  think,"  she  said,  "  that  there  was  once  another 
scoffer  who  remained  to  pray." 

As  he  did  not  answer,  she  sent  a  swift  side  glance  at 
him,  found  him  tranquilly  surveying  the  crowd  below 
where,  at  the  corner  of  Canal  and  Broadway,  half  a 
dozen  Zouaves,  clothed  in  their  characteristic  and  bril- 
liant uniforms  and  wearing  hairy  knapsacks  trussed  up 
behind,  were  being  vociferously  acclaimed  by  the  people 
as  they  passed,  bayonets  fixed. 

"  More  heroes,"  he  observed,  "  made  immortal  while 
you  wait." 

And  now  Ailsa  became  aware  of  a  steady,  sustained 
sound  audible  above  the  tumult  around  them ;  a  sound 
like  surf  washing  on  a  distant  reef. 

"  Do  you  hear  that.^  It's  like  the  roar  of  the  sea," 
she  said.  "  I  believe  they're  coming ;  I  think  I  caught 
a  strain  of  military  music  a  moment  ago !  " 

They  rose  on  tiptoe,  straining  their  ears :  even  the 
skylarking  gamins  who  had  occupied  the  stage  top  be- 
hind them,  and  the  driver,  who  had  reappeared,  drunk, 
and  resumed  his  reins  and  seat,  stood  up  to  listen. 

Above  the  noise  of  the  cheering,  rolling  steadily 
toward  them  over  the  human  ocean,  came  the  deadened 
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throbbing  of  drums.  A  far,  thin  strain  of  military 
mus.c  rose,  was  lost,  rose  again;  the  double  thudd-ng 
of  the  drums  sounded  nearer;  the  tempest  of  cheers  be- 
came terrific.  Through  it,  at  intervals,  they  could 
catch  the  clear  marching  music  of  the  7th  as  two 
platoons  of  police,  sixty  strong,  arrived,  forcing  their 
way  mto  view,  followed  by  a  full  companv  of  Zouaves. 

Then  pandemonium  broke  loose  as  the  matchless 
regiment  swung  into  sight.  The  polished  instruments 
of  the  musicians  flashed  in  the  sun;  over  the  slanting 
drums  the  drumsticks  rose  and  fell,  but  in  the  thun- 
dering cheers  not  a  sound  could  be  heard  from  bra.s 
or  parchment. 

Field  and  stafF  passed  headed  by  the  colonel;  behind 
jolted  two  howitzers;  behind  them  glittered  the  sabre- 
bayonets  of  the  engineers;  then,  filling  the  roadway 
from  sidewalk  to  sidewalk  the  perfect  ranks  of  the  in- 
fantry swept  by  under  burnished  bayonets. 

They  wore  their  familiar  gray  and  black  uniforms, 
forage  caps,  and  blue  overcoats,  and  carried  knapsacks 
with  heavy  blankets  rolled  on  top.  And  New  York 
went  mad. 


What  the  Household  troops   are  to  England   the 

Ju  ;  XX  *""  .'^™'"'^'  ^"  '^'  ^^"'^^  •*  ^^^"^«  the  best 
that  New  York  has  to  offer.  The  polished  metal  gor- 
gets of  Its  officers  reflect  a  past  unstained;  its  pedi- 
gree stretches  to  the  cannon  smoke  fringing  the  Revo- 
lution. 

To  America  the  7th  was  always  The  Guard;  and 
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now,  in  the  lurid  obscurity  of  national  disaster, 
where  all  things  traditional  were  crashing  down,  where 
doubt,  distrust,  the  agony  of  indecision  turned  gov- 
ernment to  ridicule  and  law  to  anarchy,  tliere  was  no 
doubt,  no  indecision  in  The  Guard.  Above  the  terrible 
clamour  of  political  confusion  rolled  the  drums  of  the 
7th  steadily  beating  the  assembly;  out  of  the  dust 
of  catastrophe  emerged  its  disciplined  gray  columns. 
Doubters  no  lon^L'r  doubted,  uncertainty  became  con- 
viction ;  in  a  situation  without  a  precedent,  the  prece- 
dent was  established;  the  corps  d'cUte  of  all  state 
soldiery  was  answering  the  national  summons ;  and  once 
more  the  associated  states  of  North  America  under- 
stood that  they  were  first  of  all  a  nation  indivisible. 

Down  from  window  and  balcony  and  roof,  sifting 
among  the  bayonets,  fluttered  an  unbroken  shower  of 
tokens  —  gloves,  flowers,  handkerchiefs,  tricoloured 
bunches  of  ribbon;  and  here  and  tiicre  a  bracelet  or 
some  gem-set  chain  fell  flashing  through  the  sun. 

Ailsa  Craig,  like  thousands  of  her  sisters,  tore  the 
red-white-and-blue  rosette  from  her  breast  and  flung  it 
down  among  the  bayonets  with  a  tremulous  little  cheer. 

Everywhere  the  crowd  was  breaking  into  the  street ; 
citizens  marched  with  their  hands  on  the  shoulders  of 
the  soldiers ;  old  gentlemen  toddled  along  beside  strap- 
ping sons ;  brothers  passed  arms  around  brothers ;  here 
and  there  a  mother  hung  to  the  chevroned  sleeve  of  son 
or  husband  who  was  striving  to  see  ahead  through  blur- 
ring eyes ;  here  and  there  some  fair  young  girl,  badgcd 
with  the  national  colours,  stretched  out  her  arms  from 
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the  crowd  and  laid  her  hands  to  the  hps  of  her  passing, 
lover.  * 

The  lust  shining  files  of  bayonets  had  passed;  the 
city  swarmed  like  an  ant-hill. 

Berkley's  voice  was  in  her  ears,  cool,  good- 
humoured  : 

"  Perhaps  we  had  better  try  to  find  Mrs.  Craig.  I 
saw  Stephen  in  the  crowd,  and  he  saw  us,  so  I  do  not 
think  your  sister-in  law  will  be  worried." 

She  nodded,  suffered  him  to  aid  her  in  the  descent 
to  the  sidewalk,  then  drew  a  deep,  unsteadv  breath  and 
pnzed  around  as  though  awaking  from  a  dream. 

"It   certainly   was  an    impressive   sight,"   he   said. 
"The   Government    may   thank   me   for   a    number   of 
heroes.     I'm  really  quite  hoarse." 
She  made  no  comment. 

"  Even  a  thousand  well-fed  brokers  in  uniform  are 
bound  to  be  impressive,"  he  meditated  aloud. 

Her  face  flushed;  she  walked  on  ignoring  his  flip- 
pancy, ignoring  everything  concerning  him  until,  cross- 
ing the  street,  she  became  aware  that  he  wore  no  hat. 
"  Did  you  lose  it.?  "  she  asked  curtly. 
"I  don't  know  what  happened  to  that  hysterical 
hat,  Mrs.  Paige.  Probably  it  went  war  mad  and  fol- 
lowed the  soldiers  to  the  ferry.  You  can  never  count 
on  hats.     They're  flighty." 

•'  You  will  have  to  buy  another,"  she  .  aid,  smiling. 
"  Oh,  no,"  he  said  carelessly,  "  what  is  the  use.     It 
will  only  follow  the  next  regiment  out  of  town.     Shall 
we  cross  ?  " 
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"  Mr.  Berkley,  do  you  propose  to  go  about  town 
with  me,  hatless?" 

"  You  have  an  exceedingly  beautiful  one.  Nobody 
will  look  at  me." 

"  Please  be  sensible !  " 

"  I  am.  I'll  take  you  to  Lord  and  Taylor's,  deliver 
you  to  your  sister-in-law,  and  then  slink  home " 

'*  But  I  don't  wish  to  go  there  with  a  hatless  man ! 
I  can't  understand " 

"  Well,  I'll  have  to  tell  you  if  you  drive  me  to 
it,"  he  said,  looking  at  her  very  calmly,  but  a  flush 
mounted  to  his  cheek-bones ;  "  I  have  no  money — with 
me. 


»» 


"  Why  didn't  you  say  so.''  How  absurd  not  to  bor- 
row it  from  me " 

Something  in  his  face  checked  her;  then  he  laughed. 

"  There's  no  reason  why  you  shouldn't  know  how 
poor  I  am,"  he  said.  "  It  doesn't  worry  me,  so  it  cer- 
tainly will  not  worry  you.  I  can't  afford  i  hat  for  a 
few  days — and  I'll  leave  you  here  if  you  wish.  Why 
do  you  look  so  shocked?  Oh,  well — then  we'll  stop  at 
Genin's.     They  know  me  there." 

They  stopped  at  Genin's  and  he  bought  a  hat  and 
charged  it,  giving  his  addresses  in  a  low  voice ;  but  she 
heard  it. 

"Is  it  becoming.'*"  he  asked  airily,  examining  the 
e^ect  in  a  glass.  "  Am  I  the  bully  bo;  with  the  eye 
of  glass,  Mrs.  Paige.''  " 

"  You  are,  indeed,"  she  said,  laughing.  "  Shall  we 
find  Celia.?  " 
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But  they  could  not  find  her  sister-in-law  in  the 
shop,  which  was  now  refilling  with  excited  people. 

"Celia  non  est^  ho  observed  cheerfully.  "The 
office  is  closed  by  this  time.  May  I  see  you  safely  to 
Urooklyn?" 

She  turned  to  Ihe  ferry  stage  which  was  now  draw- 
ing  up  at  the  curb;  he  assisted  her  to  mount,  then  en- 
tered fcimself,  humming  under  his  breatii  : 

"  To  Brooklyn  !     To  Drookbjn  ! 
So  be  it.     Amen. 
Clippity,  CloppUy,  back  again  J  " 

On  the  stony  way  to  the  ferry  he  chatted  cheer- 
fully, irresponsibly,  but  he  soon  became  convinced  that 
the  girl  beside  him  was  not  listening,  so  he  talked  at 
random  to  amuse  himself,  amiably  accepting  her  pre- 
occupation. 

"How  those  broker  warriors  did  step  out,  in  spite 
of  Illinois  Central  and  a  sadly  sagging  list!     At  the 
morning  board  Pacific  Mail  fell  31/.,  New  York  Cen- 
trall/,    Hudson  River  14,  Harlem  preferred  1/.,  Illinois 
Central   .4.  .  .  .  j  .j^n't  care.  .  .   .   You  wo'n't   care, 
but  tlie  last  quotations  were  Tennessee  6's,  41,  A  411/, 
■  .  .  There's    absolutely    nothing   doing   in    money    o'r 
exchange.     The  bankers  are  asking  107  a  1/.,  but  sell 
nothing.     On  call  you  can  borrow  money  at"  four  and 
five  per  cent-"  he  glanced  sideways  at  her,  ironically, 
satisfied   that  she  paid  no   hood-"  you   might,  but  / 
can  t,  Ailsa.     I  can't  borrow  anything  from  anybody  at 
any  per  cent  whatever.     I   know;   I've   tn>d.'    Mean- 
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while,  few  and  tottering  are  my  stocks,  ulso  they  lon- 
tinue  downward  on  their  liellwurd  way. 

"  Mary  inn  wiped  out  in  war. 
Profits  are  .scattered  for, 
77/  to  the  nearvKt  hur, 
.til -hi  uroonl" 

he  hummed  to  himself,  walking-stick  under  his  chin, 
his  new  hat  not  ahsolutely  straiglit  on  his  weil-shaj)i'd 
head. 

A  ferry-boat  lay  in  the  slip;  they  walked  for- 
M*ard  and  stood  in  the  crowd  by  the  bow  chains.  The 
flag  flew  over  Castle  William;  late  sunshine  turned  river 
and  bay  to  a  harbour  in  fairyland,  where,  through  the 
golden  haze,  far  away  between  forests  of  pennant- 
dressed  masts,  a  warship  lay  all  aglitter,  the  sun  strik- 
ing fire  from  her  guns  and  bright  work,  and  setting 
every  red  bar  of  her  flag  ablaze. 

"  The  Pocahontas,  sloop  of  war  from  Charleston 
bar,"  said  a  man  in  the  crowd.  "  She  came  in  this 
morning  at  high  water.     She  got  to  Sumter  too  late." 

"  Yes.  Powhatan  had  already  knocked  the  he;ul 
off  John  Smith,"  observed  Berkley  thoughtfully. 
"  They  did  these  things  better  in  colonial  days." 

Several  people  began  to  discuss  the  inaction  of  the 
fleet  ofl^  Charleston  bar  during  the  bombardment ;  the 
navy  was  freely  denounced  and  defended,  and  Berkley, 
pleased  that  he  had  started  a  row,  listened  complacent- 
ly, inserting  a  word  here  and  there  calculated  to  incite 
several  prominent  citizens  to  fisticuflFs.  And  the  ferry- 
boat started  with  everybody  getting  madder. 
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But  r.li"n  fisticuffs  appeared  imminent  in  niid- 
."treum,  out  of  somewhat  tardy  consideration  for  Ailsa 
lie  set  free  the  dove  of  peace. 

"  Perhaps,"  he  remarked  pleasantly,  "  the  fleet 
couldn't  cross  the  har.      I've  heard  of  such  things." 

And  as  nohody  had  thought  of  that,  hostilities  were 
averted. 

Paddle-wheels  churning,  the  rotund  hoat  swung  into 
the  Brooklyn  dock.  Her  gunwales  rubbed  and  squeaked 
along  the  straining  piles  green  with  sea  slime;  deck 
chains  clinked,  cog-wheels  clattered,  the  stifling  smell 
of  dock  water  gave  place  to  the  fresher  odour  of  the 
streets. 

"  I  would  like  t')  valk  uptown,"  said  Ailsa  Paige. 
"I  really  don't  care  to  sit  still  in  a  car  for  two 
miles.  You  need  not  come  any  farther— unless  you 
care  to." 

He  said  airily :  "  A  country  ramble  with  a  pretty 
girl  is  always  agreeable  to  me.  I'll  come  if  you'll 
let  me." 

She  looked  up  at  him,  perplexed,  undecided. 

•'  Are  you  making  fun  of  Brooklyn,  or  of  me?  " 

"  Of  neither.     May  I  come.?  " 

"  If  you  care  to,"  she  said. 

They  walked  on  together  up  Fulton  Street,  follow- 
ing the  stream  of  returning  sight-seers  and  business 
men,  passing  recruiting  stations  where  red-legged  in- 
fantry of  the  14th  city  regiment  stood  in  groups  read- 
ing the  extras  just  issued  by  the  Eagle  and  Brooklyn 
Times  concerning  the  bloody  riot  in  Baltimore  and  the 
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iittuck  on  tlif  6Hi  Massachusetts.  Everywhere,  too, 
^oh^ie^s  of  the  l.'3th,  Ji8th,  and  70th  regiments  of  -ity 
infantry,  in  blue  state  uniforms,  were  marching  about 
briskly,  full  of  the  business  of  recruiting  and  of  theii 
departure,  which  was  sciieduled  for  the  twenty-third  of 
April. 

Already  the  complexion  of  the  Brooklyn  civic  side- 
walk crowds  was  everywhere  brightened  by  military 
uniforms;  cavalrymen  of  the  troop  of  dragoons  at- 
tached to  the  8th  New  York,  jaunty  lancers  from 
the  troop  of  lancers  attached  to  the  69th  New  York, 
riflemen  in  green  epaulettes  and  facings,  zouaves  in  red, 
blue,  and  brown  uniforms  came  hurrying  down  the 
stony  street  to  Fulton  Ferry  on  their  return  from  wit- 
nessing a  parade  of  the  l-ith  Brooklyn  at  Fort  Greene. 
And  every  figure  in  uniform  thrilled  the  girl  with  sup- 
pressed excitement  and  pride. 

Berkley,  eyeing  them  as!  mce,  began  blandly: 

"Citizens  of  martial  minds. 
Uniforms  of  wondrous  kinds, 
Wonderful  tf ,  sights  we  see — 
Ailsa,  i/ou'l   agree  with  me." 

"Are  you  utterly  without  human  feeling?"  she 
demanded.  "  Because,  if  you  are,  there  isn't  the  sliglit- 
est  use  of  my  pretending  to  be  civil  to  you  any 
longer." 

"Have  j'ou  been  pretending?" 

"  I  suppose  you  think  me  destitute  of  humour,"  she 
said,  "  but  there  is  nothing  humourous  about  patriotism 
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and  self-sacrifice   to  me,  and   nothing   ver.v  admirable 
about  thoHc  who  mock  it." 

Her  clieekH  were  deeply  flushed;  she  looked  straight 
ahead  of  her  m  «he  walked  beside  him. 

Vet,  even  now  the  swift  little  flash  of  anger  revealed 
an  inner  glimpse  to  her  of  her  unaltered  desire  to  know 
this  man;  of  her  interest  in  him— of  something  about 
him  that  attracted  her  but  defied  analysis-or  had  de- 
fii-d  it  until,  pursuing  it  too  far  one  day,  she  had  halted 
suddenly  and  backed  away. 

Then,  curiously,  reflectively,  little  by  little,  she  re- 
traced her  steps.  And  curiosity  urged  *her  to  investi- 
gate in  detail  the  Four  Fears-fear  of  the  known  in 
another,  fear  of  the  unknown  in  another,  fear  of  the 
known  in  one's  self,  fear  of  the  unknown  in  one's  self. 
That  halted  her  again,  for  she  knew  now  that  it  was 
something  within  herself  that  threatened  her.  But  it 
was  his  nearness  to  her  that  evoked  it. 

For  she  saw,  now  that  her  real  inclination  was  to  be 
With  him,  that  she  had  liked  him  from  the  first,  had 
found  him  agreeable— pleasant  past  belief— and  that, 
although  there  seemed  to  be  no  reason  for  her  liking,' 
no  excuse,  nothing  to  explain  her  half-fearful  pleasure' 
in  his  presence,  and  her  desire  for  it,  she  did  desire  it. 
And   for  the   first   time  since  her  widowhood  she  felt 
that  she  had  been  living  her  life  out  along  lines  that 
lay  closer  to  solitude  than   to  the  happy  freedom  of 
winch  she  had  reluctantly  dreamed  locked  in  the  mana- 
cles  of  a  loveless  marriage. 
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For  her  niarnagc  hft<l  been  one  oi  romantic  pitv, 
born  of  the  ignorance  of  hor  immaturity;  and  she  was 
very  young  when  she  became  the  wife  of  Warfiehi  Paige 
— Celia's  brother — a  gentle,  sweet-tempered  invalid, 
dreamy,  romantic,  an<l  pitifully  confident  of  life,  the 
days  of  which  were  already  numbered. 

Of  the  spiritual  passions  .she  knew  a  little — of  the 
passion  of  pity,  of  consent,  of  self-sacrifice,  of  response 
to  spiritual  need.  But  neither  in  her  early  immaturity 
nor  in  later  adolescence  had  she  ever  before  entertained 
even  the  most  innocent  inclination  for  a  man.  Man's 
attractions,  physical  and  personal,  had  left  only  the 
lightest  of  surface  impressions — until  the  advent  of 
this  man. 

To  what  in  him  was  she  responsive?  What  intellec- 
tual charm  had  he  revealed?  What  latent  spiritual  ex- 
cellence did  she  suspect  ?  What  were  his  lesser  qualities 
— the  simpler  moral  virtues — the  admirable  attributes 
which  a  woman  could  recognise.  Nay,  where  even  were 
the  nobler  failings,  the  forgivable  faults,  the  promise  of 
future  things? 

Her  uplifted,  questioning  eyes  searched  and  fell. 
Only  the  clear-cut  beauty  of  his  head  answered  her, 
only  the  body's  grace. 


She  sometimes  suspected  pity  as  her  one  besetting 
sin.  Was  it  pity  for  this  man — a  young  man  only 
twenty-four,  her  own  age,  so  cheerful  under  the  crush- 
ing weight  of  material  ruin?  Was  it  his  poverty  that 
appealed  ? 
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Was  it  her  instinct  to  protect  ?  If  all  she  heard  was 
true,  he  sorely  needed  protction  from  himself.  For 
tales  of  him  had  filtered  to  her  youn^  ears-indefinite 
rumours  of  unworthy  things-of  youth  wasted  and 
manhood  threatened-^f  excesses  incomprehensible  to 
her,  and  to  those  who  hinted  them  to  her 

\\^s  it  his  solitude  in  the  world  for  which  she  was 
«orry?  She  had  no  parents,  either.  But  she  had  their 
house  and  their  memories  concrete  in  every  picture 
every  curtain,  every  chair  and  sofa.  Twilight  whis- 
pered of  them  through  every  hallway,  every  room;  dawn 
was  mstmct  with  their  unseen  spirits,  sweetening  every- 
tlnng  m  the  quiet  old  house.  .  .  .  And  that  day  she 
had  learned  rchere  he  lived.     And  she  dared  not  imagine 

They  turned  together  into  the  quiet,  tree-shaded 
street  and,  m  the  mellow  sunset  light,  something  about 
It,  and  the  pleasant  vine-hung  house,  and  the  sense  of 
restfulness  moved  her  with  a  wistful  impulse  that  he, 
too,  should  share  a  little  of  the  home  welcome  that 
awaited  her  from  her  own  kin. 

"  Will  you  remain  and  dine  with  us,  Mr.  Berkley? " 

th  ."!  ]'t"t  "'''  ""  ^'"""^'^  '"^P"^^^  '^t  J-'-  J^in^iness 
that  it  hurt  her  all  through. 

"  I  ^;^^'  to  be  friends  with  you,"  she  said  impul- 
sively.    "Didn't  you  know  it.?" 

They  had  halted  at  the  foot  of  the  stoop 
"  I  should  think  you  could  see  how  easy  it  would 
be  for  us  to  become  friends,"  she  said  with  pretty  self- 
possession.     But  her  heart  was  beating  violently. 
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His  pulses,  too,  were  rapping  out  a  message  to  his 
intelligence :  "  You  had  better  not  go  in,"  it  ran.  "  You 
are  not  fit  to  go  in.  You  had  better  keep  away  from 
her.     You  know  what  will  happen  if  you  don't." 

As  they  entered  the  house  her  sister-in-law  rose 
from  the  piano  in  the  front  parlour  and  came  forward. 

"  Were  you  worried,  dearest?"  cried  Ailsa  gall  v. 
"  I  really  couldn't  help  it.  And  Mr.  Berkley  lost  hU 
hat,  and  I've  brought  him  back  to  dinner." 
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CHAPTER    VII 

To  Berkley  the  times  were  surcharged  with  agree- 
able agitation.  A  hullabaloo  diverted  him.  He  himself 
was  never  noisy ;  but  agitated  and  noisy  people  always 
amused  him. 

Day  after  day  the  city's  multi-coloured  militia  regi- 
ments passed  through  its  echoing  streets ;  day  after  day 
Broadway  resounded  with  the  racket  of  their  drums. 
Rifles,  chasseurs,  zouaves,  foot  artillery,  pioneers,  en- 
gineers,  rocket   batteries,   the   79th   Highlanders,   dis- 
mounted lancers  of  the  69th  and  dragoons  of  the  8th— 
every  heard-of  and  unheard-of  unnecessary  auxiliary  to 
a  respectable  regiment  of  state  infantry,  mustered  for 
inspection  and  marched  away  in  polychromatic  magnifi- 
cence.     Park,   avenue,  and   square   shrilled   with   their 
windy  fifes ;  the  towering  sides  of  the  transports  struck 
back  the  wild  music  of  their  bands ;  Castle  William  and 
Fort  Hamilton  saluted  them   from  the   ferries  to  the 
Narrows ;  and,  hoarse  with  cheering,  the  people  stared 
through  dim  eyes  till  the  last  stain  of  smoke  off  Sandy 
Hook  vanished   seaward.      All  of  which   immensely  di- 
verted Berkley. 

The  city,  too,  had  become  a  thoroughfare  for  New 
England  and  Western  troops  hurrying  pell-mell  toward 
the  capital  and  that  unknown  bourne  so  vaguely  defined 
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as  the  "  seat  of  war."    Also  all  avenues  were  now  dotted 
with   barracks   and   recruiting  stations,   around    which 
crowds    clamoured.      Fire   Zouaves,    Imperial   Zouaves, 
National   Zouaves,   Billy    Wilson's   Zouaves    appropri- 
ated without  ceremony  the  streets  and  squares  as  drill 
grounds.     All  day  long  they  mancruvred  and  double- 
quicked  ;  all  day  and  all  night  herds  of  surprised  farm 
horses  destined   for  cavalry,  light  artillerv,  and  glory, 
clattered   toward   the  docks;   files   of  brand-new   army 
waggons,  gun-carriages,  smelling  of  fresh  paint,  cais- 
sons, forges,  ambulances  bound  South  checked  the  city 
traffic  and  added  to  tlie  city's  tumult  as  thev  jolted  in 
hundreds  and  hundreds  toward  the  wharves-^materially 
contributing  to  Berkley's  entertainment. 

Beginning  with  ne  uproarious  war  meeting  in 
Union  Square,  every  day  saw  its  crowds  listening  to  the 
harangue  of  a  somebody  or  a  nobody.  Sometimes  short, 
ugly  demonstrations  were  made  against  an  unpopular 
newspaper  office  or  the  residence  of  an  unpopular  citi- 
zen;  the  police  were  rough  and  excitable,  the  nerves 
of  the  populace  on  edge,  the  city  was  now  nearly  de- 
nuded of  its  militia,  and  everybody  was  very  grateful 
for  the  temporary  presence  of  volunteer  regiments  in 
process  of  formation. 

As  yet  the  tension  of  popular  excitement  had  not 
jaded  the  capacity  of  the  city  for  pleasure.  People 
were  ready  for  excitement,  welcomed  it  after  the  dread- 
ful year  of  lethargy.  Stocks  fell,  but  the  theatres  were 
the  fuller;  Joseph  Jefferson  at  Winter  Garden,  Wal- 
lack  at  his  own  theatre,  "  The  Seven  Sisters  "  at  Laura 
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Kccne\s,  drew  unsatisfied  crowds,  galloping  headlong  on 
the  heels  of  pleasure. 

Philharmonics,  plays,  hurlesques,  concerts,  minstrel 
entertainments,  never  lacked  audiences,  especially  when 
the  proceeds  were  destined  for  the  Union  Defence  C'om- 
xiittee:  the  hotels,  Bancroft,  St.  Nicholas,  Metropoli- 
tan, New  York,  Fifth  Avenue,  were  all  brilliantly 
thronged  at  night;  cafes  and  concert  halls  like  the 
Gaieties,  Canterbury,  and  American,  flourished  and 
flaunted  their  advertisements;  grills,  restaurants,  sa- 
loons, multiplied.  There  were  none  too  many  for  Berk- 
ley'.s  amusement. 

As  yet  no  battle  lightning  flickered  along  the 
Southern  horizon  to  sober  folk  with  premonition;  but 
the  nightly  illumination  of  the  metropolis  was  becom- 
ing tinged  with  a  more  sinister  reflection  where  licence 
Imd  already  begun  to  lift  a  dozen  hydra-heads  from 
certain  lurid  resorts  hitherto  limited  in  number  and  in 
impudence. 

It  was  into  the  streets  of  such  a  city,  a  meaner, 
dirtier,    uglier,    noisier,    perhaps    more   vicious   edition 
of    the    French    metropolis     of    the     Third     Empire, 
thronged    with    fantastic    soldiery    and    fox-eyed    con- 
tractors, filled  already  with  new  faces— faces  of  West- 
ern   born,   Yankee   born,    foreign    born;   stupid    faces, 
crafty  faces,  hard  faces,  bedizened  faces— it  was  into 
the  streets  of  such  a  city  that  Berkley  sauntered  twice 
H  day  to  and  fro  from  his  office,  regretting  only  that  his 
means  did  not  permit  him  to  go     .  the  devil  like  a  gen- 
tleman. 
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And  one  day,  out  of  the  hurly-burly,  and  arjainst 
afl  laws  of  probability  and  finance,  an  incredible  letter 
was  handed  to  him.  And  he  read  it,  standing  bv  his 
window,  and  calmly  realised  that  he  was  now  no  Imiger 
penniless. 

Some  inspired  idiot  had  become  a  credulous  mar- 
ket for  his  apparently  unmarketable  securities.  Who 
this  person  was  his  brokers  did  not  say ;  but,  whoever 
it  was,  had  bou^rht  every  rotten  share  he  held;  and 
there  was  cjoney  for  him  in  the  world  to  help  him 
out  of  it. 

As  he  stood  there,  the  letter  in  his  hands,  drums 
sounded  across  the  street,  and  Stephen  came  in  from 
the  outer  office. 

"Another  regiment,"  he  said.  "Do  you  know 
where  they  come  from  ?  " 

Berkley  shook  his  head,  and  they  went  to  the  win- 
dows ;  below  them  surged  the  flood  of  dead  wood  driven 
before  the  oncoming  waves — haggard  men,  raj^-^d  men, 
small  boys,  darkies.  Bowery  b'hoys,  stray  rea  shirted 
firemen,  then  the  police,  then  solid  double  ranks  of 
drums  battered  by  flashing,  brass-bound  drumsticks, 
then  line  after  line  qf  blue  and  steel,  steadily  flowing 
through  the  streets  and  away,  away  into  the  un- 
known. 

"How  young  they  are!"  muttered  Farren,  the 
gray-haired  cashier,  standing  behind  Stephen's  shoul- 
ders.    "  God  bless  me,  they're  children  !  " 

"  It's  a  Vermont  regiment,"  said  Borklev ;  "  they're 
filing  out  of  the  Park  Barracks.      What  a  lot  of  hawk- 
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nosed,  hntchct-faccd,  turkey-necked  cow  milkers!— all 
heroes,  too,  Steve.  Vou  can  tell  that  because  they're 
in  uniform  and  carry  guns," 

Stephen  watched  the  lank  troops,  fascinated  by  the 
long,  silent,  almost  gliding  stride  of  officers  and*  men 
loaded  down  with  knapsack,  blanket,  and  canteen,  their 
caps  pushed  high  on  their  red  and  sweating  foreheads. 
There  was  a  halt;  big  hands,  big  red  knuckles,  big  feet, 
and   the  delicate  ci-rve   of  the  hawk's   beak   outlining 
every  Yankee  nose,  queeri  humourous,  restless  glances 
sweeping  Gotham  streets  and  windows  where  Gotham 
crowded  to  gaze  back  at  the  halted  youngsters  in  blue; 
then  a  far  tenor  cry,  nasal  commands,  thin  voices  pene- 
trating from  out  of  the  crowded  distance;  a  sudden 
steadying  of  ranks;  the  level  flash  of  shouldered  steel; 
a  thousand  men  marking  time;  and  at  last  the  drums' 
quick  outbreak;  and  the  1st  Vermont  Infantry  passed 
onward  into  the  unknown. 

"  I'd  rather  like  to  go  there— to  see  what  there  is 
there,"  observed  Berkley. 
"Where?" 

"  Where  they're  going- wherever  that  mav  be— and 
I  think  I  know." 

He  glanced  absently  at  his  letter  again. 

"  I've  sold  some  stock— all  I  bad,  and  I've  made  a 
lot  of  money,"  ho  said  listlessly. 

Stephen  dropped  an  impulsive  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"I'm  terribly  glad,  Berkley!  I'm  deligbted!"  he 
said  with  a  warmth  that  brought  a  slight  colour  into 
Berkley's  face. 
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"  That's  nice  of  you,  Stephen.  It  solves  the  imme- 
diate problem  of  how  to  go  there." 

"Go  where.?" 

"  Why — where  all  our  bright  young  men  are  going, 
old  fellow,"  said  Berkley,  laughing.  "  I  can  go  with  a 
regiment  or  I  can  go  alone.  But  I  really  must  be 
starting." 

"  You  mean  to  enlist  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  can  be  done  that  way,  too.  Or — other 
ways.  The  main  thing  is  to  get  momentum  ...  I 
thmk  I'll  just  step  out  and  say  good-bye  and  many 
thanks  to  your  father.  I  shall  be  quite  busy  for  the 
rest  of  my  career." 

"  You  are  not  leaving  here.?  " 

"  I  am.  But  I'll  pay  my  rent  first,"  said  Berkley, 
laughing. 

And  go  ho  did  that  very  afternoon ;  and  the  office 
of  Craig  k  Son  knew  him  no  more. 

A  few  days  later  Ailsa  Paige  returned  to  New  York 
and  rcoccupied  her  own  house  on  London  Terrace. 

A  silk  flag  drooped  between  the  tall  pilasters. 
Tender  it,  at  the  front  door  stood  Colonel  Arran  to  wel- 
come her.  It  had  been  her  father's  house;  he  had 
planted  the  great  catalpa  trees  on  the  grassy  terrace  in 
front.  Here  she  had  been  born  :  from  here  she  had  gone 
away  a  bride;  from  here  her  parents  had  been  buried, 
both  within  that  same  strange  year  that  left  her 
widowed  who  had  scarcely  been  a  wife.     And  to  this  old 
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house  she  had  returned  alone  in  her  sombre  weeds- 
utterlv  ftlonc,  in  licr  nineteenth  year. 

This  man  had  met  her  then  as  he  n.et  J.er  now 
she  remen.bered  it,  remembered,  too,  that  after  any  ab- 
sence no  matter  how  short,  this  old  friend  had  always 
-not  her  at  her  own  door-sill,  standing  aside  with  head 
bent  as  she  crossed  the  sill. 

Now  she  gave    mi  both  hands. 

"  It  is  so  kind  of  you,  dear  Colonel  Arran '  It 
uouhl  not  be  a  home-coming  without  you—"  And 
glancmg  into  the  hall,  nodded  radiantly  to  the  assembled 
servants-her  parents'  old  and  privileged  and  spoiled 
servants  gathered  to  welcome  the  young  mistress  to  her 
own. 

"  Oh-and  there's  Missy!  "  she  said,  as  an  inquir- 
Hig  'meow!"  sounded  close  to  her  skirts.  "You 
irresponsible  little  thing-I  suppose  you  have  more  kit- 
tens.    H„s  she,  Susan.?" 

"  Five  m'm,"  said  Susan  drily. 

"  Oh,  dear.  I  suppose  it  can't  be  avoided.  But  we 
mustn't  drown  any,  you  know."  And  with  one  hand 
resting  on  Colonel  Arran's  arm  she  began  a  tour  of  the 
house  to  inspect  the  new  improvements. 

Later  they  sat  together  amid  the  faded  splendours 
of  the  southern  drawing-room,  where  sunshine  regilded 
cornice  and  pier  glass,  turned  the  lace  curtains  to  nets 
of  gold,  and  streaked  the  red  damask  iiangings  with 
slanting  bars  of  fire. 

Shiftless  old  Jonas  shuffled  in  presently  with  the 
oval  silver  tray,  ancient  decanters,  and  seedcakes. 
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And  here,  over  their  cakes  and  Madeira,  she  told 
him  about  her  month's  visit  to  the  Oaigs':  about  her 
hfe  in  the  quaint  and  quiet  city,  the  restful,  ohl-fash- 
ioned    charm    of    the    cultivated    circles    on    Columbia 
Heights  and  the  Hill:  the  attractions  of  a  limited  so- 
ciety, a  little  dull,  a  little  prim,  pedantic,  perhaps  pro- 
vincially  simple,  but  a  society  caring  f„r  the  best   in 
art,  in  music.  In  literature,  instinctively  recognising  the 
best  although  the  best  was  nowhere  common  in  the  citv. 
She  spoke  of  the  agreeable  people  she  had  met —un- 
obtrusive, gentle-mannered  folk  whose  homes  mav  have 
lacked  such  Madeira  and  silver  as  this,  but  lacked  noth- 
ing in  things  of  the  mind. 

She  spoke  of  her  very  modest  and  temporary  duties 
in  church  work  there,  and  in  charities;  told  of  the  ad- 
vent of  the  war  news  and  its  effect  on  the  sister  city. 
And  at  last,  casually,  but  without  embarrassment, 
she  mentioned  Berkley. 

Colonel  Arran's  large  hand  lay  along  the  back  of 
the  Virginia  sofa,  fingers  restlessly  tracing  and  retrac- 
ing the  carved  foliations  supporting  the  horns  of 
plenty.  His  heavy,  highly  coloured  head  was  lowered 
and  turned  aside  a  little  as  though  to  bring  one  ear  to 
bear  on  what  she  was  saving. 

"  Mr.  Berkley  seems  to  be  an— unusual  man,"  she 
ventured.  "Do  you  happen  to  know  him.  Colonel 
Arran?" 

"  Slightly." 

"Oh.     Did  you  know  hi>  parents?" 

"  His  mother." 
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"  She  is  not  living,  I  believe." 
"  No." 

"  Is  liis  father  living?  " 
"  I— don't  know." 
**  You  never  met  him? 

Colonel  Arrun'H  forefinger  slbwly  outlined  the  deep- 
ly carved  horn  of  plenty. 

"  I  am  not  perfectly  sure  that  I  ever  met  Mr.  Berk- 
ley's father." 

She  .sat,  elbows  on  the  table,  ga/ing  reflectively  into 
.space. 

"  He  is  a — curious — man." 

"Did  you  like  him?"  asked  Colonel  Arran  with  an 
effort. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  so  simply  that  the  Colonel's  eyes 
turned  directly  toward  her,  lingered,  then  became  fixed 
on  the  sunlit  damask  folds  behind  her. 

"  What  did  you  like  about  Mr.  Berkley,  Ailsa?  '* 

She  considered. 

"  I — don't  know — exactly." 

"Is  he  cultivated?" 

"  Why,  yes — I  suppose  so." 

"Is  he  well  bred?" 

"Oh,  yes;  only—"  she  searched  mentally — "he 
is  not — may  I  say,  conventional?  formal?" 

"It  is  an  ago  of  informality,"  observed  Colonel 
Arran,  carefully  tracing  out  each  separate  grape  in  the 
horn  of  plenty. 

Ailsa  assented;  spoke  casually  of  something  else; 
but    when    Colonel    Arran    brought    the    conversation 
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nrouncl  a^ain  to  Dorklov,  she  in  nowiso  sroiiu'd  reluc- 
tant. 

"He  is  unusually  attractive,"  she  said  frankly; 
••  his  features,  at  moments,  are  almost  he/iiitiful.  I 
sometimes  wonder  whether  he  resenjhles  his  mother. 
Was  she  beautiful?" 

"  Ves." 

"  I  thought  she  must  have  been.  He  resembles  her, 
tioes  he  not  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  His  father  was—is—"  She  hesitated,  hioked  curi- 
ously at  Colonel  Arran,  then  smiled. 

"There  was  something  I  never  thought  of  when  I 
first  met  Mr.  Berkley,  but  now  I  understand  why  his 
features  seemed  to  me  not  entirely  unfamiliar.  I  don't 
know  exactly  what  it  is,  but  there  seems  to  be  something 
about  him  that  recalls  you." 

Colonel  Arran  sat  absolutely  still,  his  heavy  hand 
gripping  the  horn  of  plenty,  his  face  so  gray  that  it 
«as  almost  colourless. 

Ailsa,  glancing  again  at  his  profile,  saw  nothing  now 
in  it  resembling  Berkley;  and,  as  he  made  no  response, 
thought  him  uninterested.  But  when  again  she  would 
have  changed  the  subject,  the  Colonel  stirred,  inter- 
rupting: 

"  Does  he  seem — well  ?  " 

"  Well.?  "  she  repeated.     "  Oh,  yes." 

"He — seems  well  .  .  .  and  in  goo<l  spirits?  Con- 
tented?    Is  he  that  type  of  young  man?     Happy?" 

"  I  don't  think  he  is  really  very  happy,  though  he 
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i»  clieorful  unci — nm\  Himisin^.     I  Won't  sec  how  he  can 
be  very  li^ht-heartcd." 

"Why?" 

She  shook   her  he/ul: 

"  I  believe  ht — I  know  he  must  be  in  |minfully 
straightened  eireuin.stHr»ee.s.'* 

"I  have  heard  so,"  nodded  (•oh)neI  Arran. 

"  Oh,  he  rertuinly  h!  "  she  said  with  derision.  "  He 
lost  everything  in  the  p«nie,  and  he  lives  in  a  most 
wretched  neighbourhood,  and  he  hasn't  any  business  ex- 
cept a  very  little  now  and  then.  It  made  nie  quite  un- 
happy," she  udde<l  naively. 

"And  you  find  him  personally  agreeable?" 

"  Yes,  I  do.  I  di.h.'t  at  first—"  She  checked  her- 
self—" I  mean  I  did  at  the  very  first— then  I  didn't— 
then  I  did  again,  then  I— ^lidn't- "  The  delicate  col- 
our stole  into  her  cheeks:  she  lifted  her  wineglass, 
looked  into  it  pensively,  set  it  back  on  the  table.  "  But 
I  understand  him  better  now,  I  think." 

"  What,  in  bin),  do  you  untlerstand  better  now?  " 
"  I— tlon't— know." 

"  Is  he  a  better  kind  of  a  man  than  you  thought 
hhn  at  first?" 

"  Y-es.     He  has  it  in  him  to  be  better,  I  mean.   . 
Yes,  he  is  a  better  man  than  I  thought  him — once." 

"  And  you  like  him " 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Colonel  Arran." 

"  Admire  him?  " 

She  flushed  up.      "  How  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"His  qualities?" 
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*' Adimral.li'" 

'*  He  is  excpoilinglv  iiitilijgejit." 

**lnteli.  .tiial?" 

"I  don't  exactly  know.  \U-  f)rcten(ls  to  make  fun 
of  8o  many  things.  It  is  not  easy  to  ho  perfectly  sure 
what  he  really  helievcn;  hccause  hi  laughs  at  ahno.st 
cvcryhoily  and  everything.  Hut  I  am  quite  certain  that 
he  really  ha.s  heliefs," 

"Religious  .9" 

She  looked  grave.     '*  He  docs  not  go  to  church." 

"  Docs  ho— does  he  strike  you  as  being— well,  .say, 
irresponsible — perhaps  I  may  even  say  reckless,'" 

She  did  not  an.swor:  and  Colonel  Arran  did  not  ask 
ftgain.  He  remained  silent  .so  long  that  .she  presently 
drifted  oflT  into  other  subjects,  and  he  made  no  effort 
to  draw  her  back. 

But  later,  when  he  took  his  leave,  he  said  in  his 
heavy  way: 

"  When  you  .see  Mr.  Berkley,  say  to  him  that  Colo- 
nel Arran  remembers  him.  .  .  .  Say  to  him  that  it 
would  be  my— pleasure— to  renew  our  very  slight  ac- 
quaintance." 

"  He  will  be  glad,  I  know,"  she  said  wannly. 

"  Why  do  you  think  so.»  " 

"Why.?  Because  /  like  you!"  she  explained  with 
a  gay  little  laugh.  "  And  whoever  I  like  Mr.  Berkley 
must  like  if  he  and  I  are  to  remain  good  friends." 

The  Colonel's  .smile  was  wintry ;  the  sudden  anima- 
tion in  his  face  had  subsided. 
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""  I  should  like  to  know  him— if  he  will,"  he  said 
absently.     And  took  his  leave  of  Ailsa  Paige. 

Next  afternoon  he  came  again,  and  lingered,  though 
neither  he  nor  Ailsa  spoke  of  Berkley.  And  the  ne\t 
afternoon  he  reappeared,  and  sat  silent,  preoccupied, 
for  a  long  time,  in  the  peculiar  hushed  attitude  of 
a  man  who  listens.  But  the  door-bell  did  not  ring 
and  the  only  sound  in  the  house  was  from  Ailsa's 
piano,  where  she  sat  idling  through  the  sunny  after- 
noon. 

The  next  afternoon  he  said: 
"  Dees  lie  never  call  on  you  ?  " 
"Who?" 
Mr.  Berkley." 

I — asked  him,"  she  replied,  flushing  faintly. 
"  He  has  not  come,  then?  " 

"  Not  yet.     I  suppose — business " 

The  Colonel  said,  ponderously  careless:  "  I  imagine 
that  he  is  likely  to  come  in  the  late  afternoon — when  he 
docs  come.'* 

"  I  don't  know.     He  is  in  business." 
"  It   doesn't   keep   him   after   three   o'clock   at   his 
office." 

She  looked  up  surprised:  "  Doesn't  it?"  And  her 
eyes  asked  instinctively:  "  How  did  you  know?  "  But 
the  Colonel  sat  silent  again,  his  head  lowered  and  partly 
averted  as  though  to  turn  his  good  ear  toward  her. 
Clearly  his  mind  already  dwelt  on  other  matters,  she 
Mas  thinking;  but  she  was  mistaken. 

1 40 


f^.^^^m 


dlLSA    PAIGE 


"  When  he  comes,"  said  Colonel  Arran  slowly,  "  will 
you  have  the  kindness  to  say  to  him  that  ColonJl  Arran 
will  be  glad  to  renew  the  acquaintance?  " 

"Yes.  .  .  .  Perhaps  he  has  forgotten  the  street 
and  number.  I  might  write  to  him— to  remind  hini?  " 
Colonel  Arran  made  no  answer. 

She  wrote  that  night  : 
"Deae  Mk.  Berklky: 

"  I  am  in  my  own  house  now  and  am  very  contented 
—which  does  not  mean  that  I  did  not  adore  being  with 
Cclia  Craig  and  Estcourt  and  the  children. 

"  But  home  is  pleasant,  a.id  I  am  wondering  whether 
you  might  c.  to  see  the  home  of  which  I  have  so  often 
spoken  to  you  when  yoi,  used  to  come  over  to  Brooklyn 
to  see  me  [me  erased  and  ns  neatly  substituted  in  long, 
sweeping  characters]. 

"  I  have  been  doing  very  little  since  I  last  saw  you— 
it  is  not  sheer  idleness,  but  somehow  one  cannot  go'light- 
heartedly  to  diimers  and  concerts  and  theatres  in  times 
like  these,  when  traitors  are  trampling  the  flag  under 
foot,  and  when  thousands  and  thousands  of  young  men 
are  leaving  the  city  every  day  to  go  to  the\lefence  of 
our  distracted  country. 

"  I  saw  a  friend  the  other  day— a  Mrs.  Wells— and 
three  of  her  boys,  friends  of  n.ine,  have  gone  with  the 
7th,  and  she  is  so  nervous  and  excited  that  she  can 
scarcely  speak  ai)out  it.  So  many  men  I  know  have  gone 
or  are  going.  Stephen  was  here  yesterday,  wild  to  go 
with  the  3d  Zouaves,  but   I  promised  his  father  to  use 
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my  influence — and  he  is  too  young — although  it  is  very 
fine  and  chivalrous  of  him  to  wish  to  go. 

"  I  tliought  I  would  write  you  a  little  note,  to  remind 
you  that  I  am  at  home,  and  already  it  has  become  a 
letter.  Please  remember— when  you  think  of  it  at  all^ 
that  it  would  give  me  pleasure  to  receive  you. 

"  Sincerely  yours, 

"AiLsA  Paigk." 

Toward  the  end  of  the  week  she  received  a  heart- 
broken note  from  C'elia  Craig,  which  caused  her  to 
hasten  over  to  Brooklyn.  She  arrived  late;  the  streets 
were  continually  blocked  by  departing  troops,  and  the 
omnibus  took  a  circuitous  course  to  the  ferry,  going 
by  way  of  Fourth  Avenue  and  the  Bowery. 

"  Honey-bee !  O  Honey-bell !  "  whispered  her  sis- 
ter-in-law, taking  Ailsa  into  her  arms,  "  I  could  have 
behaved  myse'f  better  if  Curt  were  on  the  side  of  God 
and  Justice  .'—But  to  have  to  let  him  go  this  way— to 
know  the  awful  danger — to  know  he  is  going  against 
my  own  people,  my  own  home — against  God  and  the 
Right!  — O  Honey-bird!  Honey-bud!  And  the 
Charleston  Mercury  says  that  the  South  is  most  bitter 

against  the  Zouaves '* 

"Curt!    With  the  Zouaves!" 

"Oh  yes,  yes.  Honey-bee!  The  Third  Regiment. 
And  he — soiv.c  wicked  old  men  came  here  yesterday  and 
read  a  speech — right  befo'  me — here  in  this  ve'y  room — 
and  began  to  say  that  they  wished  him  to  be  colonel  of 
the  JJd  Zouaves,  and  that  the  Governor  wished  it  and — 
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other  fools!  And  I  rose  straight  up  fom  my  chair 
and  I  said,  'Curt!'  And  he  gave  me  one  look.  Oh, 
Honey-bud!  His  face  was  changed;  there  was  that 
•^ame  thing  in  it  that  I  saw  the  night  the  news  came 
about  Sumter!  And  he  said:  '  Gentlemen,  my  country 
educated  me;  now  it  honours  me.'  And  I  tried  to  speak 
Hgain  and  my  lips  were  stiff;  and  then  he  said:  'I  ac- 
cept the  command  you  offer '  " 

"  Oh,  C'elia  !  " 

"  Yes,  he  said  it,  darling!  I  stood  there,  frozen— 
in  a  corner  of  my  heart  I  had  been  afraid-such  a  long 
time!— but  to  have  it  come  real— this  terror!— to  have 
this  thing  take  my  husband— come  into  our  own  home 
befo'  I  knew— befo'  I  dreamed— and  take  Curt !— take 
— my— Curt !  " 

"  Where  is  he?  " 

"  With— them.    They  have  a  camp  near  Fort  Ham- 
ilton.    He  went  there  this  morning." 
"  When  is  he  coming  back  ?  " 

"I  don't  know.  Stephen  is  scaring  me  most  to 
death;  he  is  wild  to  go,  too.  And,  oh— do  you  believe 
it.?  Captain  Lent  has  gone  with  Curt  to  the' camp,  and 
Curt  means  to  recommend  him  for  his  major.  What 
a  regiment !— all  the  soldiers  are  mere  boys,  they 
say  — wilful,  reckless,  hair-brained  Imys  who  don't 
know— fflnV  know— where  they're  going.  .  .  .  And 
Curt  is  so  blind  without  his  glasses,  and  Captain  Lent 
IS  certainly  a  little  mad,  and  I'm  most  distracted 
myse'f " 

"  Darling — darling — don't  rrv  !  " 
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"  Cry?  Oh,  I  could  die,  Ailsa.  Yet,  I'm  Southern 
enough  to  c!iokc  back  cve'y  tear  and  let  them  go  with 
a  smile  if  they  had  to  go  fo'  God  and  the  Right !  But 
to  see  my  Curt  go  this  way— and  my  only  son  crazy 
to  join  him— Oh,  it  is  ha'd,  Honey-bee!  ve'v,  vc'v 
ha'd."  ■  ^ 

"  Dearest !  " 

"  O  Honey-bud  !     Honey-bud  !  " 

And  the  two  women  mourned,  uncomforted. 

Ailsa  remained  for  three  unhappy  day-^  in  Fort 
Greene  Place,  then  fled  to  her  own  house.  A  light, 
amusing  letter  from  Berkley  awaited  her.  It  was  so 
like  him,  gay,  cynical,  epigrammatic,  and  inconsequent, 
that  it  cheered  her.  Besides,  he  subscribed  himself  very 
obediently  hers,  but  on  re-examining  the  letter  she 
noticed  that  he  had  made  no  mention  of  coming  to  pay 
his  respects  to  her. 

So  she  lived  her  tranquil  life  for  another  week :  and 
Colonel  Arran  came  every  day  and  seemed  always  to  be 
waiting  for  something— always  listening— gray  face 
buried  in  his  stock.  And  at  the  week's  end  she  answered 
Berkley's  letter— although,  -n  it,  he  had  asked  no 
question. 

"Dear   Mr,  Berki-ev: 

"  Such  sad  news  from  the  Craigs.  Estcourt  has  ac- 
cepted the  command  of  one  of  the  new  zouave  regiments 
— the  3d,  in  camp  near  Fort  Hamilton.  But,  being  in 
his  office,  I  suppose  you  have  heard  all  about  it  from 
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Stephen.     I»oor  Coliu  Cruig!    It  is  peculiarly  (Ustressing 

ill  her  case :  all  her  sympathies  are  with  her  native  state, 

and  to  have  her  husband  go  under  such  unusually  tragic 

circumstances   seems  too  dreadful.      Celia  is  convinced 

that  he  will  never  return ;  she  reads  some  Southern  paper 

which   breathes   awful   threats   agjiinst    the  Zouaves   in 

particular.      Besides,   Stephen   is    perfectly   determined 

to  enlist  in   his   father's   regiment,  and   I  can   see  that 

they    can't    restrain    him    much    longer.      I    have    done 

my  best :   I   have  had  him  here  and  talked  to  him  and 

argued  with   him,  but  I   have  made  no  headway.      No 

appeal  moves  him;  he  says  that  the  land  will  need  every 

man    sooner   or  later,   and   that   the  quicker  he   begins 

the  sooner  he  will  learn  how  to  look  out  for  himself  in 

battle. 

"  The  regiment  is  almost  full :  to-day,  the  first  six 
companies   are  to  be  mustered   into  the  United   States 
service  for  three  years  or  for  the  war.     Captain  Barris 
of  the  regular  army  is  the  mustering  officer.     And  on 
their  (leparture  I  am  to  present  a  set  of  colours  to  the 
regiment.      It   is  to  be  quite  solemn.     I  have  already 
bought   the  lances,  and  they  are  beautiful;  the  spears 
are  silver  gilt,  the  rings  gilded,  too,  and  the  flags  are 
made  of  the  most  beautiful  silk  with  tassels  and  fringe 
of  gold   bullion.      There  arc  three  flags:  the  national 
colours,   the   state   flag,  and  a   purple   regimental   flag 
lettered  in  gold :' 3d  Regt.  N.  Y.  Zouaves,'  and  under 
it  their  motto : '  MuUorum  manibus  grande  lexatur  anus.' 
I  hope  it  is  good  Latin,  for  it  is  mine.      Is  it.!* 

"AlLSA    P.\ICE." 
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To  this  letter  he  made  no  reply,  and,  after  a  week, 
his  silence  hurt  her. 

One  afternoon  toward  the  middle  of  May  Stephen 
was  announced ;  and  with  a  sudden  sense  of  foreboding 
she  hastened  down  to  the  drawing-room. 
"  Oh!  "  she  cried.  "  Fou— Stephen !  " 
But  the  boy  in  his  zouave  uniform  was  beside  him- 
self with  excitement  and  pride,  and  he  embraced  her, 
laughing,  and  then  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the 
room  gesticulating. 

"I  couldn't  stand  it  any  longer,  and  they  let  me 
go.  I'm  sorry  for  mother,  but  look  at  other  men's 
mothers!  They're  calling  for  more  and  more  troops 
every  week !  I  knew  everybody  would  have  to  go,  and 
I'm  mighty  fortunate  to  get  into  father's  regiment— 
And  O  Ailsu!  It  is  a  fine  regiment!  We're  drilling 
every  minute,  and  now  that  we've  got  our  uniforms  it 

won't  be  long  before  our  orders  come " 

'  Stephen — does  your  mother " 

"  Mother  knows  I  can't  help  it.  I  do  love  her ;  she 
knows  that  perfectly  well.  But  men  have  got  to  settle 
this  thing " 

"  Two  hundred  thousand  arc  getting  ready  to  settle 
it !  Are  there  not  enough  without  you.?— your  mother's 
only  son " 

"Suppose  everybody  thought  that  way,  where 
would  our  army  be.''  " 

"  But  there  are  hundreds  of  regiments  forming  here 
—getting  ready,  drilling,  leaving  on  boats  and  trains 
every  day " 
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"  And  every  re^rjment  is  co.npo.secl  of  ,nen  cxoctly 
me!     They   g„   bemuse   the   Nation's   business   is 
overybocly's  business.     And  the  Nation's  business  conies 
first.     There's  no  use  talking  to  me,  Ailsa.     I've  had  it 
out  «,th  father.     He  saw  that  he  couhln't  prevent  me 
from  <lomg  what  he  has  done.     And  old  Lent  is  our 
"mjor!     Lord,  Ailsa,  ^hat  a  terrible  old  man  for  ,lis- 
cphne!     And   father  is-well   he  is  acting  as  though 
we  ought  to  behave  like  West  P<,inters.     They're  cruel- 
ly hard  on  skylarkers  and  guard  runners,  and  they're 
fairly  kicking  discipline  into  us.     But  I'm  wi'Ung     Vm 
ready  to  stand  anything  as  long  as  we  can  get  away'" 
He  was  talking  in  a  loud,  excited  voice,  pacing  rest- 
lessly to  and  fro,  pausing  at  intervals  to  confront  Ailsa 
where  she  sat,  limp  and  silent,  gazing  up  at  this  slender 
youth  in  his  short  blue  jacket  edged  with  many  bell- 
buttons,  blue  body  sash,  scarlet   zouave   trousers  and 
leather  gaiters. 

Presently  old  Jonas  shuffled  in  with  Madeira,  cakes, 
and  sandwiches,  and  Stephen  began  on  them  immedi- 
ately. 

"  I  came  over  so  you  could  see  me  in  my  uniform." 
he  explained;  "and  I'm  going  back  right  away  to  see 
•"Other  and  Paige  and  Marye  and  Camilla."  He 
paused,  san<lwich  suspended,  then  swallowed  what  he 
had  been  chewing  and  took  another  bite,  recklessly. 

"  I'm  very  fond  of  Camilla,"  he  said  condescend- 
'"gly.  "She's  very  nice  about  my  goi„g-the  only 
one  who  hasn't  snivelled.  I  tell  you,  Ailsa,  Camilla  I 
a  good  ueal  of  a  giil.   .   .   .  And  I've  promised  to  look 
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out  for  her  uncle— keep  an  eye  on  old  Lent,  vou  know, 
which  seems  to  comfort  her  a  good  deal  wlien  she  be- 
gins cr^'ing " 

"Oh  ...   I  thought  ('amilhi  didn't  crv." 

"  She  cries  a  little — now  and  then." 

"  About  her  uncle.''  " 

"  Certainlv." 

Ailsa  looked  down  at  her  ringless  fingers,  Witlmi 
the  week  she  had  laid  away  both  rings,  meaning  to  re- 
sume them  some  day. 

"  If  you  and  your  father  go,  your  office  will  be 
closed,  I  suppose." 

"  Oh,  no.     Farren  will  run  it." 

"  I  see.  .   .   .  An<l  Mr.  Berkley,  too,  I  suppose." 

Stephen  looked  up  from  his  bitten  seedcake. 

"Berkley.?     He  left  long  ago." 

"  Left— where.''  "  she  asked,  confused. 

"  Left  the  office.  It  couhln't  be  helped.  There  was 
nothing  for  him  to  do.  I  was  sorry— I'm  sorrier 
now " 

He  checked  himself,  iiesitated,  turned  his  troubled 
eye.s  on  Ailsa. 

"  I  did  like  hini  so  much." 

"  Don't  you  like  him— still.?  " 

*'  ^  **** — I  «'"•  I  tlon't  know  what  was  the  matter 
with  that  man.      He  went  all  to  pieces." 

"  W-what !  " 

"  Utterly.     Isn't  it  too  bad." 

She  sat  there  very  silent,  very  white.  Stephen  bit 
into  another  cake,  .angrily. 
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II .  the  company,  1„  i„p,...  h,  ,,i^_.. 
'•"  7"-'-'  '"•"■Sh  '■>  be  talked  about.  /„hio„.Je 

and  that  bttl.  a...  Arthur  VV^e.     THaV.  the  c  o.^™' 
.  hor,c-r„o,„«,  har.Mri„l,i„«,  l,„rd-«„„,b,i„«  ere." 

can  he  do  such  things " 

tool"  lr.'  "■'"?•-*'"■"  """'■'^  '•'*'"'•  I'""*  who- 

took  all  lho»e  de«,l  ,t„ck,  off  l,i»  ,,.nd».     „'.,„•,  i,  ^ 

it",  LIT  "■^^ '"' ""''- '"  «"■'  -  "■"^-  ■•" «- 

"  But  it  ended  him.   .  Dh    T  «,       /      ■     .  . 

I^e|^u,  A.l»a.     I  hate  like  thunder  to  ..e  hin.  tZ 
"  What  »ay !  " 

"  Oh    not  caring  for  an.vbody  or  anything.      He', 

never  .ober,     I  don't  mean  that  I  ever  .,„.•  hi™  other 

-o-he  doesn't  gc-t  drunk  like  an  ordinary  n,a„    he 

us,  turns  deathly  white  and  polite.    I've  ,net  hi™-an. 

h.»     r,end»-.evera,  ti„,es.     The.Vre  too  fast  a  str  n^ 

t  T*'  '"J  r     '*"'  '»"''  "  "  »>""»  'hat  a  „,an  lik! 
Bcrkle,  should  go  to  the  devil-.nd  for  no  reasl  j! 

"  Ves,"  she  said. 


When  Stephen,  .swinging  hi.s  crin,.son  fez  bv  the  tas- 
^^•1^  stooc,  read,  to  take  hi.s  leave,  she  put  'her  a  „. 
"round  his  neck  and  ki.ssed  him. 

After  he  departed   Colonel   Ai 
as  usual,  siJcnt,  listening. 


^rran   came,   and   sat. 
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AiUa  was  very  unimatctl;  she  told  him  ftbout  Stt- 
phcn*N  enlistment,  asked  scores  of  questions  about  mili- 
tary life,  the  chances  in  battle,  the  proportion  of  those 
who  went  through  war  unscathed. 

And  at  lerjglh  Colotiel  Arran  arose  to  take  his  di- 
parture;  and  she  had  not  told  what  was  hammering  for 
utterance  in  every  heart  beat;  she  did  not  know  how 
to  tell,  what  to  ask. 

Hat  in  hand  Colonel  Arran  bent  over  her  hot  little 
hand  where  it  lay  in  his  own. 

"  I  have  been  offered  the  colonelcy  j)f  a  volunteer 
regiment  now  forming,"  he  said  without  apparent  in- 
terest. 

"  You !  '• 

"  Cavalry,"  he  explained  wearily. 

"  But — you  have  not  accepted !  " 

He  gave  her  an  absent  glance.  "  Yes,  I  have  ac- 
cepted. .   .   .  I  nm  going  to  Washington  to-night." 

"  Oh !  "  she  breathed,  "  but  you  are  coming  back 
before — before " 

"  Yes,  child.  Cavalry  is  not  made  in  a  hurry.  I 
am  to  sec  General  Scott — perhaps  Mr.  Cameron  and 
the  President.  ...  If,  in  my  absence — "  he  hesitated, 
looked  down,  shook  his  head.  And  somehow  she  seemed 
to  know  that  what  he  had  not  said  coiuorned  Berkley. 

Neither  of  them  mentioned  him.  But  after  Coloiitl 
Arran  had  gone  she  went  slowly  to  her  room,  ^ut 
down  at  her  desk,  sat  there  a  long,  long  while  think- 
ing. But  it  was  after  midnight  before  she  wrote  to 
Berkley : 
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'*  Hhvc  V(.u  c|iiiti'  for^ottin  inc?  I  \ux\X'  had  to  swal- 
low «  littlf  orido  to  writf  you  uKain.  Hut  jKrlmps  I 
think  our  pkasant  friendship  worth  it. 

•*  Stiphtn  has  hetn  htri-.  Hi.  has  onlistrd  as  a  pri- 
vate in  his  fatlier's  re^inu-nt  of  /ouavt-s.  I  I.-arnrd  hv 
acrident  from  him  that  you  are  no  longer  associated  with 
Crai^  k  Son  in  business.  I  trust  this  means  at  least  a 
Fmrtial  reeovery  of  your  fortune.  If  it  d,Ks,  with  for- 
tune recovered  responsihihties  increase,  and  I  ch.mse  to 
Inliev..  that  it  is  tlie.  new  and  exacting  <hities  which 
have  prev.-nted  me  from  seeing  you  or  from  hearing 
frou)  you  for  more  than  three  weeks. 

'»  Hut  surely  you  could  find  a  moment  to  write  a  line 
to  a  friend  who  is  truly  your  very  sincere  well-wislur, 
iuu\  wh(,  would  be  the  first  to  express  her  pleasure  in  any 
good  fortune  which  might  concern  you. 

"AiLSA  Paiok." 
Two  days  passed,  and  !»er  answer  came: 

"  Ailsa  Paige,  dearest  ami  most  respected,  I  have  not 
forgotten  you  for  one  monunt.  And  I  have  tried  very 
hard. 

"God  knows  what  my  pen  is  trying  to  say  to  you, 
nnd  not  hurt  you,  and  yet  kill  utterly  in  you  the 'last 
kindly  and  charitable  memory  of  the  man  who  is  writing 
to  you. 

*•  Ailsa,  if  I  had  known  you  even  one  single  day  be- 
fore that  night  I  met  ymi,  you  would  have  ha.l  of  me, 
in  that  single  day,  all  that  a  man  dare  lay  at  the  feet 
of  the  truest  and  best  of  women. 
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But  on  that  night  I  came  to  you  a  man  utterly  and 
hopelesMly  ruincd-morally  dead  of  a  blow  dealt  me  an 
hour  before  I  sawr  you  for  the  fir.t  time. 

"  I  had  not  lived  un  orderly  life,  but  at  worst  it  was 
only  a  htH-dleH^  life.  I  had  Wn  a  fool,  but  not  a  damned 
one.  There  was  in  me  something  loftier  than  a  desire 
for  pleasure,  something  worthier  than  mattrial  ambition 
What  else  lay  latent-if  anything-I  may  only  surmise. 
It  is  all  diad. 

"  The  blow  dealt  me  that  evening-an  hour  iH-fore  I 
first  la.d  eyes  on  you-utterly  changed  me;  and  if  there 
was  anythmg  spiritual  in  my  character  it  died  then 
And  left  what  you  had  a  glimpse  of-just  a  man,  pagan] 
matenal,  unmoral,  unsafe ;  unn.oved  by  anything  except 
by  what  ai)peals  to  the  material  senses. 

"  Is  that  the  kind  of  uuin  you  suppose  me?  That  is 
the  man  I  am.  And  you  knou^  it  now.  And  you  know, 
now  what  it  was  in  me  that  left  you  perplexed,  silent, 
troubled,  not  comprehending-why  it  was  you  would  not 
dance  w.th  me  again,  nor  suffer  my  touch,  nor  endure 
nie  too  near  you. 

"  It  was  the  less  noble  in  me— all  that  the  blow  had 
not  killed— only  a  lesser  part  of  a  finer  and  perfect  pas- 
sion that  might  perhaps  Imve  moved  you  to  noble  re- 
sponse in  time. 

"  HecHUse  I  should  have  given  you  all  at  the  first 
nieetmg;  I  could  no  more  have  helped  it  than  I  could 
have  silenced  ,ny  heart  and  livt^l.  But  what  was  left  to 
give  could  awake  in  you  no  echo,  no  response,  no  compre- 
hension.    In  plainer,  uglier  words,  I  meant  to  make  you 

152 


>v<> 


AIISA   P.ttCE 

I.HI  .Wro  ...„|«  „„.  1,„,   ,|,r.,„«l,  I,.,,..,.,,,,  ..,,..„,  ,^ 
"n^ht  lose  our  noiiN  to^rtlur. 

"  '^"d  ""«^  .vou  will  ,u  v.r  writ,   to  mr  a^jn." 

All  the  Hftemoon  si.,  hn.t  at  '  ..  .K.k,  ,„„•,«  ov.r 
-  letter      I,    h,,  fH«,t..„.|  ,.    .  ■ ,  ..  kn. «  that  .o„:..- 
«'''"ff  w,  Inn  her,  not  spirit.r.;.  L  ,-  . ,...,,,,,,, .    ,„„.,,,^^ 

nearno.,,,,  of  Ikt  oonsc-iou.  .u|,n.  ;;<.,    A-     ,. 

Co..l.Jtl.isbcshe~|.....,f-w.,.: ..t  ,,,.„,,, 

s.ntten..nls--tl.iste I-  :-.....    tn..„nlous 

-.ure    .tannK.,rv..v.lattl.    -,.rin.   ...s  «,.i.,. 
cutlH.     OP     vcrasunclcWroM,  tln.s.sdt-o„tla....|„..„, 
Uhs  tins  l.ttcr  still  „nln.n,nl.      IF  ,' sl.o  not  Iut  fill 
of  Its  brutality,  its  Hickt.ln.ss? 

Kut  she  was  verv  tire.l,  and  she  lai.l  her  arms  „n 
1-  c  csk  and  her  hea.l  between  then..      And  against  her 
Lot  face  she  felt  the  «h,1  letter-paper. 

All  that  she  had  .Irean.ed  and  fanned  nn.l  believed 
and  cared  for  in  n.an  passed  dully  through  her  nund. 
IliT  own  asp.rations  toward  id.-al  won.anhood  followe.l 
--v..sa,ns  of  lofty  desire,  high  ideals,  i.u.oeent  passions, 
the^  happiness    of   renunciation,    the   glory    of   forgive- 

She  sat  erect,  breathing  unevenly ;  then  her  eyes  Ml 
on  the  Mter,  and  she  covered  it  w,th  her  hands,  ,s  hands 
coyer  the  shame  on  a  stricken  face.  An.l  after  a  long 
time  her  hps  moved,  repeating: 
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ncss- 


Tho  glory  of  forgiveness— the  glory  of  forgive 


Her  heart   wwis  heating  very  hard  ancl   fast  as  her 
thoughts  ran  on. 

To      forgive-help      hin.-teach      truth-nobler 


ideals " 


til 


She  coul.l  not  rest;  sleep,  if  it  really  came,  was  a 
ghostly  thing  that  mocked  her.  And  all  the  next  day 
.she  roamed  about  the  house,  haunted  «ith  the  conscious- 
ness of  where  his  letter  lay  locke<l  in  her  desk.  And 
tl'at  day  she  would  not  read  it  again;  but  the  next  day 

•she  read  it.     And  the  ne.xt. 

And  if  it  were  her  desire  to  see  him  once  again  be- 
fore all  ended  irrevocably  for  ever-„r  if  it  was  what 

ber  heart  was  striving  to  tell  her,  that  he  was  in  need 

of  aid  against  himself,  she  could  not  tell.    But  she  wrote 

him : 


.3^        .: 


"  It  is  not  you  who  have  written  this  injury  for  my 
eyes  to  read,  but  another  man,  den.oralised  by  the  world's 
cruelty-not  knowing  what  he  is  saying-hurt  to  the 
soul,  not  n,ortally.  When  he  recovers  be  will  be  you. 
And  this  letter  is  my  forgiveness." 

Berkley  received  it  when  he  was  not  particularly 
sober;  and  lighting  the  end  of  it  at  a  candle  let  it  burn 
untd  the  last  ashes  scorched  his  fingers. 

"  Burgess,"  he  said,  "  di.l  you  ever  notice  how  hard 
It  IS  for  the  frailer  things   to  die?     Those  wild  doves 
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.0  u,c,l  to  shoot  in  Georgia- .,vGo<l!i,,„„kq„„i,,,,„t 
to  kill  them  clean." 
"  Yes,  sir?  " 

"  KxHctly.     Then,  that   heing  the  case,   you   „,av 
g.vo   „.e  a   particulHHv    vi^^orou.s   shampoo.     Bocause', 
Burgess,  I  woo  my  volatile  gochless  to-night-the  God- 
dess Chance,  Burgess,  whose  wanton  an.l  naughty  oves 
never  m.ss  the  fall  of  a  canl.     And  I  desire  that  dl  my 
senses  work  like  lightning,  Burgess,  because  it  is  a  fast 
con.pany  and  a  faster  game,  and  that's  why  I  want  an 
unusually  muscular  shampoo !  " 
"  Yes,  sir.     Poker,  sir?  " 

"  I-'^h-beheve  so,"  said  Berkley,  lying  hack  in 
h.  cha.r  and  closing  his  eyes.  "  Go  ahea<l  and  rub  hell 
into  me-if  I'll  hold  any  more." 

The  pallor,  the  shadows  under  eyes  and  cheeks, 
the  nervous  h„cs  at  the  corners  of  the  nose,  had  almost 
chsappeared  when  Burgess  finished.  And  when  h,.  stood 
-  his  evening  clothes  pulling  a  rose-bud  stem  through 
the  button-hole  of  his  lapel,  he  seemed  very  fresh  and 
young  and  graceful  in  the  gas-light. 

"Am   I  very  fine.  Burgess?     Because  I  go  whore 
vouth  and  beauty  chase  the  shining  hours  with  flying 
feet      Oh  yes.  Burgess,  the  fair  and  frail  will  be  preset 
also  the  dashing  and  self-satisfied.    And  we'll  try  to  make 
.t  agreeable  all  around,  won't  we?  .   .   .  And  don't  smoke 
alt  my  most  expensive  cigars.  Burgess.     I  uu.y  want  one 
when  I  return.     I  hate  to  ask  too  much  of  you,  but  you 
won  t  mind  leaving  one  swallow  „f  brandy  in  that  de- 
canter, will  you?    Thanks.     Good  night.  Burgess." 
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"  Thank  }fou,  sir.     Good  night,  sir.' 
As  he  WHiked  out  into  the  evening  «ir  he  ,wuni.  hi- 
cane  in  ghttoring  circlos. 

"  Nevertheless,"  he  said  under  his  breath,  "  she'd 
bettor  Ik.  careful.  If  she  writes  again  I  n.ight  lo«e  ...v 
Lead  and  go  to  her.  Vou  can  never  tell  HlK>ut  some 
-n ;  and  the  road  to  hell  is  a  lonely  one-damned 
onelv.  Better  let  a  n.an  travel  it  like  a  gentlen.an  if 
1.0  can.  It  s  .nore  dignified  than  sliding  into  it  on  your 
back,  clutching  a  handful  of  lace  petticoat  " 

He  added:  "There's   only   one   hell;   and   it'«  heU. 
perhaps,  because  there  are  no  women  there." 


CHAPTER    VIII 

Bi5.KT.EY,  hollow-eyed,  ghasUy  white,  but  smilinir, 
glanced  at  the  clock. 

"  Only  one  more  hand  after  this,"  he  said.     "  I  open 
it  for  the  limit." 

"  All  in."  .said  Cortlandt   briefly.     "  What  are  vou 
going  to  do  now.?" 

"Scindere  glaciemr  observed   Berkley,  "you   may 
give    me    three    cards,    Cortlandt."       He    took     them 
«ranned   his  hand,  to.s.sed   the  di.scards   into  the  centre' 
of  the  tah.e,  and  M  ten  dollar^.     Through  the  tobacco 
smoke  druung  in  level  bands,  the  crystal  chandeliers  in 
(ortlandt'«    hou.se  glinm.ered    murkily;   the  cigar    ha/e 
oven  stretched  away  into  the  farther  room,  where,  under 
l.r.lhantly  lighted  .side  brackets,  a  ymmg  «irl  sat  play- 
mg  at   the  piano,  a  glass  of  ch.unpagne,  ^one  Hat,  at 
her  dm,ple,l  elbow.     Another  ^irl,  in  a  shrimp-pink  even- 
'  .g  gown,  one  silken  knee  drooping  over  the  other,  lay 
half  buried  among  the  cushions,  sinking  the  air  which 
the  player  at  the  piano  picked  out  by  ear.     A  third  girl 
velvet-eyed  and  dark  of  hair,  listened  pensively,  turning 
the  genjs  on  her  fingers. 

The  pretty  musician  at   th.'  piano  was  playing  an 
old  song,  once  much  admire,}   by  the  sentimenial ;   the 
singer,   rechnmg   amid   her  cushions,   .sang   the    word, 
absently :  * 
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"n'hy  did  I  ijive  my  heart  a  way- 
Give  it  MO  lujhihf,  f,irr  it  to  pay 
For  a  plmmnt  dream  „„  „  ^iimmrr'.,  day? 

"Why  did  I  .jireY     /  do  not  hinw. 
Surely  the  p,i.<,.<,i„g  y,.„r^  ,,,,yy  ^f^^^^, 

''Why  did  I  f,i,r  my  Inrr  airay— 
(iirr  it  in  April,  yire  it  in  Slatf, 
For  a  young  man.  .mile  on  a  summer',  day? 

"Whydid  I  lorey  r  don,^  hunr. 
Perhaps  the  pa.simj  years  uHl  show. 

"Why  did  I  yire  my  soul  awai/~ 
dire  It  MO  yaily.  ,,iee  it  to  jxiy 
For  a  si,jh  and  a  ki.H.H  on  a  summerS  day? 

"Perhaps  the  passing  years  may  sfiow; 
My  heart  and  /.  ur  do  not  hww." 

She  broke  off  short,  swung  on  tJ.e  revolving  chair, 

"Last  jack,  Miss  Carew,"  said  Berkley,  "I'm 
op.rung  it  for  the  li„,it.  Give  me  one  roun.l\.f  fi.ed 
anununition,  Arthur." 

;  There's  „„  use  clrawing,"  observed  another  man, 

iHj.ng  down  his  han.i,  "  Berkley  cleans  us  up  «,  usual  " 

He    WHS    nght:    everything    uent    to    Berkley,    as 

usual,    who    laughed   and    turned    a   dissipated    face    to 

(.  asson. 

'•  Cohl  (leeks?  "  he  suggested  politely.      "  Vour  re- 
venge at  your  convenience.  Jack.*' 
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asM>n  .loclinc.l.  (urtlan.lt,  i„  his  brilliant  .ouavo 
u.nforn.,  stood  up  a.ul  strotclu.,!  his  arn.s  „nt,|  the 
scarlet  chevrons  on  the  blue  sk-ews  HrinkK.l  into 
ja^'Ki'd  lightning. 

"It's  boon  vorv  kin.i  of  vou  all  to  como  to  n.y  last 
K«>o<  -l>v.  partv,'  "  ho  vawno.l,  lookin,,  .,..,„■,,.  a'rou.ul 
Inin  through  tho  snioko  at  his  bolongings. 

For  a  wook  h.-  had  boon  pvin^.  ..  "  ^.,o.|-bvo  party  " 
^erv^ove^mg  in  his  han<lson.o  hou.o  on  TH;.ntv-ti;ird 
Mroot.  i  ho  four  n.on  an<l  tho  throo  voung  girl "  in  the 
other  room  were  the  resi.lue  of  this  partv,  which  «as  to 
i)e  tho  last. 

Arthur  Wvi,  .p„ri„g  ,|,e  l,r,.,„i.„e«   u„ifor,„,  r«l 

s...o.lh™v.lv  .n-C,  „  o„l„»»us  ,„  ,,,„e  „„,,  vdl„, 

^  ou  have,  the  dovil-s  h„.k.  Bc.rklcv."  l',.  «,.;.,  .Uh- 
out  bitterness. 
"  I  need  it." 

"  So  V..U  do,  poor  old  boy.      But-God!  vou  play 
like  a  professional."  "         *     ^ 

Wye  yawned,  thrust  his  strong,  thin  hands  into  his 
trousers  pockets,  an,l  looked  stupidly  at  the  ool.hng 

I    H-.«h   to  heaven    they'd   start   our  battorv,"   he 
«a.d  vacantly.      "  r„,  that  sick  of  Han.ilton  '  "    ' 

Casson    grumbled    again,    settling    hi.    debts    with 
«erklov. 

-  Kverybody   has   the  .lovil's   own    luck   except    the 
poor  God-forsaken   cavalry.      Billy  (urtlandt  goes  to- 
".orrow,  your  battery  i.s  under  orders,  but  nobody  cares 
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what  happens  to  the  cavalry.     And  they're  the  eyes 
and  cars  of  an  army " 

^     "They're  the  heels  and  tail  of  it."  observed  Berkley 
and  the  artillery  is  the  rump." 
"  Shut  up,  you  sneering  civilian !  " 
"  Tm  shutting  up~shop-unless  anybo<ly  cares  to 
try  one  last  cold  han.l-"     He  caught  the  eye  of  the 
S^r\  at  the  p.ano  and  smiled  palli.Hy.    "  •  q^ui  non  mar- 
«/««  pectora  cogU,  auri  sacra  fames!  '     Also   I  have 
them  all  scared  to  .leath,  Miss  ('«re«-the  volunteer 
army  of  our  country  is  taking  water." 

"  It  <loesn't  taste  like  water,"  said  the  pretty  singer 
on  the  sofa,  stretching  out  her  bubbling  glass,  "  try  it 
yourself,  Mr.  Berkley."  ^ 

The^  „.,„t  toward  the  music  roon, ;  Cortlanclt  seated 
himself    m   top  of  the  piano.     He  looke<l   rather  odd 
here  a    h.s  zouave  jacket,  red  trousers,  white-gaitered 
legs  huii^nng.  * 

'Oh  the  Zou-zou-zou! 
Oh  the  Zou-zou-zim! 
Oh  the  boys  of  the  bully  Zomve^l" 

he  hummed  ,w.,,ging  his  legs  vigorously.  "  Ladies  an.l 
gentlemen,  it's  all  over  but  the  sho,>ting.  Arthur  I 
SHW  your  battery  horses:  they  In^iong  in  a  glue  factory. 
How  are  you  going  to  save  your  guns  when  the  robs 
conie  after  you.^  " 

replied^  V\yc,  yawnuig  again.     Then,  rising: 

"  I've   g„t    to  got   back    to   that   cursed    fort       I'll 
escort  anybody  wiio'll  let  me." 
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One  more  glass,  then,"  said  rortIan.lt.     -Berkley, 
fill   the  parting  cup!     Ladies  of  the  Canterhury.  fair 
^ha^crs  of  our  hospitahty  who  have  l.ft  the  triumphs 
of  the  drama  to  cheer  the  unfortunate  sol.lier  on   hi, 
war-«ard   way,    I    raise    ,„y   ^,,,,,    ,„.,   ,,^.  ,;^    ^^   ^^^^,^ 
lcrps.chorean  tc.  which,  erstwhile,  was  pointe,!  skyward 
a"n.l  the  thun.ler  of  metropolitan  plaudits,  and  which 
"ow  demurely  taps  „,y   flattere.l  carpet.      (Jentlemen- 
«old.ers  and  civilians-I   give  y„u   three   toasts!      Miss 
Cnrew     Miss    Ly,.den,    Miss    Trent!      Long   may    they 
dunce !     Hurrah ! "  "         .  / 

"Get  on  the  table,"  said  Ca.sson  ami<l  the  cheering, 
and  chmbed  up,  spurs  jingling,  glass  on  high. 

''  Will  it  hold  us  all.'  "  inquire*!  Lettv  Lvnden,  giv- 
-ng  her  hands  to  Herkley,  who  shrugged  and' swung  her 
up  hes.de  hi„,.  ..  Hurrah  for  the  Zouaves !  "  she  cried  • 
"Hurrah  for  Hilly  Corthuult  !-0h,  somebody  spilled 
champagne  all  over  me!*' 

"  Hurrah  for  the  artillery!"  shouted  Arthur  Wye 
vigorously  cheering  himself  and  waving  his  glass,  to  ihe 
terror  of  lone  Carew,  who  atten.pted  to  dodge  the 
sparkling  rain  in  vain. 

"  Arthur,  you  look  like  a  troop  of  trained  nuce,"  ob- 
served Berkley  gravely.  "  Has  anybody  a  toy  cannon 
and  a  httle  flag.'  " 

Wye  descended  with  a  hop,  sprang  astride  a  chair, 
and  clattered  around  the  room,  imitating  his  drill- 
master. 

"  Attention  !  By  the  right  of  lotteries,  break  into 
sections,    trot.      Mar-r-rch!     Attentiun-n-n !     By    sec- 
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if 


tion   from  the  right  of  battcric.-front   into  column. 
Mar-r-rch !  " 

"By   section    from   the   right,    front    into   column, 
nmrch!"  ropeate.1  Cortlan.lt,  juu.ping  down  from  the 
tahh'  an.l  seizing  another  chair.     •'  Kv.rvho.lv  mount  a 
H.air!"  he  sh.,ute.l.     "This  is  the  la.i  artillery  .IriU 
oftheseaMm.     Line  up  there,  Letty!     It  won't   hurt 
ymar    gown.      Uerkley'll    g.t     vou    another,    anyway! 
P^ow,  la.hes  and  gentlen.en,  sit  finnly  in  y.,ur  sad.lles. 
Ca.ss.,ns  to  the  rear-.narch !     Caisson.,  left  ahout- 
pieces  forward— march  !  " 

Wye's   chair   huckle.l   an.l    he    came    .lown    with    a 
«phntenng  .rash;  Cas..on  gallope.l  ma.lly  uhout,  pro- 
tcndmg  his  chair  ha.l  become  unu.anageable.     It,  also 
ultnnately  collapse.l,  landed  hi.n  Hat  on  his  back,  whence' 
.0  sur>eye.|  the  exorcises  of  the  haute  ccole  in  which 
three   flushe.l   an.l   laughing   young  girls    followe.l   the 
«iashn,g    lead    of    Cortlan.lt,    while    Berkley    pUye.l    a 
cavalry  canter  on  the  piano  with  one  hanJ  .    d  waved 
lus  cigar  m  the  other. 

Later,  breathless,  they  touche.l  glasses  to  the  .lepart- 
."g  yolunteers,  to  each  other,  to  the  la.lies  ('•  Go.l  bless 
then.!  Hear!  He-ah!"),  to  the  war,  to  every  re«i- 
"-.t  go.ng,  to  each  separate  battery  horse  and  mule 
".  Arthur  s  .>ecti.,n.     An.l  then  began  on  the  guns. 

I    prophesy    a    ,,uick    reunion!"    sai.l    Berkley 
Here  s  to  it!     Full  glasses  !  " 
"Speech:      Speech-vou      ni.nbK-witted.      lin.ber- 
I'^fgcl  pr,.ph.t  !  '•  roare.1  John  Ca.son,  throwing  a  p.ck 
of  cards  at  Berklcv.      "  Head  the  cards  for  usf" 
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Berkley  very  Krac.fullv  caught  «  handful,  an.l  ««rt. 
uig  tJani,  begun  improjnptu: 

"  Dianiontl.s  for  you, 
Littlf  Mi.H.s  Carew, 
Stninjt  in  a  n.w. 
Tie*!  in  a  Imiw — 
What  would  y«»u  (io 
If  thfv  canio  true? 

"What  ran  it  Ih*? 
Iliuri.'>:  for  Mis.,  L,.tty— 
Swei'theartji  and  b#'ai!x, 
Monarchs  in  rows. 
Knaves  on  their  knees — 
('ho«ise  among  th«-»e! 

'Thibs  now.  I  seel 
Ace!  for  Miss  Hetty— 
(hihnian  and  swell. 
Soldier  as  wt-ll. 
^es.  he's  all  three; 
W'ho  can  he  be  ? 

"lone.  l)e  kind 
To  monarch  and  knave. 
But  make  up  your  mind 
To  make  Vm  behave. 
And  when  a  man  finds  !/<>« 
The  nicest  he's  met,  In- 
Is  likely  to  marry  you, 
I-etly  an<l  Hetty!" 

Tremendous  duerin^.  ^.reete.l  these  sentiments- 
three  more  cheers  were  proposed  and  given  for  the' 
Canterbury. 
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"  florilf        of        thl'        \for       „-* 

uraina-r-r—       obHcrvc.1    ('tt«,on     l.a/ilv~"  !•„. 
NohcMlv  sotined  to  hoar  him 

the  l,i„,l  |,.„,!    s»~„o!    r„  l„.,,l  •„.         ''  "  ' 

into  n  carna/^fp.  *'«.iii 

"  You  ™,,,..  to  the  fort  with  ,„.,"  ho  »,.i,|,     "  Thafll 
sober  you.     I  «leep  near  the  „,.««„„,  ••  '" 

but  h""""'  '""  '■"''"■'  •'""•"""•^  '""'"-'  ■'"-'  "Lite, 
bu    he  w«.  „«,tor  of  hi„«elf.  e.reful  of  hi,  equilibrium 
and  verj-  pohtc  to  evervbod.v.  '""riuni, 

"You-re-hic!-kiliin-  Vour-elf."  »„;,,  ,„,„„„,|, 
balannng  h,„„elf  curcfull,-  in  the  doorway 

"  Mon-t  put  it  that  way,"  protested  BerUey.  "  I',,, 
'r..J«  to  ,n.ke  fast  tin,e.  thaf,  „„.      r„,  in  «' h,  J;," 

;;.ou.e.,,hi,r,  Th:;!!;;ieJr::r.  :::■;:: 

Mr'.T't-"'"";-:'™"'-  ^•""i-'-b": 
u.., ;:  ind'  f-hie: '":;- "----•'  '^""  - 

nic.     of   man    you    are.      B-b'lieve 
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Ho  .l,«l  .  fow  more  .™l,li„g  ,„„.  .„„,,  ,,,,  , 

f>et,  iT({«r<l„|  t|,„„  ,i,|,  ,„rpr|„  "  "*" 

"Whose?"  ho  inquiml  naively. 
"  Vour-."  .,,1,1  Berkley  re«,.,lri„Klv.     •■  Thev  .lon't 

__     "  Put  V,.,  ,„  ,H,,, "  ».;,,  ,,„„,.„,„  ,„  ,,  ^, 

_^^No    bu.,„e..    ..„„.,„.„^    .^„„„,,    ,_^^    ^|.     ^,^^    ^^ 

So  Berkley  e»rorte.l  Cortl,,,.!,   ,„  be.l.  l,„we,|  |,i™ 
c'tS  ■"'" '■'"°"'"- ""''*•■-''-'''■<■  K- «..  t 

Rolurninp,    he    notice,!    the    »tr«KKling    retreat    of 

o.v»ry    „„,     „,„„ery fonelly^MoH J      u,e 

..nder.„«   l..ek    to   the   other    r«„„   i„   ,..„„,,    ..f,;; 
M.  he  lK™„,e  ».„re  of  Letty  I,v„,,e„.  ,eate.l  .t   the 

Hor  ,|i„,.  H„l,li.h  l,«ly  |„y  p„rt,     ,,„„  , 
hor  ehee     ..,  p,„„..„,  „„  „„,  „„„.„,^„„,  ;  *• 

finder,  „,  wh.eh  l„y  ,oo«ely  „r„„„„  ,he  ,,.„.,„  „Z 
8tcm  of  a  wine-glass.  "^ 

w.,"'"'  ^'^  ""'"'""  '"  ""'"■''■      '*"'•  '"»    "■"t  »he 

So  he  roamed  „lH,„t.  h„„t,n«  for  ,o,nethi„^-  or  other 
-he  forgot  wh.t-„„ti|  he  foun.l  it  .,.,  her  „,a„t  I 
HavHR  found  ,t,  he  f.„^„,  ..,,„,  ,,^.  ,,^,,,_^,  .,  » 

.•n.pp,„K  ,t  around  hi.  .Moulders,  ,at  do.n  on  the  ,„f." 
vory  .dent,   very   white,  but   phy.ieally  „,..,,,  „tZ 
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demoralisation   that   slmrpcned   tlic  shadows   under  his 
cheek-boms  and  eves. 

"I  guess,"  he  said  gravely  to  himself,  "that  I'd 
better  become  a  gf.mbler.  It's— a— very,  ve— ry  good 
'fession— no,"  lie  added  cautiously,  "  /^tr— fession— " 
and  stopped  short,  vexed  with  his  difficulties  of  enuncia- 
tion. 

He  tried  several  polysyllables;  they  went  better. 
Then  he  became  aware  of  the  mantilla  on  his  shoulders. 

"  Some  time  or  other,"  he  said  to  himself  with  pre- 
cision, "  that  little  dancer  girl  ought  to  go  home." 
He  rose  steadily,  walked  to  the  table : 
"  Listen  to  me,  you  funny  little  thing,"  he  said. 
No  answer. 

The  childlike  curve  of  the  cheek  was  flushed;  the 
velvet-fringed  lids  lay  close.  For  a  moment  he  listened 
to  the  quiet  breathing,  then  touched  her  arm  lightly. 

The  girl  stirred,  lifted  her  head,  straightened  up, 
withdrawing  her  fingers  from  the  wine-glass. 

"Everybody's  gone  home,"  he  said.  "Do  you 
want  to  stay  here  all  night?  " 

She  rose,  rubbing  her  eyes  with  the  backs  of  her 
hands,  s;.  .  the  mantilla  he  was  holding,  suffered  him  to 
drop  it  on  her  shoulders,  standing  there  sleepy  and 
acquiescent.     Then  she  yawned. 

"  -^re  you  going  with  me,  Mr.  Berkley.'  " 
"  I'll— yes.      I'll  see  you  safe." 

She  yawned  again,  laid  a  small  hand  on  his  arm,  and 
together  they  descended  the  stairs,  opened  the  front 
door,    and    went    out    into    Twenty-third    Street.     He 
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scarcely  expected  to  find  a  hack  at  tliat  hour,  but  there 
was  one ;  and  it  drove  tlieni  to  licr  lod^nngs  on  Fourth 
Avenue,  near  Thirteenth  Street.  Spite  of  her  paint 
and  powder  she  seemed  very  younrr  and  very  tired  as 
she  stood  by  the  open  door,  looking  drearily  at  the 
gray  pallor  over  the  roofs  opposite,  where  day  was 
breaking. 

"  Will  you— come  in  ?  " 

He  had  prepared  to  take  his  leave ;  he  hesitated. 

"  I  think  I  will,"  he  said.  "  I'd  like  to  see  you 
with  your  face  washed." 

Her  room  was  small,  very  plain,  very  neat.  On  the 
bed  lay  folded  a  white  night  gown;  a  pair  of  knitted 
pink  slippers  stood  close  together  on  the  floor  beside  it. 
There  was  a  cheap  curtain  across  the  alcove ;  she  drew 
it,  turned,  looked  at  him;  and  slowly  her  oval  face 
crimsoned. 

"  You  needn't  wash  your  face,"  he  said  very  gently. 

She  crept  into  the  depths  of  a  big  arm-chair  and  lay 
back  watching  him  with  inscrutable  eyes. 

He  did  not  disturb  her  for  a  while.  After  a  few 
moments  he  got  up  and  walked  slowly  about,  examining 
the  few  inexpensive  ornaments  on  Mall  and  mantel; 
turned  over  the  pages  of  an  album,  glanced  at  a  news- 
paper beside  it,  then  came  back  and  stood  beside  her 
chair. 

"Letty.?" 

She  opened  her  eyes. 

"  I  suppose  that  this  isn't  the— first  time." 
"  No." 
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"  It's  not  far  from  it,  though."     She  was  silent,  but 
her  ejes  dropped. 

He  sat  down  on  the  padded  arm  of  the  chair. 
"Do  you  know  how  much  money  I've  made  this 
week.?"  he  said  gaily. 

She  looked  up  at  him,  surprised,  and  shook  her 
head;  but  her  velvet  eyes  grew  wide  when  he  told 
her. 

"I  won  it  fairly,"  he  said.     «  An-l  I'm  going  to 
stake  it  all  on  one  last  bet." 
"On — what?" 

"  On— you.     Now,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  you 
funny  little  thing.?  " 

"How— do  you  mean,  Mr.  Berkley.?"     He  looked 
down  into  the  eyes  of  a  hurt  child. 

"  It  goes  into  the  bank  in  your  name-if  you  say 


>» 


so. 

"For — what.?" 

"I  don't  know,"  he  said  serenely,  "  but  I  am  betting 
It  will  ^o  for  rent,  and  board,  and  things  a  girl  needs- 
whenshe  has  no  man  to  ask  them  of-and  nothing  to 
pay  for  them.*'  ^ 

"  You  mean  no  man— excepting— you .?  " 
^  J' No,"  he  said   wearily,   "  I'm  not   trying  to  buy 

She  crimsoned.  "I  thought-then  why  do 
you -" 

"Why.?  Good  God,  child!  /  don't  know!  How 
do  I  know  why  I  do  anything.?  I've  enough  left  for  mv 
journey.     Take  this  and  try  to  behave  yourself  if  you 
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can— in  the  Canterbury  and  out  of  it!  .  .  .  Anil  buy 
a  new  lock  for  that  door  of  yours.     Good  nioht." 

She  sprang  up  and  laid  a  detaining  luuid  on  hi, 
sleeve  as  he  reached  the  hallway. 

"  Mr.  Berkley  f     I— I  can't " 

He  said,  smiling:  "My  manners  are  really  better 
than  that " 

"  I  didn't  mean " 

"  You  ought  to.  Don't  let  any  man  Lxke  his  leave 
in  such  a  manner.  Men  belieye  a  woman  to  be  what 
she  thmks  she  is.  Think  well  of  yourself.  And  go  to 
bed.  I  never  saw  such  a  sleepy  youngster  in  my  life  ! 
Good  night,  you  funny,  sleepy  little  thing." 

"  Mr.  Berkley— I  can't  take— accept " 

"  Oh,  listen  to  her!  "  he  said,  disgusted.  "  Can't  I 
make  a  bet  with  my  own  money  if  I  want  to.?  I  am 
bcttmg;  and  you  are  holding  the  stakes.  It  depends 
on  how  you  use  them  whether  I  win  or  lose." 

"I  don't  understand— I  don't,  truly,"  she  stam- 
mered; "  d-do  you  wish  me  to— leave— the  Canterbury.? 
Do  you — rehat  is  it  you  wish.?  " 

"  You  know  better  than   I  do.     I'm   not   advising 
you.     Where  is  your  home  ?     Why  don't  you  go  there  ? 
You  have  one  somewhere,  I  suppose,  haven't  you?  " 
"  Y-yes  ;  I  had." 
"  Well — where  is  it  ?  " 
"  In  Philadelphia." 

II  Couldn't  you  stand  it.?  "  he  inquired  with  a  sneer. 
"  No."     She  covered  her  faoe  with  h«r  hands. 
"Trouble.?" 
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"  V-ycs." 
"Man?" 
"  Y  y  yes." 

"  Won't  they  take  you  back?  " 

"  I — haven't  written." 

"Write.     Home     s   no  stupider  than   the  Canter- 
bury.    Will  you  write?" 

She  nodded,  hiding  lier  face. 

"Then— /Aflr«  settled.  Meanwhile—"  he  took 
both  her  wrists  and  drew  away  her  clinging  hands  : 

"  I'd  rather  like  to  win  this  bet  because- the  odds 
are  all  against  me."  He  smilc.l.  letting  lier  hands 
swing  back  and  hang  inert  at  her  sides. 

But  she  only  closed  her  eyes  and  shook  her  head, 
standing  there,  slim  and  tear-stained  in  her  ruffled, 
winc-staincd  dinner  dress.  And,  watching  her,  he  re- 
treated, one  step  after  another,  slowly:  and  slowly 
closed  the  door,  and  went  out  into  the  dawn,  weary, 
h.iggard,  the  taste  of  life  bitter  in  his  mouth. 

"  What  a  spectacle,"  he  sneered,  referring  to  him- 
self, "the  vicious  god  from  the  machine!     Chorus  of 

seraphim.     Apotheosis  of  little  Miss  Turveydrop " 

He  swayed  a  trifle  as  he  walked,  but  it  was  not  from 
the  wine. 

A  policeman  Qycd  him  unf  ivourably. 

"  No,"  said  Berkley,  "  I'm  not  drunk.  You  think 
I  am.  But  I'm  not.  And  I'm  too  tired  to  tell  you 
how  I  left  niy  happy,  happy  home." 

In  the  rosy  gray  of  the  dawn  he  sat  down  on  the 
steps  of  his  new  lodgings  and  gazed  quietly  into  space. 
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"  77*/*  isn't  ^roin^r  to  liclp,"  ho  said.      -  I  can  stand 
yours  of  it  vet.      And  that's  much  too  long." 
He  hrooded  for  a  few  momenta. 

"  I  hope  she  doesn't  write  nie  again.  I  can't  stand 
everything." 

lie  got  up  with  an  ugly,  oblique  glance  at  the  red- 
dening sky. 

"  I'm  what  he's  made  nic— and  I've  got  to  let  her 
alone.  .  .  .  Let  her  alone.  I-"  He  halted,  laid  his 
hand  heavily  on  the  door,  standing  so,  motionless. 

"  If  I— go— near  her,  he'll  tell  her  what  I  am.  If 
he  didn't,  I'd  have  to  tell  her.  There's  no  wav-any- 
M-here— for  me.  And  he  made  me  so.  .  .  .  And— l,v 
God!  it's  in  me— in  me— to— to— if  she  writes  again—" 
He  straightened  up,  turned  the  key  calmly,  and  let  him- 
self in. 

Burgess  was  asleep,  but  Berkley  went  into  his  room 
and  awoke  him,  shining  a  candle  in  his  eyes. 
"  Burgess !  " 
"  S-sir.^  " 

"Suppose  you  know  you  could  never  marry  a 
woman.  Would  you  keep  away  from  her?  Or  would 
you  do  as  nmch  as  you  could  to  break  her  heart  first?  " 

Burgess  yawned :  "  Yes,  sir." 

"  You'd  do  all  you  could  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

There  was  a  long  silence;  then  Bcrklev  laughed. 
«  They  drowned  the  wrong  pup,"  he  said  pleasa^ntly. 
"  Good  night." 

But  Burgess  was  already  asleep  again. 
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And  now  at  last  she  knew  what  it  was  she  feared. 
For  she  was  he^ri„„in^  to  understand  that  this  man  was 
utterly  unworthy,  utterly  insensible,  without  character, 
without  one  sympathetic  trait  that  appealed  to  any- 
thing in  her  except  her  senses. 

She  understood  it  now,  |yi„g  there  alone  in  her 
room,  knowing  it  to  he  true,  admitting  it  in  all  the  hit- 
ter humiliation  of  self-contempt.  Hut  even  in  the  light 
of  this  new  self-knowledge  her  inclination  for  him 
seemed  a  thing  so  unreasonable,  so  terrible,  that,  con- 
fused and  terrified  by  the  fear  of  s,,iritual  demoralisa- 
tion, she  believed  that  this  bewildering  passion  was  all 
that  he  had  ever  evoked  in  her,  and  fell  sick  in  mind 
and  body  for  the  shame  of  it. 

A  living  fever  was  on  lier  night  and  day ;  disordered 
memories  of  him  haunted  her,  waking;  defied  her,  sleep- 
ing; and  her  hatred  for  what  he  had  awakened  in  her 
grew  as  her  blind,  childish  longing  to  see  him  grew,  leav- 
ing no  peace  for  her. 

What  kind  of  love  was  that  .'—founded  on  nothino-, 
nurtured  on  nothing,  thriving  on  nothing  except  wl.rt 
her  senses  beheld  in  him.  Nothing  higher,  nothing 
purer,  nothing  more  exalted  had  she  ever  learned  of 
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l.im  than  wluit  her  eyes  saw;  and  they  had  seon  only  a 
man  in  his  ripe  youth,  without  purpose,  without  i,leal«, 
tak.nir  carelessly  of  the  worhl  what  he  wouhl  on.-  .lay 
return  to  it-the  luateriul,  born  in  corruption,  an.l  to 
corruption  dooujed. 

It  was  ni^rht  she  feared  most.  Bv  (hiy  there  were 
duties  awaitin^r,  or  to  be  invented.  AIm,,  sometimes, 
stand.n^r  on  her  steps,  she  could  hoar  the  distant  soun.I 
of  drums,  catch  a  ^r|i,„p,se  far  to  the  eastward  of  .s,„n.. 
regiment  bound  South,  the  long  rippling  line  of  bay- 
onets, a  flutter  of  colour  where  the  North  was  passing 
on  God's  own  errand.  And  lovo  of  country  became  a 
passion. 

Stephen  came  sometimes,  but  his  news  of  Uirkley 
M-as  always  indefinite,  usually  expresse.l  with  a  shrug 
and  emphasised   in  silences. 

Colonel  Arran  was  ,till  in  Washingtmi,  but  he  wrote 
licr  every  day,  and  always  }u  »sked  whether  Berkley 
had  come.      She  never  told  i 

Like  thousands  and  thous.nds  of  other  women  in 
New  York  she  did  what  she  v^-4  for  t  .  M>Idier8,  con- 
tributing from  her  purse,  a(  ^uir  meeHngs,  making 
havelocks,       n  by  eight,  for  .ijers'  caps,  rolling 

bandages,  scraping  lint  in  coinj.  ,y  with  otiier  girls  of 
her  acquaintance,  visiting  barr  ks  an.l  can.j)s  and 
"  soldiers'  rests,"  sending  endle^.  Mvhes  of  pies  and 
cakes  and  dozens  of  jars  of  prt-er^  fr.)n  *<  r  k  tclicn 
to  the  various  distributing  depots. 

Sainte  Ursula's  Church  sent  oui  a  >arish- 
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loners;  H  notici-  «,»>  printrd  in  all  tlio  p/ijuTs  rujucstin^ 
nny  woni.  n  of  \hv  vontrrv^nilon  wlio  liml  a  knowledge  of 
mir,sin/r  to  nu» »  ,.t  tl.r  mtory  for  tlu-  pm-poso  of 
or^unisution.  And  Ailsa  wvui  and  enrolled  herself  as 
one  who  had  had  home  hospital  experierue. 

Siekness  anion;,'  the  thousands  of  troops  in  tlic  city 
there  already  was,  also  u  few  cases  of  gunshots  in  the 
accident  wards  incident  on  the  carelessness  or  i/r„orancc 
of  raw-  volunteers.  Hut  «s  yet  in  the  Kast  there  had 
been  no  sol.her  wounded  in  hatfle,  no  violent  death  ex- 
cept that  of  the  youn^r  ndonel  of  the  1st  Tire  Zouaves, 
shot  down  at  Alexandria. 

So  there  was  no  regular  hospital  duty  asked  of 
Ailsa  Paige,  none  required;  and  she  and  a  few  other 
women  attended  a  class  of  instruction  conducted  hy  her 
own  physician.  Dr.  Benton,  who  explained  the  simi)ler 
necessities  of  emergency  cases  and  coolly  predicted  that 
there  would  be  plenty  of  need  for  every  properly  in- 
structed woman  who  cared  to  volunteer. 

So  the  ladies  of  Sainte  Ursula's  listened  very  serious- 
ly; and  some  had  enough  of  it  very  soon,  and  some  re- 
mained longer,  and  finally  only  a  small  residue  was  left 
—quiet,  silent,  attentive  women  of  various  ages  who 
came  every  day  to  hear  what  Dr.  Benton  had  to  tell 
them,  and  Wiite  it  down  in  their  little  morocco  note- 
books. And  these,  after  a  whiL,  became  the  Protestant 
sisterhood  of  Sainte  Ursula,  and  wore,  on  duty,  the  garb 
of  gray  with  the  pectoral  scarlet  heart. 

May  went  out   with  the   booming  of  shotted  guns 
beyond  the  Southern   horl/on,  amid  rumours   of  dead 
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Z')n.n,.>  mid  r.ivalryni.ri  soinrwIuTc  h,  vnn.i  .\hx,,,nlt -.i. 
An.l  on  Hint  day  the  7Hi  Kr^ri„u.„t  nhininl  t<.  Karn\„M 
tlu-  city,  and  Hiv  anxious  ,ity  v\uwvi\  its  nturn,  and 
pfopi,.  slept  nioro  soundly  f.)r  \\,  tlM.u^d.  all  day  l..n;f 
the  stmts  .cliood  with  tl.r  nnisi,-  „f  troops  d.partin^r' 
and  of  iT^ri„K.„ts  paradin^r  f,,,-  .,  |,i,f  i,„p,.t.ti„„  |„,,„",. 
flif  Last  ;r()()d.|)y,..s  uiTr  said. 

Hi-rkicy  saw  snnu-  of  this  from  his  window.  N.v.  r 
pirfoctly  solur  now,  he  s.ldoni  l.ft  his  rooms  cxci  pt  at 
ni^d.t:  and  all  day  lon/r  hi-  rnid,  or  hn.od.-d,  or  lav 
hstloss,  or  as  mar  drunk  as  Ir.  vxvr  couM  he,  indifr.'r.iit. 
n.-itluT  pati.nt  nor  impatii-nt  with  a  lifi-  ho  no  lon^r^r 
cari'd  fnou-rh  ahout  to  lithcr  use  or  taki>. 

There  w.re  intervals  when  (he  de.p  despair  within 
him  awoke  (luiverin/r;  instants  of  fierce  ^mef  instantly 
fontrolled,  throttled:  moments  of  listhss  relaxati.m 
when  some  particularly  contemptible  trait  in  Burtress 
faintly  .unused  him,  or  some  attempted  invasion  of  his 
miserable  seclusion  provoked  u  sneer  or  ;i  ha^'/;rard  smile, 
or  perhaps  an  uneasiness  less  i^r„oble,  as  when,  pos- 
sibly, the  brief  series  of  letters  lu-cra,,  and  en.led  between 
liini  and  the  dancing  girl  of  the  Canterbury. 

"  Dkar  Mr.   Bkkki.kv: 

"  Could  you  come  for  mc  after  the  theatre  this  cven- 

"  Letitia  Lvxdex." 


i'>g? 


"  Dkar  Letty  : 

"  I'm  afraid  I  couldn't. 


"  Very  truly  yours, 

"P.   O.  Berkley.' 
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"  Deae  Mr.  Berkley: 

"  Am  I  not  to  see  you  again?    I  think  perhaps  you 

might  care  to  hear  that  I  have  been  doing  what  you 

wished  ever  since  that  night.     I  have  also  written  home, 

but  nobody  has  repKed.     I  don't  think  they  want  me 

now.    It  is  a  httle  lonely,  being  what  you  wish  me  to  be. 

I  thought  you  might  come  sometimes.     Could  you.? 

"  Letitia  Lynden." 
"  Dear  Letitia  : 

"  I  seem  to  be  winning  my  bet,  but  nobody  can  ever 
tell.  Wait  for  a  while  and  then  write  home  again. 
Meantime,  why  not  make  bonnets.?  If  you  want  to,  I'll 
see  that  you  get  a  chance. 

"P.  O.  Berkley." 
"  Dear  Mr.  Berkley  : 

"  I  don't  know  how.  I  never  had  any  skill.  I  was 
aosistant  in  a  physician's  office— once.  Thank  you  for 
your  kind  and  good  offer— for  all  your  goodness  to  me. 
I  wish  I  could  see  you  sometimes.  You  have  been  better 
to  me  than  any  man.     Could  I.' 

"  Letty." 
"  Dear  Letty  : 

"  Why  not  try  some  physician's  office.?  " 

"  Dear  Mr.  Berkley  : 

"  Do  you  wish  me  to.?  Would  you  see  me  sometimes 
if  I  left  the  Canterbury.?  It  is  so  lonely— you  don't 
know,  Mr.  Berkley,  how  lonely  it  is  to  be  what  you  wish 
me  to  be.     Please  only  come  and  speak  to  mc. 

"  Letty." 
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Dear  Lktty: 

"  "^7  ''  «  ^"'•d  to  a  nice  doctor,  Phlneas  Benton, 
M.D.  I  have  not  seen  him  in  years ;  he  remembers  me 
as  I  was.  You  will  not,  of  course,  disillusion  him.  I've 
Imd  to  he  to  him  about  you-and  about  myself.  I've 
told  h.m  that  I  know  your  family  in  Philadelphia,  that 
they  asked  me  about  the  chances  of  a  position  here  for 
you  as  an  assistant  in  a  physician's  office,  and  that  now 
vou  had  come  on  to  seek  for  such  a  position.  Let  me 
know  how  the  lie  turns  out. 

"  P.  O.  Berkley." 

A  fortnight  later  came  her  last  letter: 

"  Dear  Mr.   Berkley  : 

"  I  have  been  with  Dr.  Benton  nearly  two  weeks  now. 
He  took  me  at  once.  He  is  such  a  good  man !  But-I 
don't  know-sometimes  he  looks  at  me  and  looks  at  me 
as  though  he  suspected  what  I  am— and  I  feel  my  cheeks 
gettmg  hot,  and  I  can  scarcely  speak  for  nervousness; 
and  then  he  always  smiles  so  pleasantly  and  speaks  so 
courteously  that  I  know  he  is  too  kind  and  good  to  sus- 
pect. 

"  I  hold  sponges  and  instruments  in  minor  opera- 
tions, keep  the  office  clean,  usher  in  patients,  offer  them 
smelhng  salts  and  fan  them,  prepare  lint,  roll  bandages 
—and  I  know  already  how  to  do  all  this  quite  well  I 
thmk  he  seems  pleased  with  me.  He  is  so  very  kind  to 
me.  And  I  have  a  little  hall  bedroom  in  his  house,  very 
tmy  but  very  neat  and  clean ;  and  I  have  my  meals  with 
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liis  housekeeper,  an  old,  old  woman  who  is  very  deaf  and 
very  pleasant. 

"  I  don't  go  out  because  I  don't  know  where  to  go. 
I'm  afraid  to  go  near  the  Canterbury— afraid  to  meet 
anybody  from  there.     I  think  I  would  die  if  any  man 
I   ever  saw  there  ever  came  into  Dr.   Benton's  office. 
The  idea  of  that  often  frightens  me.     But  nobody  has 
come.     And  I  sometimes  do  go  out  with  Dr.  Benton. 
He  is  instructing  a  class  of  ladies  in  the  principles  of 
hospital  nursing,  and  lately  I  have  gone  with  him  to  hold 
things  f    •  him  while  he  demonstrates.     And  once,  when 
he  was  called  away  suddenly,  I  remained  with  the  class 
alone,  and  I  was  not  very  nervous,  and  I  answered  all 
their  questions  for  them  and  showed  them  how  things 
ought  to  be  done.     They  were  so  kind  to  me;  and  one 
very  lovely  girl  came  to  me  afterward  and  thanked  me 
and  said  that  she,  too,  had  worked  a  little  as  a  nurse  for 
charity,  and  asked  me  to  call  on  her. 

"  I  was  so  silly— do  you  know  I  couldn't  see  her  for 
the  tears,  and  I  couldn't  speak— and  I  couldn't  let  go 
of  her  hands.    I  wanted  to  kiss  them,  but  I  was  ashamed. 
"  Some  day  do  you  think  I  might  see  you  again.?    I 
am  what  you  have  asked  me  to  be.    I  never  wanted  to  be 
anything  else.   They  will  not  believe  that  at  home  because 
they  had  warned  me,  and  I  was  such  a  fool— and  per- 
haps you  won't  believe  me— but  I  didn't  know  what  I 
was  doing ;  I  didn't  want  to  be  what  I  became—    This  is 
really   true,  Mr.   Berkley.      Sometime  may   I   see  you 
^S*"^-''  Yours  sincerely, 

"  Letitia  a.  Lynden." 
178 


AILSA    PAIGE 

He  had  replied  that  he  would  see  her  some  <iav 
meaning  not  to  do  so.     And  there  it  had  rested ;  and 
there,  stretched  on  his  sofa,  he  rested,  the  sneer  still 
edging  his  lips,  not  for  her  but  for  himself. 

"  She'd  have  made  some  respectable  man  a  good- 
mistress,"  he  said.     "  Here  is  a  most  excellent  mistress, 
spoiled,  to  make  a  common-place  nurse!  .  .  .  Gaude! 
Maria  Virgo;  gaudent  prcEnoniinc  molles  auricula:. 
Gratis  poenitet  esse  probum.     Burgess  '  " 
"  Sir.?  " 

"  What  the  devil  are  you  scratching  for  outside  mv 
door.''  " 

"  A  letter,  sir." 

"  Shove  it  under,  and  let  me  alone." 

The  letter  appeared,  cautiously  inserted  under  the 
door,  and  lay  there  very  white  on  the  floor.  He  eyed 
It,  scowling,  without  curiosity,  turned  over,  and  pres- 
ently became  absorbed  in  the  book  he  had  been  read- 
ing: 

"Zarathustra  asked  Ahura-Mazda:  'Heavenly 
Holiest,  Pure,  when  a  pure  man  dies  where  does  his  soul 
dwell  during  that  night.? ' 

"Then  answered  Ahura-Mazda :  'Near  his  head  it 
sits  Itself  down.  On  this  night  his  soul  sees  as  much 
joy  as  the  living  world  possesses.' 

"And  Zarathustra  asked.  'Where  dwells  the  soul 
throughout  the  second  night  after  the  body's  death?  ' 

"Then  answered  Ahura-Mazda :' Near  to  his  head 
It  sits  itself  down.' 
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"Zarathustra  spake:  'Where  stays  the  soul  of  a 
pure  man  throughout  the  third  night,  O  Heavenly, 
Holiest,  Pure?  ' 

"  And  thus  answered  Ahura-Mazda,  Purest,  Heav- 
enly :  '  When  the  Third  Night  turns  itself  to  Light,  the 
soul  arises  and  goes  forward ;  and  a  wind  blows  to  meet 
it;  a  sweet-scented  one,  more  sweet-scented  than  other 
winds.' 

"  And  in  that  wind  there  cometh  to  meet  him  His 
Own  Law  in  the  body  of  a  maid,  one  beautiful,  shining, 
with  shining  arms;  one  powerful,  weli-grown,  slender, 
with  praiseworthy  body;  one  noble,  with  brilliant  face, 
as  fair  in  body  as  the  loveliest. 

"  And  to  her  speaks  the  soul  of  the  pure  man,  ques- 
tioning her  who  she  might  truly  be.  And  thus  replies 
to  him  His  Own  Law,  shining,  dove-eyed,  loveliest :  '  I 
am  thy  thoughts  and  works;  I  am  thine  own  Law  of 
thine  own  Self.  Thou  art  like  me,  and  I  am  like  thee 
in  goodness,  in  beauty,  in  all  that  I  appear  to  thee.  Be- 
loved, come ! ' 

"  And  the  soul  of  the  pure  man  takes  one  step  and 
is  in  the  First  Paradise,  Humata;  and  takes  a  second 
step,  and  is  in  the  Second  Paradise,  Hukhta ;  and  takes 
a  third  step,  and  is  in  the  Third  Paradise,  Hvarsta. 

"  And  takes  one  last  step  into  the  Eternal  Lights 
for  ever."  *" 


His  haggard  eyes  were  still  fixed  vacantly  on  the 
printed  page,  but  he  saw  nothing  now.     Something  in 
the  still  air  of  the  room  had  arrested  his  attention- 
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something   faintly   fresh— an  evanescent  hint   of  per- 
fume. 

Suddenly  the  blood  surged  up  in  his  face;  he  half 
rose,  turned  where  he  lay  and  looked  back  at  the  letter 
on  the  floor.  "Damn  it,"  he  said.  And  rising 
heavily,  he  went  to  it,  picked  it  up,  and  broke  the 
scented  seal. 


"Will  you  misunderstand  me,  Mr.  Berkley.?  They 
say  that  the  pages  of  friendship  are  covered  with  records 
of  misunderstandings. 

"  We  aw^  friends.     Can  it  not  be  so  again .?    I  have 
thought  so  long  and  so  steadily  about  it  that  I  no  longer 
exactly  know  whether  I  may  venture  to  write  to  you  or 
whether  the  only  thing  decently  left  me  is  silence,  which 
for  the  second  time  I  am  breaking  now,  because  I  cannot 
believe  that  I  offered  my  friendship  to  such  a  man  as 
you  have  said  you  are.     It  is  not  in  any  woman  to  do  it. 
Perhaps  ,t  is  self-respect  that  protests,  repudiates,  de- 
nies what  you  have  said  to  me  of  yourself;  and  perhaps 
It  is  a  sentiment  less  austere.     I  can  no  longer  judge. 

"  And  now  that  I  have  the  courage— or  effrontery— 
to  .'te  you  once  more,  will  ycu  misconstrue  my  letter 
—i-  my  motive?  If  I  cannot  be  reconciled  to  what  I 
hear  of  you— if  what  I  hear  pains,  frightens  me  out  of 
c«  justifiable  silence  which  perhaps  you  might  respect, 
will  you  respect  my  motive  for  breaking  it  the  less.?  I 
do  not  know.  But  the  silence  is  now  broken,  and  I  must 
endure  the  consequences. 

"  Deep  unhappiness  I  have  never  known ;  but  I  rec- 
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ognise  it  in  others  when  I  see  it,  and  would  aid  always 
if  I  could.     Try  to  understand  me. 

"  But  despair  terrifies  me— I  who  never  have  known 
it— and  I  do  not  understand  how  to  meet  it,  how  to  cope 
with  it  in  others,  what  to  say  or  do.  Yet  I  would  help  if 
help  is  possible.     Is  xi? 

"I  think  you  have  always  thought  me  immature, 
young  in  experience,  ncgligil)le  as  to  wisdom,  of  an  intel- 
lectual capacity  inconsequential. 

"  These  are  the  facts :  I  was  married  when  I  was  very 
young,  and  I  have  known  little  of  such  happiness ;  but  I 
have  met  sorrow  and  have  conquered  it,and  I  have  seen  bit- 
ter hours,and  have  overcome  them,and  I  have  been  tempt- 
ed, and  have  prevailed.    Have  you  done  these  things .? 

"  As  for  wisdom,  if  it  comes  only  with  years,  then  I 
have  everything  yet  to  learn.  Yet  it  seems  to  me  that  in 
the  charity  wards  of  hospitals,  in  the  city  prisons,  in 
the  infirmary,  the  asylum— even  the  too  brief  time  spent 
there  has  taught  me  something  of  human  frailty  and 
human  sorrow.  And  if  I  am  right  or  wrong,  I  do  not 
know,  but  to  me  sin  has  always  seemed  mostly  a  sickness 
of  the  mind.  And  it  is  a  shame  to  endure  it  or  to 
harshly  punish  it  if  there  be  a  cure.  And  if  this  is  so, 
what  you  may  have  done,  and  what  others  may  have 
done  to  you,  cannot  be  final. 

"My  letter  is  longer  than  I  meant  it,  but  I  had  a 
great  need  to  speak  to  you.  If  you  still  think  well  of 
me,  answer  me.  Answer  in  the  way  it  pleases  you  best. 
But  answer— if  you  still  think  well  of  me. 

"AiLSA  Paige." 
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A  touch  of  rose  still  tinted  the  sky  overhead,  but 
already  the  lanip  lighters  were  illuminating  the  street 
lamps  as  he  came  to  London  Terrace — that  quaint 
stretch  of  old-time  houses  set  back  from  the  street, 
solemnly  windowed,  roofed,  and  pilastered ;  decorously 
screened  behind  green  trees  and  flowering  bushes  ringed 
by  little  lawns  of  emerald. 

For  a  moment,  after  entering  the  iron  gateway  and 
mounting  the  steps,  he  stood  looking  up  at  her  abode. 
Overhead  the  silken  folds  of  the  flag  hung  motionless  in 
the  calm  evening  air;  and  all  the  place  about  him  was 
sweet  with  the  scent  of  bridal-wreath  and  early  iris. 

Then,  at  his  tardy  summons,  the  door  of  her  house 
opened  to  him.  He  went  in  and  stood  in  the  faded 
drawing-room,  where  the  damask  curtain  folds  were 
drawn  against  the  primrose  dusk  and  a  single  light 
glimmered  like  a  star  high  among  the  pendant  prisms 
of  the  chandelier. 

Later  a  servant  came  and  gave  the  room  more  light. 
Then  he  waited  for  a  long  while.  And  at  last  she 
entered. 

Her  hands  were  cold — he  noticed  it  as  the  fingers 
touched  his,  briefly,  and  were  withdrawn.  She  had 
scarcely  glanced  at  him,  and  she  had  not  yet  uttered  a 
word  when  they  were  seated.  It  lay  with  him,  entirely, 
so  far. 

"  What  a  lazy  hound  I  have  been,"  he  said,  smiling; 
"  I  have  no  excuses  to  save  my  hide — no  dogs  ever  have. 
Are  you  well,  Ailsa?  " 

She  made  the  effort-  "Yes,  perfectly.     I  fear — " 
13  183 


Ik^  „  .''J"  tJSk 


,nw«tjc^<w^"».. ■-.:■••  B  j»  ■s'SBTt    V  sjbe:--" <r*- 


AILSA    PAIGE 


Her  eyes  rented  on  his  ™„ed  and  l,.gg„d  face;  she 
said  no  more  because  she  could  not. 

He  made  leisurely,  all  proper  „'„d  formal  inquiries 
eoncernrng  the  Cr.igs  and  those  he  had  met  there  men- 
t.oned  pleasantly  his  changed  fortunes:  spoke  of  in,, 
pendmg  and  passing  events,  of  the  war,  of  the  moven,e„t 
of  roops,  of  the  chances  for  a  battle,  which  the  papers 
declared  was  imminent. 

Old  Jonas  shuffled  in  with  the  Madeira  and  a  de- 
canter of  brandy,  it  being  now  nearly  eight  o'clock. 

Later  whde  Berkley  was  still  carelessly  bearing  the 
burden  of  conversation,  the  clock  struck  nine  timesTand 
m  another  mcredibly  brief  interval,  it  struck  ten. 

He  started  to  rise,  and  encountered  her  swiftly  lifted 
eyes.  And  a  flush  grow  and  deepened  on  1  face, 
and  he  resumed  his  place  in  silence.  When  again  he 
was  sea  ed  she  drew,  unconsciously,  a  long,  deepLath, 
and  .  chned  her  head  to  listen.  But  Berkley  had  no 
".ore  to  say  to  her-and  much  that  he  must  not  sav  to 

on  the  velvet  carpet  at  her  feet. 

The  silence  endured  too  long;  ,he  knew  it,  but  could 
not  yet  break  .t,  or  the  spell  which  cradled  her  tired 
heart,  or  the  blessed  surcease  from  the  weariness  of 
waiting. 

brok!:*;-;?"^^ ""'  '^""' ""'  ■■'"«•  -" "-'  •" 

She  looked  up,  startled,  as  he  rose  to  take  his  leave. 
It  was  the  only  way,  now,  and  she  knew  it.  An.l,  oh, 
the  fme  had  sped  too  fast  for  her,  and  her  heart  filled 
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her  for  all  the  things  that  remained  unsaid— all  tlie 
kinchicss  she  liad  meant  to  give  him,  all  the  counsel,  the 
courage,  the  deep  sympathy,  the  deeper  friendship. 

But  her  hand  lay  limply,  coldly  in  his;  her  lips  were 
mute,  tremulously  curving;  her  eyes  asked  nothing 
more. 

"  Good  night,  Ailsa." 

"Good  night." 

There  was  colour,  still,  in  his  marred  young  face, 
grace,  still,  in  his  body,  in  the  slightly  lowered  head  as 
he  looked  down  at  her. 

"  I  must  not  come  again,  Ailsa." 

Then  her  pulses  died.     "  Why}  " 

"  Because — I  am  afraid  to  love  you." 

It  did  not  seem  that  she  even  breathed,  so  deathly 
still  she  stood. 

"  Is  that — your  reason  ?  " 

"  Yes.     I  have  no  right  to  love  you." 

She  could  scarcely  speak.  "Is — friendship  not 
enough,  Mr.  Berkley  ?  " 

"  It  is  too  late  for  friendship.     You  know  it." 

"  That  cannot  be." 

"Why,  Ailsa.?" 

"  Because  it  is  friendship — mistaken  friendship  that 
moves  you  now  in  every  word  you  say."  She  raised  her 
candid  gaze.  "Is  there  no  end  to  your  self-murder? 
Do   you   still   wish   to   slay   yourself   before   my   very 


cvesr 


?  " 


"  I  tell  you  that  there  is  nothing  good  left  living 
in  me ! " 
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"An«l   if  it   were   true;   did  jou   never  hear  of  a 
resurrection?  " 

"  I — warn  you  !  " 
"  I  hear  vour  warning." 
*'  Vou  dare  let  me  love  you?  " 

Dry-lipped,  voices  half  stifled  by  their  mounting 
emotion,  they  stood  closely  confronted,  paling  under 
the  effort  of  self-mastery.  And  his  was  giving  way, 
threatening  hers  with  every  breath. 

Suddenly  in  his  altered  face  she  saw  what  frightened 
her,  and  her  hand  suddenly  closed  in  his;  but  he  held 
it  imprisoned. 

"  Answer  me,  Ailsa !  " 

"  Please-"  she  said—"  if  you  will   let   me  go— I 

will  answer — you " 

"What?" 
"  What  you— ask." 

Her  breath  was  coming  faster;  her  face,  now  white 
as  a  flower,  now  flushed,  swam  before  him.  Through  the 
surging  passion  enveloping  him  he  heard  her  voice  as 
at  a  distance: 

"  If  you  will— let  me  go— I  can  tell  vou " 

"  Tell  me  now !  " 

"  Not— this  way.  .  .  .  How  can  vou  care  for  me 
if " 

"I  warned  you,  Ailsa!  I  told  you  that  I  am  un- 
fit to  love  you.  No  woman  could  ever  marry  me! 
No  woman  could  even  love  mo  if  she  knew  what  I  am! 
You  understood  that.  I  told  you.  And  now- 
good    God !-  I'm    telling   you    I    love    you-I    can't 
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l(t    vou    go' — your    Imnds — the    .sweetness   of    th.  ;ii — 

the " 

"  I — oh,  it  must  not  be — this  way " 

"  It  is  this  wnv!" 

"  I    know — but  please   try   to  help. — I — I  am   n«;t 
afraid  to — love  you " 

Her  slender  figure  trembled  agair 
warmth  of  her  set  him  afire.  There  w 
tears  in  her  breath — a  fragrance  as  her 
yiehled,  embraced;  her  hands,  her  lid>. 
mouth,  all  his  now,  fr>  the  taking,  as  he 
his  arms.  But  he  only  stared  down  at  »l*.t  lav  tk-re; 
and,  trembling,  breathless,  her  eyes  un«  in*ed  «  d  ^^e 
looked  up  blindly  into  his  flushed  face. 

"  Because  I  vou,"  she  sighetl.  -~  1  b^■lie^ 

that — that  I  have— >      er — seen — in  u^a." 

lie  looked  back  into  her  eyes,  sten^l  H-: 

"I  am  going  mad  over  you,  Ail  Tl  ) * 


im ;  tic 
scetvt  of 
relt.  \ed, 
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destruction  for  you  in  that  madness.  .  .  .  St>   U  !  hi 


you  go  .-^  " 

"W-what.?" 

But  the  white  p  vsion  in  his  face  was  enoUi'i;  and, 
involuntarily  her  litl^  shut  it  out.     But  she  did  uot  stir. 

"  I — warned  you,"  he  said  again. 

"I  know.  ...  Is  it  in  you  to — destroy—  ue?" 

"  God  knows.  .  .  .  Yes,  it  is." 

She  scarcely  breathed;  only  their  hearts  battled 
there  in  silence.     Then  he  said  harshly: 

"  What  else  is  there  for  us.^     You  would  not  marry 


me. 
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"  Ask  inc." 

"  Vou  Moul.l  not  inurrj  n.e  if  I  told  you '• 

**W}mt?" 

**  I  will  not  tell  von !  " 
"  Arc  vou — nuirricd?  " 
"  \o !  " 

"Then  /f//mc!" 

"G".i!  So!  I  can't  throw  thU  hour  «w..v.  I 
cunt  hrow  love  .way!  I  want  you  anvwav-i/  vou 
have  tlie — courage ! "  .       .  .  "■ 

"Toll  ,„c.  I  promise  to  marry  you  anyway.  I 
promwc  It,  whatever  you  are!     Tell  me." 

1.-    "  'r"     '^".  "'^'^  "•'-''''ini"    neck  «„,!   f„rel,cn,l : 
"«  embrace  ,ud,lo„ly  hurt  her  »o  that  ,he  cried  ou 
faintly,  but  her  hand  closed  on  l,i». 

"Tell    me     tell    me,    Ml   me!"    .he   pleaded:    "I 

tZ  H  ".T    f  """'  '^^  -™"""«-»on,e  dreads.  • 
thng  that  has  been  done  to  you-"  and  ceased, 
palled  at  the  .listorted  visage  he  turncl  on  her      i 
arms  relaxed  and  fell  away  from  her 

Released,   she   stood   swaying   as    though   stunned 

f;;;;"" '»"'  '«'"<'» '" '-  «^-.  twn  h  he*  am-s  full; 

For  a  moment  they  confronted  one  another;  then 

ttnxtr"''' '"'""' ''  »'■-"'-  ••■■'" «  '-«" 

"No,"  he  said,  "I  „„„-,  t„,|  ,     You  „„ 

canng  for  me.     Tn,  bea.,t  enough  to  let  you.      Go 
carmg!     Love  me-if  you'r.  brave  enough.  .         Anl 
I  war^  you  now  that  I  love  you,  and  I  don't  care  a'dam:' 
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how  I  do  it !  .  .  .  Now  you  are  frightened !  .  ,  .  Very 

well— I-        "  ^ 


♦♦ 


He  swayed  a  Httle,  swung  blin<lly  on  his  heel,  and 
lurched  out  into  the  hall. 

Mechanically  she  followed,  halting  in  the  doorway 
and  resting  against  it,  for  it  seemed  as  though  her 
knees  were  giving  way. 

"Is  that— to  be  the— end?"  she  whispered. 

He  t-rned  and  came  swiftly  back,  took  her  in  his 
arms,  cru-shed  her  to  him,  kissed  her  lips  again  and 
again,  fiercely. 

"  The  end  will  be  when  you  make  an  end,"  he  said. 
'*  Make  it  now  or  never ! " 

His  heart  was  beating  violently  against  hers;  her 
head  had  fallen  a  little  back,  lips  slightly  parted,  un- 
responsive under  his  kiss,  yet  enduring— and  at  last 
burning  and  trembling  to  the  verge  of  response 

And  suddenly,  passion-swept,  breathless,  she  felt  her 
seif-control  going,  and  she  opened  her  eyes,  saw  hell  in 
his,  tore  herself  from  his  arms,  and  shrank,  trembling, 
against  the  wall.  He  turned  stupidly  and  opened  the 
door,  making  his  way  out  into  the  night.  But  she  did 
not  see  him,  for  her  burning  face  was  hidden  in  her 
hands. 

Drunk  as  though  drugged,  the  echoes  of  passion 
st.ll  s'-rred  his  darker  self,  and  his  whirling  thoughts 
pierce  .  his  heart  like  flames,  whispering,  urging  him  to 
go  back  and  complete  the  destruction  he  had  begun— 
take  her  once  more  into  his  arms  and  keep  her  there 
through  life,  through  death,  till  the  bones  of  the  blessed 
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To  know  tlmt  she,  loo,  l,ad  boon  fighting  horsolf- 

m  h  m  to  „  fioroor  recklossno,.,  tlmt  h„lto,l  l,i„,  ,„  his 
track.  un<  or  tho  oahn  sta.s.  But  what  hold  hi,„  the,^ 
was  so„.eth„.g  o,  porh„p.  what  ho  boiievod  had  d  ed 
n  h,n,  for  ho  d,d  not  oven  turn  a«„in.  And  „t  l,.,t 
hrough  t>,o  dark  and  throbbing  silonco  ho  ™o  ^  d  „' 
ngajn  at  random,  jaws  sot. 

thinr^o""'"'  !":""  "■'"  ''^«'""'"«  •"  -i'"-'  cvory- 

tlung.    Onoo  or  tw.oo  ho  laughod  all  to  1 .olf,  no,ldi„l 

..|.vs  or,ously.    his    tonse    white    faoe    s.a.npod    .t     ! 
ghastly,  gr„„,ee  of  self-conten.pt.     Then  an  infornal 
mocking  curiositj-  stirred  him:  ' 

W',at  kind  of  a  thing  „„,  he  anyway?     A  moment 

t.on.     And  yet   he  was  too  fastidious  to  marry  her 
under  false  protonccs!  marry  her 

«  Gods  of  Laughter!     What  in  holl-what  sort  of 
>..n«  am     ?"  he  asked  aloud,  and  lurched  on    ,  ull' 
...g  .nsanely   to   himself,   laughing,    talking   Jnd  r  h  s 
breath,  hoarmg  nothing,  seeing  nothing  buf  her  w.'tfu 
eyes,  gazmg  sorrowfully  out  of  the  night 

horse'  I  ''"^  77'"^  '"'  "■""  "'■"'^'^  ">'°  "  "•oving 
horse,  .as  pushed  aside  by   its  cloaked   rider  with  ! 

e  rse;  stood  da.ed,  while  his  senses  slowly  return  L 

trample  ..  many  horses;  then  vision,  and  in  the  dark 
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street  before  him  he  saw  the  column  of  shadowy  horse- 
men riding  slowly  in  fours,  knee  to  knee,  starlight 
sparkling  on  spur  and  bit  and  sabre  guard. 

Officers  walked  their  lean  horses  beside  the  column. 
One  among  them  drew  bridle  near  him,  caHing  out: 
"Have  you  tne  right  time,?" 

Berkley  looked  at  his  watch. 

"  Midnight." 

"  Thank  you,  friend." 

Berkley  stepped  to  the  curb-stone:  "  What  regiment 
is  that?" 

"  Eighth  New  York." 
"  Leaving.?  " 

"  Going  into  camp.     Yorkville." 
Berkley  said:  "  Do  you  want  a  damned  fool?  " 
"The   companies   arc   full   of   fools.  .  .  .  We   can 
stand  a  few  first-class  men.     Come  up  to  camp  to-mor- 
row, friend.     If  you  can  pass  the  surgeons  I  guess  it 
will  be  all  right." 

And  he  prodded  his  tired  horse  forward  along  the 
slowly  moving  column  of  fours. 
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CHAPTER    X 

Her  hatred  and  horror  ^f  w 

But  no  letter  came. 

next.  '  """"^  *^^  beginning  of  the 

Wrath,  at  night,  had  dried  her  eyes  where  sh.  I 
crying  m    her   humiliation  •    wrath    I    ■      i! !  ^^ 

davs    passed-    ..«r      J  dimmished   as   the 

js    passed,    scorn    became    less    rlo-JW 

tremulous.      Then   what   was   luZ     ^  T"    ^'^ 

Jilted  a  pallid  head.     Fea"  '  ""''  '^^  ^'""^ 

'    She   waited.     WratK   AU^ 
"ot  enough  to  dry  hlr  ,  '''''''/™™  ^^d;  there  was 
hopeless  LnwLtl  h  H  r       ''^^'"~''  ''"P"'  "'"'' 
hi",  of  Ion"  e    'without  r^f'  -'"""^  "'  '"«-"« 

heart  siek-his  Ict^r  Ihl  """""^  '"  '"^  '■=«"• 

letter  that  never  came. 

i-ettcr    after    letter    fn    J,-         i 
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cuuglit  in  the  rain  where  she  liad  walked  for  hours, 
aimlessly,  unable  to  bear  her  longing  and  her  deso- 
lation. 

Dr.  Benton  attended  her;  the  pretty  volunteer 
nurse  came  to  sit  with  her  during  convalescence. 

The  third  week  in  June  she  was  physicallv  well 
enough  to  dress  and  go  about  the  house.  And  on  that 
day  she  came  to  her  shameful  decision. 

She  wrote  him,  waited  a  dreary  week  for  an  answer; 
wrote  him  again,  waited  two  weeks;  wrote  him  a  third 
and  last  letter.  Xo  answer  came.  And  she  went  dullv 
about  the  task  of  forgetting. 

About  the  middle  of  July  she  heard  from  Stephen 
that  Berkley  had  enlisted  in  one  of  the  new  unattached 
cavalry  companies,  but  which  one  he  did  not  know. 
Also  she  learned  that  the  3rd  Zouaves  had  their  march- 
ing orders  and  would  probably  come  to  the  city  to  re- 
ceive their  colours.  Later  she  heard  from  the  mayor, 
the  common  council,  and  from  Major  Lent;  and  pre- 
pared for  the  ceremony. 

The  ceremony  was  prettily  impressive;  Ailsa,  Mrs. 
Craig,  her  daughters,  Paige  and  Marye,  and  Camilla 
Lent  wep  ing  a  bell  button  from  Stephen's  zouave  jacket, 
stood  0.1  the  lawn  in  front  of  Ailsa's  house,  escorted 
by  Colonel  Arran  who  had  returned  from  Washino-ton 
with  his  commission,  by  the  mayor  of  the  city,  and  sev- 
eral red-faced,  fat-paunchcd  gentlemen  of  the  conmion 
council,  and  by  a  young  officer.  Captain  Hallam,  who 
stood  behind  Ailsa  and  seemed  unable  to  keep  his  hand- 
some eyes  off  ^"^r. 
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Twenty-third  Street  was  packed  solid  wifh"  . 

and  „1,  aflutter  with  fla.s  u„d!r  ^^   ^ :^Ct 

::^d  ;r:r  ^'^ri ""-''  -'  ^^- "-  ^^^^ 

neraldcd  the  coming  of  the  3rcl  Zouaves 

Band  cra,l„„g,  raw,  gray  horses  of  field  and  staff- 
offlcers  dancng,  ,he  regi„.ent  came  swinging  down  the 

.ro„;:;,:rLi::;:;--'^^ 

heslt'L^^^^i   '"''''''   ''™"   "*    '■"  '•"^'-and   where 

at:;;Lr::r:  rerec?^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
;■;  a.  <.-  through  his  ,ois.:L:f:;f2:^j";2 

,t  ""%'■-'-'  ^"g^  to  the  points  of  hfs  shou  d  ;,  ^^ 
tercd  ,„  twisted  gold  the  si,-fo,d  arabesques  of  h  s  rf^k 

The  roar  of  cheers  was  ,)„,•„„ 
figure  in  wh;t„  t  7  ,   ^  ^  ""■">'  """'•  »  giriish 

ngure  m  white  had  moved  forward  to  the  edge  of  the 

waTCT"*  '7  '''"'"''  '"  "-  --•  - ''    "  o  « 
-.-ery  clear  and  sweet  and  perfectly  audible  to  every! 

New'voln'   ^""'^'  f'"'-  ""-^   ^"'•""^   "f   ''-  3rd 
Urlil    T  ™^  ""^  ''""'^'  "f  ""^  Church  of  Sainte 

Sltt\?cXrs'"r/''^^T"  '"  "--  '" 
"  B.™      u         ,■     <^<"'  guard  them  and  you ! 

Remember   that,   although    these  fl»„s 
yours,   they   still    remain   ours       yZ  """ 

Your  vows  our  vows.     Your     yal'v    I  God"   'I   ""''• 
trv  is  n«rt  ^t  1       ,  '"jairy  to  God  and  coun- 

try  13  part  of  our  loyalty  to  God,  to  country,  and  to 

She  stood  silent,  pensive  a  moment;  then  stretched 
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out  her  arms,  a  flag  in  either  hand;  and  the  Colonel 
rode  straight  up  to  where  she  stood,  took  the  silken 
colours  and  handed  them  to  the  two  colour-sergeants. 
Then,  while  an  orderly  advanced  to  the  head  of  his 
horse.  Colonel  Craig  dismounted  and  quietly  ascended 
the  steps  beside  the  little  group  of  ladies  and  city  offi- 
cials : 

"  On  behalf  of  the  officers  and  men  of  the  3rd  New 
York  Zouaves,"  he  said,  "  I  thank  you.  We  are  grate- 
ful.    I  think  that  we  all  mean  to  do  our  best. 

"  If  we  cannot,  in  the  hour  of  trial,  do  all  that  is 
expected  of  us,  we  will  do  all  that  is  in  us  to  do. 

"  It  is  very  easy  to  dress  a  thousand  men  in  uni- 
form, and  invest  them  with  the  surroundings  of  military 
life ;  but  it  is  not  thus  alone  that  soldiers  are  made.  It 
is  only  discipline;  regular  steady,  rigid  discipline — 
that  forms  a  soldier  to  be  relied  upon  in  the  hour  of 
need. 

"  At  present  we  are  only  recruits.  So  I  ask,  in 
justice  to  the  regiment,  that  you  will  not  demand  too 
much  of  us  in  the  beginning.  We  desire  to  learn;  we 
desire  most  earnestly  to  deserve  your  confidence.  I  can 
only  say  that  we  will  try  to  prove  ourselves  not  un- 
worthy guardians  of  these  flags  you  have  given  us." 

He  bowed,  turned  to  go,  swung  around  sharply  and 
looked  at  his  wife. 

"  Good-bye,  my  darling,"  he  said  under  his  breath ; 
and  the  next  moment  he  was  in  the  saddle. 

All  the  rest  that  Ai'sa  recollected  distinctly  was  the 
deafening   outcrash   of   military   music,   the   sustained 
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cheering,  the  clatter  of  hoofs,  the  moviiT^nTTf 
red  and  gold-and  Ceha,  standing  there  under  the  July 
sun,  her  daughters'  hands  in  hers. 

So  the  3rd  Zouaves  marched  gaily  away  under  their 
new  sdk  flags  to  their  transport  at  Pier  No.  3,  North 
niver.  But  the  next  day  another  regiment  received  its 
colours  and  went,  and  every  day  or  so  more  regiments 
Jleparted  w.th  their  brand-new  colours;  and  after  a 
little  only  friends  and  relatives  remembered  th^  3rd 
Zouaves,  and  what  was  their  colonel's  name. 

By  the  middle  of  July  the  transformation  of  the 
metropolis  from  a  city  into  a  vast  military  carnival  was 
complete.     Gaudy  uniforms  were  no  longer  the  excep- 
tion; a  madness  for  fantastic  brilliancy  seized  the  peo- 
ple ;sold,ers  m  all  kinds  of  colours  and  all  kinds  of  dress 
filled  the  streets.     Hotels,  shops,  ferry-boats,  stages, 
cars,  swarmed  with  undisciplined  troops  of  all  arms  of 
the  service,  clad  in  every  sort  of  extravagant  uniforms, 
i^xcept  for  the  more  severe  state  uniform  and  the  rarer 
umform  of  National  troops,  eccentric  costumes  were 
the   rule.      It   was    a   carnival    of   military   absurdity. 
Regiments  were  continually  entering  t.e  city,  regimenis 
were  continually  leaving  it;  regiments  in  transit  disem- 
barkeu  overnight  only  to  resume  the  southward  jour- 
ney by  steamer  or  train;  regiments  in  camp  and  bar- 
rack were  completing  organisation  and  being  muste^-ed 
|n    by    United    States    officers.     Gorgeous    regiments 
paraded  for  inspection,  for  drill,  for  the  reception  of 
state  and  regimental  colours;  three-month  troops  were 
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returning,  bands  madly  playing;  two-  and  three-year 
regiments  leaving,  drums  beating  frantically. 

The  bewildering  variety  of  cut  and  colour  in  the 
uniforms  of  this  vast  army,  which  was  being  made  to 
order,  had  been,  in  a  measure,  rendered  comparatively 
homogeneous  by  the  adoption  of  the  regulation  blue 
overcoat,  but  many  a  regiment  wore  its  own  pattern  of 
overcoat,  many  a  regiment  went  forward  in  civilian  at- 
tire, without  arms  and  equipment,  on  the  assurance  that 
these  details  were  to  be  supplied  in  Washington. 

The  dress  of  almost  every  foreign  army  in  Europe 
was  represented  among  the  regiments  forming  or  in 
transit.  The  79th  Highlanders,  it  is  true,  d.  arded 
kilt  and  bagpipe  on  the  eve  of  departure,  marching  in 
blouse  and  cap  and  breeks  of  army  blue;  but  the  14th 
Brooklyn  departed  in  red  cap  and  red  breeches,  the  1st 
and  2d  Fire  Zouaves  discarded  the  Turkish  '  only; 
the  5th,  9th,  10th  Zouaves  marched  wearing  lez  and 
turban;  and  bizarre  voltigeurs,  foot  chasseurs,  hussars, 
lancers,  rocket  batteries  in  costume  de  fantasie  poured 
southward,  —  no  two  regiments  equipped  and  armed 
alike. 

The  city  remained  in  painful  suspense  concerning 
its  raw,  multicoloured,  and  undisciplined  army.  Everv 
few  days  arose  rumours  of  a  great  battle  fought  on 
Virginia  soil,  corroborated  by  extras,  denied  next  morn- 
ing. During  the  last  half  of  July  such  reports  had 
been  current  daily,  tightening  the  tension,  frightening 
parents,  wl/es,  and  sweethearts.  Recent  armed  affrays 
had  been  called  battles ;  the  dead  zouaves  at  Big  Bethel, 
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a  dead  trooper  at  Alexandria  sobered  and  silenced  the 
street  cheenng.  Vet,  what  a  real  battle  might  be,  no- 
body really  con.prehended  or  even  summed 

To  Ailsa  Paige  June  and  July  passed  like  fevered 
dreams;   the   brief  sweet  spring  had   suddenly   turned 
;nto  summer  in  a  single  day-a  strange,  stifling,  menac- 
ng  summer  full  of  heavy  little  thunder-storms  which 
rolled  crackhng  and  banging  up  the  Hudson  ann'd  vivid 
electnc  displays,  leaving  no  coolness  behind  their  trail- 
ing wake  of  rain. 

Society  was  lingering  late  in  town-if  the  to^  neb- 

uous,  unorganised,  and  scattered  social  groups  could 

be    called    sonety-small    coteries    drawn    temporarily 

oge  her   through   accident    of  environment,   inherited 

famdy  acquamtance,  traditional,  material,  or  religious 

interest,  and  sometimes  by  haphazard  intellectual  com- 

patibihty. 

In  the  city,  and  in  Ailsa's  little  world,  the  simple 
social  routme  centring  in  Sainte  Ursula's  and  the  Assem- 
blj  in  wmter,  and  in  Long  Branch  and  Saratoga  in 
summer,  had  been  utterly  disorganised,      ^'ery   few  of 
her  friends  had  yet  left  for  the  country;  nor  had  she 
made  any  arrangements  for  this  strange,  unreal  sum- 
mer, partly  because,  driven  to  find  relief  from  memory 
in  occupation,  she  was  devoting  herself  very  seriously 
0  the  medical  instruction   under  Dr.   Benton ;  partly 
oecause  she  did  not  consider  it  a  fitting  time  to  seek 
the  coolness  and  luxury  of  inland  spa  or  seaside  pier 
Colonel  Arran  had  brought   back   with  him   from 
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Washington  a  Captain  Hallam,  a  handsome  vounfi- 
ster  who  wore  his  cavalry  uniform  to  perfection  an<I 
who  had  become  instantly  attentive  to  Ailsa  — so  at- 
tentive that  before  she  realised  it  he  was  a  regular  visit..r 
at  her  house,  appropriating  the  same  chair  that  Berk- 
ley always  Imd — Rcrkley! 

At   the    memory    she   closed   her   eyes    instinctively. 
The  wound  tliroblied. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Paige.?"  inquired  Cap- 
tain Uallam  anxiously.     "  Are  you  faint. »  " 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  smiled  in  pretence  of  sur- 
prise at  such  a  question;  and  Hallam  muttered:  "I 
thought  you  seemed  rather  pale  all  of  a  sudden."  Then 
he  brightened  up  and  went  gaily  on  with  what  he  had 
been  saying: 

"  We've  got  nine  full  companies  already,  and  the 
10th,  K,  is  an  independent  company  which  we're  tak- 
ing in  to  complete  our  organisation.  Colonel  Arran 
and  I  stopped  in  Philadelphia  to  inspect  Colonel  Rush's 
regiment  of  lancers— the  6th  Pennsylvania  Cavalry— be- 
cause the  French  officers  on  McClellan's  staff  have  put  \i 
into  his  head  that  he  needs  lancers " 

"Is   Colonel   Arran's   regiment   to   carry  lances.?" 
interrupted  Ailsa  in  surprise. 

Hallam  nodded,  laughing:  "We  recruited  as  light 
cavalry,  armed  with  sabre  and  pistol,  but  General  Mc- 
Clellan  has  ordered  that  we  carry  the  lance  in  addition. 
The  department  had  none  to  issue  until  the  foreign 
samples  arrived.  We  are  ordered  to  carry  a  lance  'iif 
the  Austrian  pattern,  nine  feet  long  with  an  eleven- 
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■nch,  thr«.«lged  bl.dc;  the  .t.ff  of  N.n,.,  «.  .b„„t 
.n  mch  .„d  .  quarter  through,  with  ferrule  .„d  coun- 
ter^o.™  .t  the  heel.     Do  I  n,.l.e  ™y.c,f  clear,  Mr.. 

"There'll  be  .  ,c,,rlet  swallow-tailed  pennon  on  the 

«e,gh  about  five  pound,,"  concluded  Hallam,  rising  to 
take  h,.  leave;  "and  I've  got  ,o  be  off  to  ca,;p...  * 
Must  you  go.  Captain  Hallam."' 

th„  evemng,  .„d  I  expect  our  unifonn,  and  equip 
".on  .  w,ll  be  delivered  in  the  coming.     Are  you  col 
■ng  to  see  us  off,  Mrs.  Paige >" 

.boJt'IX.""'  '°"  ""     ""°""  ^"''"  '""'  """■'"« 
"  Oh,  I  expect  we'll  be  on  our  way  before  very  long. 
We  are  not  .„  the  best  of  shape  yet;  that's  not  to  t 
expected.     But  there's  a  sad  lack  of  cavalry  i„  Wash- 
ington, and  they  may  want  us  to  go  whether  we're 
ready  or  not.     They  sent  off  a  regiment  that  had  nei- 
ther  arras  nor  uniforms  and  couldn't  even  keep  step, 
the  other  day.    I've  an  idea  we  are  going  pretty'soon^.' 
He    ook  Adsa  s  offered  hand,  looked  at  her  a  liUle  ear- 
nestly,  sraded  m  self-satisfaction,  and  went  his  way. 

and  all  through  the  week  he  c»„tinued  to  come  back 
for  a  few  moments  whenever  he  had  an  hour's  leave 
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And  every  time  he  took  his  leave  his  Muile  beouno  less 
nervous  and  more  confident. 

She  was  very  unhappy;  devotion  to  Dr.  Benton's 
class  helped;  devotion  to  (Vhu  in  her  brief  visits  to 
Brooklyn  helped,  too;  devotion  to  others,  to  prayer,  all 
helped  as  long  as  it  was  devotion  of  some  sort. 

And  now  this  youn^.,  blue-oye.l,  blonde-haired  fellow 
was  on  the  edge  of  offering  to  devote  himself  to  her 
She  knew  ,t,  wondered  whether  this  was  her  refuge  from 
care.     And  when  he  did,  at  last,  she  was  quietly  pre- 
pared  to  answer. 

"  Captain  Hallam,"  she  said  slowlv,  "  I  do  like  you 
I  don't  know  whether  I  could  ever  learn  to  love  you 
I  am  not  very  happy;  it  ,„ight  influence  n.y  judg.nent 
If  ycu  are  willing  to  wait  until  I  know  more  about  mv- 
self "  ^ 

Oh,  he  would  wait !  Certainly.  Meanwhile  would 
she  wear  h.s  ring-not  exactly  an  engagement-unless 
she  was  willing — but 

She  hesitated.     Lonelier  than  she  had  ever  been  in 
all    her   life,    no    longer   self-sufficient,    wistfully    hope- 
less, needing  to  devote  herself  absolutely  to  something 
or  somebody,  she  hesitated.     But  that  evening  when 
Hallam  came  with  his  ring  she  could  not  bring  herself 
to  accept  what  she  now  seemed  to  be  most  deeply  in 
need   of— the   warm,   eager,  complacent   affection   that 
he  laid  at  her  feet.     She  was  not  yet  able-could  not  • 
and  the  desolate  memories  of  Berkley  set  the  wound  ach- 
ing anew.  .  .  .  N„,  she  could  promise  nothing  to  this 
young  fellow-nothing  yet.  .  .  .  Perhaps,  in  the  future 
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~ns  t„ne  p«8«cd-«he  uu^ht  venture  to  wear  \m  rinir, 
and  «ce  h  hat  happened  t<,  her.    But  .ho  .  oulci  not  prom- 
.--«he   would    not   talk    of   marrying  him.  .   .  .  And 
cned  herself  to  «leep  over  the  nun.ory  of  Berkley,  and 
HH  v.Iene«H,  and  hk  heartless  wiekeilneHH,  and  his  ignoble 
love  that  had  left  her  so  ashan.ed,  so  hun.iliated.  so  cru- 
elly crusla.l  for  ever.     An,l  all  ni«ht  long  she  drean.ed 
of  Berkley  and  of  his  blessed  nearness;  and  the  sweet- 
ness of  her  dream  troubled   her  profoundly.      She  sat 
up,  8t.ll  asleep,  her  straining  throat  whispering  his  nan.o, 
K«r  arms  outstretched,  blindly  searching  the  darkness 
for  hnn,  until  suddenly  awake,  she  realised  what  she  was 
domg,  and  dropped  back  among  her  pillows. 

All  that  day  the  city  was  filled  with  rumours  of  a 
great  battle  fought  in  Virginia.  The  morning's  papers 
haded  ,t  with  triumphant  head-lines  and  columns  of 
pra.se  and  thanksgiving  for  a  grent  victory  won.  B.  t 
at  n.ght  the  stunned  city  knew  that  Bull  Run  had  been 
fought  and  lost,  and  the  Confederacy  was  at  the  gates 
of  Waslnngton. 
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Iv  a  citv  where  tliousands  and  Hir.usands  of  women 
were  now  orffanisinft  relief  work  for  the  troops  alrea.ly 
">  the  field,  Ailsa  Pa.>  had  heen  anmn^  tJ.e  earhest  to 
respond  to  the  call  for  a  meeting  at  the  C'hureh  of  the 
Puntans.  jlere  .she  had  left  her  name  for  enrohnent 
with  Mrs.  Gerard  Stuyvesant. 

Later,  with  Mrs.  Marquand,  Mrs.  Aspinwall,  Mrs. 
Astor,  and  Mrs.  Hannlton  Fish,  and  a  hun<lred  others, 
she  harl  signed  the  call  for  the  great  mass-meeting;  had 
acted  on  one  of  the  subcommittees  chosen  from  au.ong 
the  three  thousand   ladies  gathered  at   the  Institute; 
had  served  with  Mrs.   Schuyler  on   the  board   of  the 
Central  Relief  Association ;  had  been  present  at  the  in- 
ception of  the  Sanitary  Con.mission  and  its  adjunct, 
the   Allotment    Commission;    had    contributed    to    the 
Christian  Commission,  six  thousand  of  whose  delegates 
w-ere  destined  to  double  the  efficiency  of  the  armies  of 
the  Union. 

Then  Sainte  Ursula's  Sisterhood,  organised  for  field 
as  well  as  hospital  service,  demanded  all  her  energies. 
It  was  to  be  an  emergency  corps;  she  had  hesitated  to 
answer  the  call,  hesitated  to  enroll  for  this  rougher 
service,  and,  troubled,  hud  sought  counsel  from  Mr 
Dodge  and  Mr.  Bronson  of  the  Allotment  (  .nmission, 
and  from  Dr.  Agnew  of  the  Sanitary  Commission. 
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Dr.  Agnew  wrote  to  Dr.  Benton ; 

"  Mrs  Paige  is  a  very  charnn'ng  and  very  sweet  little 
lady  exce  lontly  equipped  by  oxn  ..:.,,e  to  take  the  field 
^^  th  Samte  Ursula's  Sisterhc  .],  hut  seif-u'strustful  and 
afra.d  of  her  own  behaviour  n  ,.  battie-  -eld  where  the 
emergency  corps  nn^ght  he  uuJc.  fi...  In  this  sort  of 
woman  I  have  every  confidence." 

The  next  day  Aika  onrollcl:  armngod  hor  houso- 
1.0  d  affa,r,,  so  that  she  couhl  answer  any  sunnnons  at 
a  few  hours'  notice;  and  went  to  bed  dead  tired,  and 
slept  b„<lly,  dreaming  of  .lead  men.  Tl,e  n.orning  su„ 
found  her  pale  an.l  depressed.  She  had  deeided  to  de- 
s  roy  Berkley's  letters.  Sl,e  burned  all,  exeept  one; 
then  went  to  her  class  work. 

Dr.  Benton's  class  was  very  busy  that  morning,  ex- 
pen„,ent<ng  on  the  doctor's  young  assistant  with  band- 
ages, hgatures,  lint,  and  splints.  Lelty,  wearing  only 
her  underc  othes,  lay  on  the  operating  table,  her  cheek 
restmg  on  her  bared  ann,  watching  Ailsa  setting  a  sup- 
pose^ co„,pound  fracture  of  the  leg,  and,  at  intervals, 
quietly  suggesting  the  proper  methods. 

Autumn  sunshine  poure.l  through  the  windows  gild- 
ing the  soft  gray  garb  of  Sain.e  Ursula's  nursing  sis- 
terhood which  all  now  wore  on  duty 

The  girl  on  the  table  lay  very  still,  now  and  then 
directing  or  gently  criticising  the  well-intended  opera- 
ions  on  limb  an.l  body.     .\„d  after  the  allotted  half 
Lour  had  struck,  she  sat  up,  smiling  at  Ailsa,  and,  slip- 
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ping  to  the  floor,  dressed  rapidly,  talking  all  the  while 
in  her  pretty  gentle  way  about  bandages  and  bones  and 
fractures  and  dislocations. 

A  few  minutes  after  she  had  completed  dressing  and 
was  standmg  before  the  glass,  smoothing  the  dark,  silk  v 
nmsses  of  her  hair.  Dr.  Benton  arrived,  absent-eyed, 
preoccupied  at  first,  then  in  a  fidgety  humour  which 
indicated  something  was  about  to  happen.  It  hap- 
pencd.  ^ 

."  Could  any  lady  get  ready  in  time  to  take  the  noon 
tram  for  Washmgton?  "  he  asked  abruptly 
^^^^ There  was  a  startled  silence;  the  call  had  come  at 

Mrs.  Rutherford  said  quietly:  «I  will  go.  But  I 
must  see  my  husband  and  children  first.  I  could  be 
ready  by  to-morrow,  if  that  will  do." 

AnoJur-a  young  girl-said:  «I  could  not  leave 
my  moi,cr  at  an  hour's  notice.  She  is  ill.  Would  to- 
morrow  do,  Dr.  Benton  ?  " 

"  I-think  I  can  go  to-day,"  said  Ailsa  in  a  low 
voice. 

"Our  quota  is  to  be  two  nu  es,"  said  the  doctor. 
But  no  other  lady  could  possibly  leave  before  the  mor- 
row;  and  it  was,  after  all,  scarcely  fair  to  expect  it  of 
women  with  families  to  be  provided  for  and  home  re- 
sponsibilities to  be  arranged. 

"I  could  go  to-day-if  I  may  be  permitted,"  said 
the  doctor  s  young  assistant,  timidly. 

He  swung  around  and  scowled  at  her,  lips  com- 
pressed, eyes  gleaming  through  his  spectacles: 
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You  are  not  askc  !  to  go,  Miss  Lyndon." 

"  I — thought " 

"  Do  you  want  to  go?  " 

"If  Mrs.  Paige  is  going— alone " 

Ailsa  looked  at  her,  gratefully  surprised,  but  smiled 
her  thanks. 

"  If  xMiss  Lynden  may  come.  Dr.  Benton,  I  would 
be  very  glad.     May  she?  " 

"  Miss  Lynden  is  not  a  member  of  Sainte  Ursula's 
congregation,"  he  said  drily.  "  She's  my-rather  valu- 
able — assistant.'* 

"  She  has  been  to  church  with  me  several  times  " 
said  Ailsa.  «  I  have  spoken  to  her  about  becoming  a 
communicant  of  Sainte  Ursula's,  and  she  desired  to  be- 
gin her  mstruction  in  October " 

"But,  confound  it !— I  want  her  with  me!"  inter- 
rupted the  doctor  impatiently.  "  My  house  and  office 
require  the  services  of  Miss  Lynden !  "  He  turned  and 
paced  the  room  rapidly,  hands  clasped  behind  his  bent 
back;  then,  halting: 

"  Do  you  want  to  go?  "  he  repeated. 

The  girl  coloured.     «  You  are  very  kind  to  wish  me 

to  remain But  I  h,\  as  though  Mrs.  Paige  should 

not  go  alone." 

"  Oh,  all  right,"  said  the  doctor  gruffly.  "  And 
you'd  better  start  at  once;  that  train  leaves  at  mid- 
day." And,  turning  to  his  class:  "  Now,  ladies,  if  you 
will  kindly  put  away  those  rags  and  give  me  your  strict 
and  undivided  attention !  "-his  voice  rumbled  off  into 
a  growl. 
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Ailsa  was  already  putting  on  l,er  hut.  Presently 
Letty  Lynden  came  out  of  the  inner  office,  carrying  a 
light  scarf  over  her  arm.  She  and  Ailsa  bade  a  hasty 
and  excited  good-bye  to  the  ladies  of  the  class ;  thanked 
Dr.  Bonton;  listened  solemnly  to  instructions;  prom- 
ised to  obey;  and  gave  him  tremulous  hands  in  leave 
taking. 

"  If  those  ungrateful  dogs  of  soldiers  don't  appreci- 
ate you  two  young  ladies,  come  home  on  the  next  train, 
where  you'll  be  appreciated,"  grumbled  the  doctor. 
"  Anyway,  God  bless  you  both.  And  don't  drink  dirty 
water!  And  keep  your  patients  clean!  Keep  'cm 
clean!  clean!  clean!  I've  a  notion  that  cleanness  is 
nme-tenths  of  surgery;  and  it's  all  there  is  to  nursing 
—but  few  agree  with  me.  Good-bye!  Tell  Agnew  I 
say  that  you  know  your  business !  " 

Ailsa  turned  to  Letty  Lynden. 

"  It  is  so  sweet  of  you  to  want  to  come.  Will  you 
send  your  trunk  to  my  house.?  I  will  have  luncheon 
ready,  and  another  gray  uniform  for  you.  You'll  be  a 
communicant  soon,  so  there  is  no  possible  harm  in  wear- 
ing it." 

"  I  would  like  to  wear  Sainte  Ursula's  garb,"  said 
the  girl  wistfully.  «  Do  you  really  think  I  may,  Mrs. 
Paige?  " 

"  You  shall  indeed !    Will  you  be  ready  by  eleven  ?  " 
"  I  have  very  little  to  take  with  me— only  a  small 
trunk.     I  will  be  at  your  house  at  eleven." 

Ailsa,  nervous  and  excited,  nodded;  the  sud.lenness 
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111  ho  '"""'"^  '"  ''™"""^  l-"-   She  walked 

«p  dly  ho™,  su„™„„rf  the  servant,,  interviewed  the 
house-keeper,  s.t  down  and  drew  necessary  ehecks  to 
cover  a  jnonth's  absence;  sent  hurried  notes  to  C  Ha! 

patch"::; '  ''""°"'"  ^™"' '"  ^"p"""  »"»-= -i' 

patched  a  servant  to  find  a  hack,  another  to  pack  for 
her,  another  to  serve  her  something  to  eat 

The  household  helow  stairs  was  inclined  to  tear,- 

old  Jonas  s„,«,ed  and  shuffled  about,  shrunken  hands' 

as  she"^  helpless,  mil,  ^yes  foll„.,„g  his  young  mistrel 

as  she  „„ve    Hcc,s,vely  from  room  to  room,  fathering 

loul;  "^  '"  ""■""'^  "•""  ^"-^  «1>'-d  for  her 

Shawls  handbags,  umbrellas,  cloaks,  and  trunk  were 
packed  and  strapped  and  carried  ofF  below.     Letty  Z 

Wh        ,    T  '"'"'  ""'  "^"  *•>  ^"-'»  ^o-  "here 
luncheon  for  two  was  ready  on  a  big  silver  tray 

hack  tnVtTrt""'"''  '*'"  """'"^'  '°  """o™-  «•= 
amid'the  .  *  *;  ^^^-S"'-'''''  -°-n  hurried  away 
am,d  the  hysterical  snnel  of  servants  and  the  friendly 
»ewmg  of  Missy,  who  trotted  after  them  to  the  f  „^ t 
door,  ad  erect,  followed  by  her  latest  progeny  on 
fliminutive  and  wavering  legs.  r    s    y  on 

All  the  way  to  the  ferry  Ailsa  sat  silent  in  her  cor- 
ner of  the  hack,  worried,  reflecting,  trying  to  recol  ect 
what  ,t  was  that  she  had  left  undone. 

Something  important  she  certainly  had  forgotten  • 
»he  knew  .t.  searching  her  mind,  while  Letty  fu;t  eW 
watched  her  m   silence,  gloved  hands  clasped   in  h^^ 
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And  suddenly  Ailsu  know,  and  a  flood  of  colour 
dyed  her  face;  for  the  vague  sense  of  leaving  son.ething 
undone  was  the  Instinct  to  let  Berkley  know  she  wat 
gomg-the  blind,  unreasoning  need  for  some  communi- 
cation witJi  him. 

Had  it  been  possible  that  all  this  time  she  had  not 
utterly  uprooted  this  man  from  her  insulte<l  heart' 
Had  hope,  all  this  time,  unconsciously  lived  latent  in 
her;  was  it  possible  that  somehow,  somewhere,  there  re- 
mained a  chance  for  him  yet-a  chance  for  her-a  cure 
—the  only  cure  for  all  he  had  done  to  her— himself  • 

She  reddened  painfully  again  as  memory,  insolent, 
imperious,  flashed  in  her  brain,  illuminating  ihe  unquiet 
past,  sparing  her  nothing-no,  not  one  breathless  heart 
beat,  not  one  atom  of  the  shame  and  the  sweetness  of 
It,  not  one  dishonourable  thrill  she  had  endured  for  love 
of  him,  not  one  soundless  cry  at  night  where  she  lay 
tortured,  dumb,  hands  clenched  but  arms  wide  flung  as 
her  heart  beat  out  his  name,  calling,  calling  to  the  man 
who  had  ended  himself  for  over. 

And  Letty,  silent  in  her  corner,  watched  her  with- 
out  a  word. 

At  the  station,  scarcely  knowing  what  she  did,  Ailsa 
stopped  at  the  telegraph  office  and  wrote  a  despatch 
to  him,  addressing  it  to  his  old  lodgings: 

"  I  don't  know  whether  this  will  ever  reach  you,  but 
I  can  t  go  without  trying  to  let  you  know  that  I  am 
leaving  for  Washington  as  volunteer  nurse.  They  have 
my  address  at  the  house. 

"Ailsa  Paige." 
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Then  the  two  gray-garbed  women  hurried  to  the 
train,  but  found  no  seats  together  until  a  lank,  sad- 
eyed  lieutenant  of  artillery  gave  up  his  place  and 
doubled  in  with  a  sweating,  red-necked  contractor  from 
St.  Louis,  who  sat  in  his  '^hirt  sleeves,  fanning  himself 
with  his  straw  hat. 

The  day  was  hot;  the  car  dusty,  ill-smelling,  un- 
comfortable. 

At  Philadelphia  their  train  was  stalled  for  hours. 
Two  long  trains,  loaded  with  ammunition  and  a  section 
of  field-artillery,  had  right  of  way;  and  then  another 
train  filled  with  jeering,  blue-clad  infantry  blocked 
them. 

The  soldiers,  bare  headed  and  in  their  undershirts, 
lolled  and  yelled  and  hung  from  the  car  windows,  chew- 
ing tobacco,  smoking,  or  gazing,  jaws  a-gape,  at  the 
crowds  in  the  station. 

Another  train  rolled  by,  trailing  a  suffocating  stench 
of  cattle  and  hogs  from  its  slatted  stock-cars ;  and  Ailsa 
was  almost  stifled  before  her  train  at  last  moved  ]  eavily 
southward,  saluted  by  good-natured  witticisms  from 
the  soldiers  at  the  windows  of  the  stalled  troop  train. 

Evening  came,  finding  them  somewhere  in  Dela- 
ware; the  yellow  stars  appeared,  the  air  freshened  a 
little.  Letty  had  fallen  asleep ;  her  dark  lashes  rested 
quietly  on  her  cheeks,  but  the  car  jolted  her  head  cru- 
elly, and  Ailsa  gently  drew  it  to  her  own  shoulder  and 
put  ono  arm  around  her. 

A  major  of  heavy  artillery  turned  toward  her  from 
his  seat  and  said: 
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"  Are  vou  a  volunteer  nurse,  iiiu'ani?  " 
"  Yes,"  motioned  Ailsa  with  her  lips,  glancing  cau- 
tiously at  Lctty. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  at  Wilmington?  " 
She  thanked  him,  smiling.     He  was  disposed  to  be 
very  friendly. 

"  Vou  ladies  are  the  right  stuff,"  he  said.  "  I've 
seen  you  aboard  those  abominable  transports,  behaving 
like  angels  to  the  poor  sea-sick  devils.  I  saw  you  after 
Big  Bethel,  scraping  the  blood  and  filth  off  of  the 
wounded  zouaves ;  I  saw  you  in  Washington  after  Bull 
Run,  doing  acts  of  mercy  that,  by  God,  madam !  would 
have  turned  my  stomach.  .  .  .  Won't  you  let  mc  do 
something  for  you.  You  don't  need  any  whisky  for 
your  sick  boys,  do  you  ^  " 

Ailsa  smiled  and  shook  her  head,  saying  they  had 
not  yet  been  assigned  to  duty. 

"I  haven't  anything  else  to  oflFcr  you  except  to- 
bacco," said  the  Major  ruefully,  and  subsided. 

At  Wilmington,  however,  he  go.  out,  and  presently 
reappeared  with  hard-boile  I  oggs  and  sandwiches,  a 
big  bottle  of  cold,  sweet  i..  •,  ..nd  a  basket  of  fruit. 
Lctty  awoke ;  realised  that  Aiisa  had  been  holding  her 
in  her  arms ;  looked  at  her  in  confusion,  then  impulsively 
bent  and  laid  her  lips  against  Ailsa's  hands. 

"Why— child— I  didn't  mind,"  faltered  Ailsa, 
flushing  in  response  to  Letty's  swift  emotion.  «  See 
what  this  very  kind  officer  has  brought  us  for  dinner, 
dear!     Isn't  it  delicious?  " 

They  were  as  hungry  as  two  scho  1  cliildren  and  ate 
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everything;  and  by  and  by  the  Major  of  heavy  artillery 
came  back  and  reversed  the  scat  he  had  been  occupying, 
and  arranged  it  so  he  could  sit  facing  them.  He  was 
fat,  red-face<l,  with  a  pair  of  terrific  moustaches,  and 
a  closely  clipped  head  showing  two  scars. 

"  I've  daughters  older  thr-.n  you,  ma'am,"  he  said, 
in  part  explanation  of  his  friendliness.     «  One's  got  a 
new  baby.     He's  a  devil !  " 
"VV-what?"  asked  Ailsa. 

"  The  right  kind  of  devil,  ma'am.  I've  been  to  see 
him !  He  wanted  my  sword ;  he  tried  to  chew  oflT  my 
shoulder  straps :  he  almost  impaled  himself  on  my  spurs. 
By  heaven,  ma'am,  thaVs  a  boy  for  you!  " 

Ailsa  smiled.  She  knew  about  babies;  implanted 
in  her  had  always  been  a  perfect  madness  to  possess 
one. 

She  and  the  red-faced  .Alajor  talked  babies.  Letty, 
knowing  nothing  about  babies  and  not  deeply  inter- 
ested, lay  back  in  her  seat,  watching  Ailsa  in  the  dim 
light  of  the  ceiling  lamps.  S',e  seemed  never  to  have 
enough  of  Ailsa.    It  had  been  so  from  the  first. 

In  Baltimore  dawn  was  breaking  when  Ailsa  awoke 
at  the  summons  of  the  major;  and  he  remained  devoted 
to  the  two  nurses  of  Sainte  Ursula,  attending  to  their 
baggage  and  transfer  across  the  city,  finding  seats  in 
the  waiting-room  already  invaded  by  the  officers  of  sev- 
eral regiments  in  transit,  and  finally  saw  them  safely 
aboard  the  cars  again. 

"  Good-bye,  little  ladies,"  he  said  cheerily.     "  If  I',„ 
hit,  God  send  one  of  you  to  wash  my  face  for  me.     My 
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card,  ladies— if  I  may  be  permitted  the  honour  Vm 
to  be  at  Fortress  Monroe  as  soon  as  my  command  leaves 
Baltimore." 

After  he  had  gone  away,  Ailsa  looked  at  his  card: 

A.  J.  DENISLOW 

Major,  Art.,  U.  S.  A. 

"  I  thought  he  was  a  regular,"  she  said,  smiling  at 
Letty  "  He's  a  perfect  old  dear.  Shall  we  open  the 
parcel  and  see  what  he  has  left  us  for  breakfast.'  " 

There  was  more  milk,  more  peaches  and  pears,  more 
bread  and  butter,  and  a  cold  roast  chicken;  and  thev 
made  very  merry  over  it,  doing  the  best  they  could 
Without  knife  and  fork. 

They  were  nearing  Washington  now.  Every  little 
while  they  passed  bodies  of  troops  marching  or  en- 
camped along  the  roads;  and  once  they  saw  a  line  of 
army  waggons,  drab  coloured,  with  yellow  canvas  tops, 
moving  slowly  in  clouds  of  dust. 

In  the  limpid  morning  light  buzzards  were  already 
soaring  over  the  green  fields;  the  fresh  odour  of  wild 
flowers  came  blowing  in  at  the  open  car  window;  but- 
terflies fluttered,  wind-driven,  helpless. 

And  now  they  were  passing  mounds  of  freshly 
turned  red  earth-long  stretches  of  hillocks  banked 
high  and  squared  at  the  ends.  Hundreds  of  negroes 
were  at  work  sodding  them ;  here  and  there  a  flag  flut- 
tered and  a  bayonet  gleamed. 

"I  believe  all  these  little  hills  and  ditches  have 
something  to  do  with  forts,"  said  Ailsa.     -  Certainly 
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that  ^rreat  riiound  must  be  purt  of  a  fort.     Do  you  see 
tlic  cannon?  " 

Lctty  nodded,  wide-eyed.  And  now  they  were  pass- 
ing soldiers  on  every  road,  at  every  bridge,  along  every 
creek  bank. 

Squads  of  them,  muskets  shining,  marched  briskly 
along  beside  the  railroad  track ;  sentinels  stood  at  every 
culvert,  every  flag  house,  every  water  tank  and  local 
station  past  which  they  rolled  without  stopping.  Acres 
of  white  tents  flashed  into  view ;  houses  and  negro  cab- 
ins became  thicker;  brick  houses,  too,  appeared  at  in- 
tervals, then  half-finished  blocks  fronting  the  dusty 
roads,  then  rows  and  lines  of  dwellings,  and  street  after 
street  swarming  with  negroes  and  whites.  And  before 
they  realised  it  they  had  arrived. 

They  descended  from  the  car  amid  a  pandemonium 
of  porters,  hackmen,  soldiers,  newsboys,  distracted  fel- 
low-passengers, locomotives  noisily  blowing  off  steam, 
baggagemen  trundling  and  slamming  trunks  about ;  ana 
stood  irresolute  and  confused. 

"  Could  you  direct  us  to  the  offices  of  the  Sanitary 
Commission.?  "  asked  Ailsa  of  a  passing  soldier  wearing 
the  insignia  of  the  hospital  service  on  his  sleeve. 
"  You  bet  I  can,  ladies  !    Are  you  nurses.?  " 
"  Yes,"  said  Ailsa,  smiling. 
"  Bully  for  you,"  said  the  boy ;  "  step  right  this 

way.  Sanitary.     One  moment " 

He  planted  himself  before  a  bawling  negro  tack 
driver  and  began  to  apply  injurious  observations  to 
him,  followed  by  terrible  threats  if  he  didn't  take  these 
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"Sanitary  Ladies"  to  the  headquarters  of  the  Com- 
mission. 

"  I'm  going  up  that  way,  too."  he  ended,  "  and  I'm 
gomg  to  sit  on  the  box  with  you,  and  I'll  punch  your 
nose  off  if  you  charge  my  Sanitary  Ladies  „,ore  than 
fifty  cents !  '* 

And    escorted    in    this    amazing    manner,    cinder- 
smeared,  hot,  rumpled,  and  very  tired,  Ailsa  Paige  and 
Letty  Lynden  entered  the  unspeakably  dirty  streets  of 
the  Capital  of  their  country  and  turned  into  the  mag- 
nificent   squalor    of    Pennsylvania    Avenue    which    lay 
flanked  by  ignoble  architecture,  straight  and  wide  and 
hazy   under   its   drifting  golden   dust   from   the  great 
unfinished    dome    of    the    Capitol    to    the    Corinthian 
colonnade  of  the  Treasury.     Their  negro  drove  slow- 
ly:   their    self-constituted    escort,    legs    crossed,    cap 
over  one  impish  eye,  lolled  on  the  box,  enjoving  the 
drive.  ' 

Past  them  sped  a  company  of  cavalry  in  blue  and 
yellow,  bouncing  considerably  in  their  saddles,  red  faces 
very  dusty  under  their  tightly  strapped  caps,  sabres 
and  canteens  jangling  like  an  unexpected  avalanche  of 
tm-ware  in  a  demoralised  pantry. 

"Go  it,  young  'uns!"  cried  their  soldier  escort 
from  the  box,  waving  his  hand  patronisingly.  He  also 
saluted  an  officer  in  spectacles  as  "  Bully  boy  with  a 
glass  eye,"  and  later  informed  another  officer  in  a  broad 
yellow  sash  that  he  was  « the  cheese."  All  of  which 
pamfully  mortified  the  two  young  nurses  of  Sainte  Ur- 
sula, especially  when  passing  the  fashionablv-dressed 
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.1".  .  What  on  o,.r,l.  d„  „,,  „,,„.  ,,„,,.,,  „,,,,  „,  J.^  „ 
I^  ty,  who  had  been  mi.chicvousl.v  an,u,«l  „n.l  i„- 
•■l.n«l  to  enjoy  it,  looked  very  «r„ve  a,  the  boy,  after  a 
par  .cularly  outrage.ou.  Jibe,  at  a  highly  rc.poctable  old 
Kcntle raan  turned  and  debberately  .inked  at  hi,  ••  San- 
lUivy  Ladies." 

"  That's  old  hoss  Cainero,./'  he  .said.  "  I  ,nade  such 
"  ".ug  at  the  old  terrapin  that  he'll  never  be  able  to 
recognise  my  face." 

^ou  ver^  waked  httle  bo^y,  don't  you  dare  to  n.ake 
another  face  at  anybody  !-or  I'll-I'll  report  your  con- 
duct to-to  the  Sanitary  Comrnission !  " 

They  11  raise  hell  with  nie,  if  you  do.     I  want  to  get 
hunky  with  the  Sanitary  boss."  ^ 

"  Then  behave  yourself !  "  said  Ailsa,  furious ;  "  and 
don  t  you  dare  to  swear  again.    Do  you  hear?  " 

"^es  ma'am-I  will-I  won't,  I  mean.  And  if  I 
see  that  old  mudsill,  Simon  Cameron,  I'll  take  off  my 
cap  to  him,  b'gosh !  "  ^ 

th  J\r/"  """^T  """^  '"^^"'^  ^°^^^^^  -ho  showed 
them  the  door  of  the  Commission's  office,  and  stood  at 
attention,  saluting  carefully  as  the  ladies  passed  him 

\ou  won't  peach,  vill  you?  "  he  whispered  loudly, 
as  Ailsa  stopped  to  pay  the  driver. 


"  So,   I   won't— thi«   time,"  «l,e  sai<l,  smiling,  "  if 
yon  j)roriii.so  to  be  a  wry  goo(J  soldier  hereafter." 

He  promised  fervidly.     He  happened  to  he  on  duty 

at  headquarters,  and  the  fear  of  the  Conunission  ha'd 

been  driven  into  bin.  d.-ep.      So  she  and   L.ttv  enten.l 

the  door  uith  a   stream  of  people  who  evidently   had 

busu.ess    with    the    otfieials    of    the    A.nerican    Sanitary 

ConnnKssi<,n :  and  a  very  amiable   voun^  man   received 

then,  n.   their  t.irn,  took  their  papers,  exannned  their 

rredenti.ils,  nodded  snn'linply,  and  direeted   them   to  a 

K.nall  boanh-n^-bouse  on  F  Street,  where,  he  explained, 

they  had  better  remain  until  further  orders. 

There  had  been  some  desultory  fighting  in  Virginia, 
he  said,  also  there  were  a  great  many  sick  soldiers  in  the' 
army. 

Perhaps,  added  the  young  man,  they  would  be  sent 
to    one   of   the   city   hospitals,    but    the   chances    were 
that  they  would  be  ordered  directly  to  a  field  hospital. 
In   that  case  their  transportation   would   be  by  army 
waggon  or  ambulance,  or  the  Commission  might  send 
one  of  its  own  mule-drawn  conveyances.     At  any  rate 
they  had  better  rest  and  not  worry,  because  as  long  as 
the  Commission  had  sent  for  them,  the  Commission  cer- 
tainly needed  them,  and  would  see  that   they  arrived 
safely  at  their  destination. 

Which  turned  out  to  be  a  perfectly  true  prophecy; 
for  after  a  refreshing  bath  in  their  boarding-house  quar- 
ters, and  a  grateful  change  of  linen,  and  an  early  sup- 
per, a  big,  bony  cavalryman  came  cl.inkin-  to"^  their 
door,  saying  that  a  supply  train  was  leaving  for  the 
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South,  and  that  an  nrnbulance  of  the  Sanitary  Commis- 
sion was  waiting  for  them  in  front  of  the  house. 

The  night  was  fearfully  hot;  scarcely  a  breath  of 
air  stirred  as  their  ambulance  creaked  out  toward  the 
river. 

The  Long  Bridge,  flanked  by  its  gate  houses,  loomed 
up  in  the  dusk ;  and : 

"  Halt !    Who  goes  there?  " 

"  Friends  with  the  countersign." 

"  Dismount  one  and  advance  with  the  countersign !  " 

And  the  Sergeant  of  cavalry  dismounted  and  moved 
forward ;  there  was  a  low  nmrmur ;  then  :  "  Pass  on,  Sani- 
tary !  " 

A  few  large  and  very  yellow  stars  looked  down  from 
the  blackness  above;  under  the  wheels  the  rotten  plank- 
ing and  worn  girders  of  the  Long  Bridge  groaned  and 
complained  and  sagged. 

Ailsa,  looking  out  from  under  the  skeleton  hood,  be- 
hmd  her,  saw  other  waggons  following,  loaded  heavily 
with  hospital  supplies  and  baggage,  escorted  by  the 
cavalrymen,    who    rode    as    though   exhausted,    yellow 
trimmed  shell  jackets  unbuttoned  exposing  sweat-soaked 
undershirts,  caps  pushed  back  on  their  perspiring  heads. 
Letty,  lying  on  a  mattress,  had  fallen  asleep.    Ailsa 
scarcely  able  to  breathe  in  the  heavy  heat,  leaned  pant-' 
mg  against  the  framework,  watching  the  darkness 

It  seemed  to  be  a  little  cooler  on  the  Virginia  side 
after  they  had  passed  the  General  Hospital,  and  had 
gone  forward  through  the  deserted  city  of  Alexandria. 
About   a  mile   beyond   a   slight    freshness,   scarcely   a 
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bioeze,  stirred  Ailsji's   hair.     The  driver  said  to  her, 
pointing  at  a  shadowy  bulk  with  his  whip-stock  : 

'*  That's  the  Marshall  House,  where  ('olonel  Ells- 
worth was  killed.  God  help  their  '  Tigers  '  if  the  Fire 
Zouaves  ever  git  at  'em." 

She  looked  at  the  unlighted  building  in  silence. 
Farther  on  the  white  tents  of  a  Pennsylvania  regiment 
loomed  gray  under  the  stars ;  beyond  them  the  sentinels 
were  zouaves  of  an  Indiana  regiment,  wearing  scarlet 
fezzes. 

Along  the  road,  which  for  a  while  paralleled  the 
Orange  and  Alexandria  Railroad,  cavalry  vedettes  sat 
their  horses,  carbine  on  thigh.  No  trains  passed  the 
embankment;  once  she  saw,  on  a  weed-grown  siding, 
half  a  dozen  locomotives  apparently  intact ;  but  no  fire 
burned  in  their  furnaces,  no  smoke  curled  from  their 
huge  drumhead  stacks;  and  on  the  bell  frame  of  one 
an  owl  was  sitting. 

And  now,  between  a  double  line  of  ditches,  where  a 
battalion  of  engineers  lay  asleep  in  their  blankets,  the 
road  entered  the  pine  woods. 

Ailsa  slept  fitfully,  but  the  far  challenge  and  the 
halting  of  the  waggon  usually  awoke  her  in  darkness 
feebly  lit  by  the  rays  of  a  candle-set  lantern,  swung  up 
inquiringly  by  the  corporal  of  some  guard.  And, 
"  Pass  forward.  Sanitary !  "  was  the  invariable  formula ; 
and  the  ambulance  rolled  on  again  between  a  double 
abattis  of  fallen  trees,  flanked  on  either  horizon  by  tall, 
quiet  pines. 

Once  she  heart!  singing;  a  small  company  of  cavalry- 
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n  en  straggled  by,  and,  seeing  their  long  lances  and 
their  Belgmn  forage  caps,  she  leaned  out  and  asked 
what  regiment  it  might  be.  Somebody  answered:  "  Es- 
cort  Squad  of  Rankin's  Lancers,  1st  United  States 
Our  regmient  is  in  Detroit,  Miss,  and  thank  God  we're 
going  back  there." 

And  they  rode  on  toward  Washington,  singing  their 
.nonotonous  «  Do  They  Miss  Me  at  Home  "  song,  till 
she  lost  them  against  the  darkness  of  the  distant  woods, 
and  dropped  back  to  her  bed  of  shawls  and  blankets 
once  more. 

After  midnight  she  slept,  and  it  was  only  the  oise 
the  driver  made  pulling  the  canvas  cover  of  the  frame 
above  her  that  awakened  her,  and  she  sat  up,  half 
frozen,  in  a  fine  fog  that  h.came  a  drizzle  soon  after  the 
cover  was  up. 

^^     "The  sunny  South,"  observed  the  driver  in  disgust. 
\esterday  the  thermometer  stood  at  105  in  Washing- 
ton, and  now  look  at  this  here  weather,  lady  " 

Day  broke,  bitter  cold;  it  was  raining  heavily;  but 
soon  after  sunr,se  the  rain  slackened,  the  fog  grew  thin- 
ner, and  the  air  warmer.  Slowly  the  sun  appeared,  at 
first  only  a  dazzling  blot    through  the  smier,  then 

Through  steaming  fields,  over  thickets,  above  woods, 
the  vapours  were  rising,  disclosing  a  shining  and  we 
world   sweet  and  fresh  i„  its  ,„,,  autunm  beautv. 

The  road  to  Fairfa:=  Court  House  was  deep  in  red 
mud,  set  w.th  runnels  and  pools  of  gold  reflectfng  c^r 
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TiQT^  of  blue  sky.  Through  it  slopped  mules  and  horses 
and  wheels,  sending  splashes  of  spray  and  red  mud 
over  the  roadside  bushes.  A  few  birds  sang:  overhead 
sailed  and  circled  hundreds  of  buzzards,  the  sun  gild- 
ing their  upcurled  wing  tips  as  they  sheered  the  tree- 
tops. 

And  now,  everywhere   over  the   landscape   soldiers 
were  visible,  squads  clothed  only  in  trousers  and  shirts, 
marching  among  the  oaks  and  magnolias  with  pick  and 
shovel ;  squads  carrying  saws  and  axes  and  chains.     A 
little  farther  on  a  wet,  laurel-bordered  road  into  the 
woods  was  being  corduroyed;  here  they  were  bridging 
the  lazy  and  discoloured  waters  of  a  creek,  there  erect- 
ing log  huts.     Hammer  strokes  rang  from  half-cleared 
hillsides,  where  some   regiment,   newly  encamped,  was 
busily   flooring  its   tents;  the  blows   of  axes  sounded 
from  the  oak  woods;  and  Ailsa  could  see  great  trees 
bending,  slowly  slanting,  then  fall'ng  with  a  rippling 
crash  of  smashed  branches. 

The  noises  in  the  forest  awoke  Letty.  Whimper- 
ing sleepily,  but  warm  under  the  shawls  which  Ailsa  had 
piled  around  her,  she  sat  up  rubbing  her  dark  eyes ; 
then,  with  a  little  quick-drawn  breath  of  content,  took 
Ailsa's  hand. 

The  driver  said :  "  It's  them  gallus  lumbermen  from 
some  o'  the  Maine  regiments  clearing  the  ground. 
They're  some  with  the  axe.  Yonder's  the  new  fort  the 
Forty  Thieves  is  building." 

"The— what.?"  asked  Ailsa,  perplexed. 

"  Fortieth  New  York  Infantry,  ma'am.     The  army 
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calls  'em  the  Forty  Thieves,  they're  that  bright  at 
foraging,  flag  or  no  flag!  Chickens,  pigs,  sheep-God 
knows  they're  a  light-fingered  lot;  but  their  colonel  is 
one  of  the  best  officers  in  the  land.  Why  shouldn't 
they  be  a  good  fat  regiment,  with  their  haversacks  full 
o'  the  best,  when  half  the  army  feeds  on  tack  and  sow- 
belly, and  the  other  half  can't  git  that ! " 

The  driver,  evidently  nearing  his  destination,  be- 
came confidentially  loquacious. 

"Yonder's  Fort  Elsworth,  ladies!     It's  hid  by  the 
forest,  but  it's  there,  you  bet !     If  you  ladies  ^ould 
climb  up  one  o'  them  big  pines,  you'd  see  the  line  of 
forts    and    trenches    in    a    half-moon    from    the   Chain 
Bridge  at  Georgetown   to  Alexandria,  and  you'd   see 
the  seminary  in  its  pretty  park,  and,  belike,  Gineral 
McClellan  in  the  chapel  cupola,  a-spying  through  his 
spy-glass  what  deviltry  them  rebel  batteries  is  hatchino- 
on  the  hill  over  yonder."  ° 

"  Are  the  rebels  there?  " 

"  Yes'm.     Little  Mac,  he  lets  'em  stay  there  till .    's 
good  'n'  ready  to  gobble  'em." 

Ailsa  and  Letty  stared  at  the  bluish  hill,  the  top  of 
which  just  showed  above  the  forest. 

A  young  soldier  of  engineers,  carrying  a  bundle  of 
axes,  came  along  the  road,  singing  in  a  delightful  tenor 
voice  the  hymn,  "Arise,  My  Soul,  Arise'"  He 
glanced  admiringly  at  Ailsa,  then  at  Letty,  as  the  am- 
bulance drove  by,  but  his  song  did  not  falter;  and  far 
away  they  heard  him  singing  gloriously  through  the 
autumn  woods. 
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Presently  a  brigade  medical  officer  rode  up,  signal- 
ling the  driver  to  stop,  with  his  gloved  hand. 

"  Where  do  you  come   from,   ladies— the   General 
Hospital  at  Alexandria?  " 
Ailsa  explained. 

"  That's  good,"  he  said  emphatically ;  "  the  brigade 
hospitals  are  short  handed.  We  need  experienced 
nurses  badly."  And  he  pointed  across  the  fields  tow- 
ard a  hillside  where  a  group  of  farm-houses  and  bams 
stood.  A  red  flag  flapped  darkly  against  the  sky  from 
the  cupola  of  a  barn. 

"  Is  that  the  hospital.''  "  asked  Ailsa,  noticing  some 
ambulances  parked  near  by. 

"Yes,  madam.  You  will  report  to  Dr.  West." 
He  looked  at  them  for  a  second,  shook  his  head 
thoughtfully,  then  saluted  and  wheeled  his  horse. 
"  Pass  on,  Sanitary ! "  he  added  to  the  driver. 
There  was  a  deeply  rutted  farm  road  across  the 
fields,  guarded  by  gates  which  now  hung  wide  open. 
Through  these  the  supply  waggons  and  the  Commission 
ambulance  rolled,  followed  slowly  by  the  rain-soaked 
troopers  of  the  escort. 

In  front  of  one  of  the  outhouses  a  tall,  bald-headed, 
jolly-faced  civilian  stood  in  his  checked  shirt  sleeves, 
washing  bloody  hands  in  a  tin  basin.  To  Ailsa's  ques- 
tion he  answered: 

"  I'm  Dr.  Hammond  of  the  Sanitary  Commission. 

Dr.  West  is  in  the  wards.     Very  glad  you  came,  Mrs. 

Paige;   very   glad,   indeed.   Miss   Lynden.     Here's   an 

orderly  who'll  show  you  your  quarters — can't  give  you 
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more  than  one  room  and  one  bed.  You'll  get  breakfast 
m  that  house  over  there,  as  soon  as  it's  ready.  After 
that  come  back  here  to  me.  There's  plenty  to  do,"  he 
added  grimly;  "we're  just  sending  fifty  patients  to 
Alexandria,  and  twenty-five  to  Washington.  Oh,  ves 
there's  plenty  to  do-plenty  to  do  in  this  God-for- 
saken land.  And  it  isn't  battles  that  are  keeping  us 
busy."  ^    ^ 

No,  it  was  not  battles  that  kept  the  doctors,  nurses, 
and  details  for  the  ambulance  corps  busy  at  the  front 
that  first  autumn  and  winter  in  Virginia.     Few  patients 
required    the    surgeon,    h^    wounded    were    received 
victims  of  skirmish  or  sharpshooting  or  of  their  own 
comrades'  carelessness.     But  unwounded  patients  were 
arriving   faster   and    faster   from    the   corduroy    road 
squads,  from  the  outposts  in  the  marshy  forests,  from 
the  pickets'  hovels  on  the  red-mud  banks  of  the  river 
from  chilly  rifle  pits  and  windy  hill  camps,  from  the' 
trenches  along  Richmond  Turnpike,  from  the  stockades 
at  Fairfax.     And  there  seemed  no  end  of  them.     Hun- 
dreds of  regimental  hospital  tents,  big  affairs,  sixty 
feet  long  by  forty  wide,  were  always  full.    The  hospitals 
at  Alexandria,  Kalorama,  the  Columbia,  and  the  Stone 
iVIansiun,  took  the  overflow,  or  directed  it  to  Washing- 
ton,  Philadelphia,  and  the  North. 

In  one  regiment  alone,  the  Saratoga  Regiment,  the 
majority  of  the  men  were  unfit  for  duty.  In  one  com- 
pany only  twelve  men  could  be  mustered  for  evening 
parade.     Typhoid,     pneumonia,     diphtheria,     spotted 
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fever  were  doing  their  work  in  the  raw,  unacclimated 
regiments.  Regimental  medical  officers  were  exhausted. 
Two  steady  streams  of  human  beings,  flowing  in 
opposite  directions,  had  set  in  with  the  autumn;  the 
sick,  going  North,  the  new  regiments  arriving  from  the 
North  to  this  vast  rendezvous,  wh'crc  a  great  organizer 
of  men  was  welding  together  militia  and  volunteers, 
hammering  out  of  the  raw  mass  something  that  was 
slowly  beginning  to  resemble  an  army. 

Through  the  wards  of  their  hospital  Ailsa  and 
Letty  saw  the  unbroken  column  of  the  sick  pass  north- 
ward or  deathward;  from  their  shuttered  window  they 
beheld  endless  columns  arriving— cavalry,  infantry, 
artillery,  engineers,  all  seeking  their  allotted  fields  or 
hillsides,  which  presently  blossomed  white  with  tents 
and  grew  blue  and  hazy  with  the  smoke  of  camp 
fires. 

All  day  long,  rain  or  sun,  the  landscape  swarmed 
with  men  and  horses ;  all  day  long  bugle  answered  bugle 
from  hill  to  hill;  drums  rattled  at  dawn  and  evening; 
the  music  from  regimental  and  brigade  bands  was  al- 
most constant,  saluting  the  flag  at  sunset,  or,  with 
muflled  drums,  sounding  for  the  dead,  or  crashing  out 
smartly  at  guardmount,  or,  on  dress  parade,  playing 
the  favorite,  "  Evening  Bells." 

Leaning  on  her  window  ledge  when  off  duty,  deadly 
tired,  Ailsa  would  listen  dully  to  the  near  or  distant 
strains,  wondering  at  the  strangeness  of  her  life;  won- 
dering what  it  all  was  coming  to. 

But  if  life  was  strange,  it  was  also  becoming  very 
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real  and  very   full   as  autumn  quickened   into   winter, 
and  the  fever  waxed  fiercer  in  every  regiment. 

Life  gave  her  now  scant  time  for  brooding— scarce 
time  for  thought  at  all.  There  were  no  other  women 
at  the  Farm  Hospital  except  the  laundresses.  Every 
regiment  in  the  newly  formed  division  encamped  in  the 
vicinity  furnished  one  man  from  each  company  for  hos- 
pital work;  and  from  this  contingent  came  their  only 
relief. 

But  work  was  what  Ailsa  needed,  and  what  Letty 
needed,    too.      It    left    them    no    chance    to    think    oV 
themselves,  no  leisure  for  self-pity,  no  inclination   for 
it  in  the  dreadful  daily  presence  of  pestilence  and  death. 
So    many,    many    died;    young    men,    mostly.     So 
many  were  sent  away,  hopelessly  broken,  and  very,  very 
young.     And  there  was  so  much  to  do— so  much !— in- 
struments and  sponges  and  lint  to  hold  for  surgeons; 
bandages,  iced  compresses,  medicines  to  hand  to  phy- 
sicians; and  there  were  ghastly  faces  to  be  washed,  and 
filthy  bodies  to  be  cleansed,  and  limp  hands  to  be  held, 
and  pillows  to  be  turned,  and  heads  to  be  lifted.     And 
there  were  letters  to  be  written  for  sick  boys  and  dying 
boys  and  dead  boys ;  there  was  tea  and  lemonade  and 
whisky  and  wine  to  be  measured  out  and  given;  there 
was  broth  to  be  ordered  and  tasted  and  watched,  deli- 
cacies to  be  prepared;  clothing  to  be  boiled;  inventories 
to  be  made  of  dwindling  medical  supplies  and  of  fresh 
stores  to  be  ordered  or  unpacked  from  the  pyramids  of 
muddy  boxes  and  barrels  in  the  courts. 

There  was  also  the  daily  need  of  food  and  a  breath 
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of  fresh  air;  and  there  were,  sometimes,  letters  to  read. 
None  came  to  Ailsa  from  Berkley.  No  letters  came  to 
Lctty  at  all,  except  from  Dr.  Benton,  who  wrote,  with- 
out any  preliminary  explanation  of  why  he  wrote  at 
all,  once  every  fortnight  with  absolute  regularity. 

What  he  had  to  say  in  his  letters  Ailsa  never  knew, 
for  Letty,  who  had  been  touched  and  surprised  by  the 
first  one  and  had  read  it  aloud  to  Ailsa,  read  no  more  of 
the  letters  which  came  to  her  from  Dr.  Benton.  And 
Ailsa  asked  her  nothing. 

Part  of  Colonel  Arran's  regiment  of  lancers  was 
now  in  Washington— or  near  it,  encamped  to  the  east 
of  Meridian  Hill,  in  a  field  beyond  Seventh  Street— at 
least  these  were  the  careful  directions  for  posting  let- 
ters given  her  by  Captain  Hallam,  who  wrote  her 
cheerfully  and  incessantly;  and  in  every  letter  he  de- 
clared himself  with  a  patient  and  cordial  persistence 
that  perhaps  merited  something  more  enthusiastic  than 
Ailsa's  shy  and  brief  replies. 

Colonel  Arran  had  been  to  see  her  twice  at  her 
hospital  that  winter;  he  seemed  grayer,  bigger  than 
ever  in  his  tight  blue  and  yellow  cavalry  uniform;  and 
on  both  occasions  he  had  spoken  of  Berkley,  and  had 
absently  questioned  her;  and  after  both  visits  she  had 
lain  awake,  her  eyes  wide  in  the  darkness,  the  old 
pain  stirring  dully  in  her  breast.  But  in  the  duties  of 
the  morning  she  forgot  sorrow,  forgot  hope,  and  found 
strength  and  peace  in  a  duty  that  led  her  ever  amid  the 
shadows  of  pain  and  death. 

Once  Hallam  obtained  leave,  and  made  the  journey 
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to  the  Farm  Hospital;  but  it  had  l)een  a  hard  day  for 
her,  and  she  could  scarcely  keep  awake  to  talk  to  him. 
He  was  very  handsome,  very  bronzed,  very  eager  and 
determined  as  a  wooer;  and  she  did  not  understand  just 
how  it  happened,  but  suddenly  the  world's  n.isery  and 
her  own  lonehness  overwhelmed  her,  and  she  broke  down 
for  the  first   time.     And   when   Captain   Hallam   went 
lightly  away  about  his  business,  and  she  lay  on  her 
mattress  beside  Letty,  she  could  feel,  furtively,  a  new 
jewel  on   the  third  finger  of  her  left  hand,  and   fell 
asleep,   wondering  what  she  had  done,  and  why— too 
tired  to  really  care. 

The  sick  continued  to  drift  North;  new  regiments 
continued  to  arrive ;  the  steady,  tireless  welding  of  the 
army  was  going  on  all  around  her,  night  and  day ;  and 
the  clamour  of  it  filled  the  sky. 

Celia  Craig  wrote  her  and  sent  her  boxes  for  her- 
self; but  the  contents  of  the  parcels  went  to  her  sick 
men.  Camilla  wrote  her  and  requested  information 
concerning  Stephen,  who  was,  it  appeared,  very  lax  in 
correspondence;  but  Ailsa  had  not  heard  from  Colonel 
Craig  since  the  3rd  Zouaves  left  Fortress  Monroe,  and 
she  had  no  information  for  either  CcIia  or  Camilla. 

Christn)as  boxes  for  the  hospital  began  to  arrive 
early;  presents  came  to  Ailsa  from  Colonel  Arran,  from 
Hallam,  from  Celia  and  Camilla. 

Letty  had  only  one  gift,  a  beautiful  watch  and  chain 
from  Dr.  Benton ;  and  Ailsa,  going  up  to  undress  for  a 
short  sleep  before  supper,  found  the  girl  sitting  with 
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the  little  timepiece  in  her  hand,  crying  silently  nil  to 
herself. 

"Why,  dear!"  she  exclaimed,  "what  in  the  world 
is  the  trouble?  "  and  put  both  arms  around  her.  But 
Lctty  only  laid  her  head  against  Ailsa's  breast,  and 
sobbed  anew,  uncomforted. 

"  Won't  you  tell  me  what  is  wrong.?"  urged  Ailsa, 
mystified. 

"  Yes  .  .  .  /  am  .  .  .  Don't  pay  attention  to  wlmt 
I  say,  Mrs.  Paige.    You— you  like  me,  don't  you?  " 

"  I  love  you,  dear  " 

"  Please — do,     I  am — very  unhappy." 

"  You  are  only  tired  out.  Listen ;  don't  the  wards 
look  pretty  with  all  the  laurel  and  evergreens  and  rib- 
bons !  Our  poor  boys  will  have  something  to  remind 
them  of  Christmas.  .  .  .  I_do  you  know  that  young 
Langley  is  dead  ?  " 

"Yes— I  helped  him— die.  Yesterday  Dr.  West 
seemed  to  think  he  would  get  well.  But  Hammond 
couldn't  stop  the  gangrene,  and  he  cut  him  almost  to 
pieces.  Oh— I'm  very,  very  miserable— my  boys  die 
so  fast — so  fast " 

"  You  mustn't  be  miserable  on  Christmas  Eve !  I 
won't  let  you  be  silly !  " 

"I'm  gay  enough  in  the  wards,"  said  Lctty  list- 
lessly ;  "  I've  got  to  be.  Can't  I  cry  a  little  in  my  own 
room  ?  " 

"  No,  we  haven't  time  to  cry,"  said  Ailsa  decisively. 
"  Lie  down  beside  me  and  go  to  sleep.  Flannery  has 
promised  to  wake  us  in  time  for  supper." 
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"I  can't  get  Langley's  terrible  face  out  of  my 
mind,"  whimpered  Letty,  cuddling  close  to  Ailsa,  as 
they  lay  in  bed  in  the  vintry  darkness.  "  It  was  all 
drawn  up  on  one  side." 

"  But  coma  had  set  in,"  said  Ailsa  gently.  "  You 
know,  he  wasn't  suffering  when  he  died.  .  .  .  You'll 
write  to  his  mother,  won't  you,  dear?     Or  shall  U  " 

"  I  will.  ...  She  wanted  to  come,  you  remember, 
but  she's  bedridden.  ...  Her  only  son.  .  .  .  Yes,  I'll 
write  ...  I  think  Peterson  is  going  to  die,  next " 

"But    Levy    is    getting    well,"    interrupted    Ailsa. 
"  Stop  it,  Letty  dear!     I  won't  let  you  become  morbid. 
Think  of  your  beautiful  watch!     Think  of  dear  Dr 
Benton." 

"  I—I  am,"  gasped  Letty,  and  fell  to  crying  again 
until  she  sobbed  herself  to  sleep  in  Ailsa's  tired  arms. 

Supper  was  spread  in  Dr.  West's  private  office; 
Hallam  had  obtained  leave,  and  Ailsa  expected  him;' 
Colonel  Arran  was  in  Washington  and  could  not  come,' 
but  the  company  was  to  be  a  small  one  at  best— Ailsa, 
Letty  Lyndcn,  Dr.  West,  Dr.  Hammond,  and  Hallain 
were  all  who  had  been  expected  for  Christmas  Eve 
supper. 

They  waited  for  Hallam  until  Dr.  West  decided  to 
wait  no  longer,  saying  that  he  was  either  stuck  in  the 
mud  somewhere  or  had  been  detailed  for  duty  unex- 
pectedl3\ 

So  Ailsa  lighted  the  Christmas  candles,  and  the  two 
young  women  in  their  fresl,  gray  garbs,  and  the  two 
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civilian  <loctors  in  clean  clothes,  sat  down  before  a 
rather  thin  roasted  turkey.  But  the  bird  proved  tender 
and  juicy,  and  it  was  lH>auti fully  cooked ;  and  a  glaftn  of 
wine  sent  the  colour  into  Letty's  pale  cheeks,  and 
straightened  Ailsa's  drooping  neck. 

Candles,  laurel  branches,  evergreens,  bits  of  red  rib- 
bon, and  flags  made  the  office  very  gay  and  attractive. 
Dr.  West  rose  and  delivered  an  unexpected  speech, 
complimenting  the  ladies  and  praising  Hieir  skill  and 
devotion;  then  dinner  began,  and  Dr.  Hunmiond  told 
about  an  intensely  interesting  operation,  which  made 
the  negro  waiter  turn  almost  white. 

"Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year!"  cried  jolly 
Dr.  Hammond,  warming  up.  "Let's  Im?  merry!" 
And  he  told  about  another  operation  even  more  wonder- 
ful than  the  first;  and  Letty,  catching  a  glimpst'  of  the 
negro's  wildly  rolling  eyes,  threw  hack  her  head  and 
laughed.  It  was  the  first  genuine  laughter  of  the  even- 
ing, and  rested  everybody. 

A  few  moments  later  there  came  a  jingle  of  metal 
from  outside,  and  Hallam  walked  in,  his  wonderfully 
handsome  face  aglow,  and  plenty  of  red  mud  frozen  on 
his  boots. 

"  I've  a  green  orderly  outside.  Where  can  I  stow 
him .''  "  he  asked,  shaking  hands  and  exchanging  pre- 
liminary Christmas  greetings  all  around. 

"  I'll  attend  to  him,"  said  Aiisa.  flushed  and  a  little 
shy  as  she  felt  the  significant  pressure  of  Hallam's 
hand  and  saw  him  glance  at  her  ring. 

"  No,"  he  insisted,  "  I'll  see  to  him  myself,  if  you'll 
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tell   „,c  where   he   can   put   the   horses   an.l   find   son.e 
supper," 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  AHsa.  "  Tell  him  to  stable 
the  horses  ,„  the  new  barn,  and  go  to  the  kitchen. 
Wait  a  n.on.ent.  Captain  Hallan,,  I'd  rather  do  it 
".y-self!"  And  she  turned  lightly  and  ran  out  to  the 
dark  porch. 

The  trooper  holding  Hallam's  horse  sat  his  own 
saddle,  wrapped  to  the  eyes  in  his  heavy  overcoat,  long 
lance  with  its  drooping  pennon  .slanting  stiffly  athwart 
the  wintry  wilderness  of  stars. 

"Soldier!"  she  cal  '  gently  from  the  porch. 
"Stable,  blanket,  and  hcd;  then  come  back  to  the 
kitchen,  and  there  will  bo  a  good  hot  dinner  waiting." 

The  cavalryman  slowly  turned  liis  head  at  the 
sound  of  her  voice.  And,  as  he  made  no  movement  to 
obey: 

"  There  is  the  stable  over  there,"  she  said,  pointing 
across    the    fro/en    field.     "Follow    that    gate    path. 
There's  a  lantern  in  the  bam." 
An  orderly,  passing,  added: 

"  Come  on,  lancer.  I'm  going  to  the  barn  myself ;  " 
and  very  slowly  the  trooper  tunied  both  tired  horses 
and  walked  them  away  into  the  darkness. 

When  she  returned  to  the  table  there  was  consirl- 
erable  laughter  over  a  story  rhat  Hallan,  had  been 
telhng.  He  jumped  up,  seated  Ailsa,  hovered  over  her 
for  a  second  with  just  a  suspicion  of  proprietarv  air 
which  made  her  blush  uncomfortablv.  Talking  had 
become  general,  but  everybody  noted  it,  and   Letty's 
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eyes  grew  wide  and  velvety,  and  the  blood  was  making 
her  cheeks  and  lips  very  pink. 

Dr.  West  said:  "The  new  regiment  on  Pine  Knob 
was  recruited  from  the  Bowery.  I  happened  to  be  with 
Kemp,  their  surgeon,  when  sick  call  sounded,  and  I 
never  saw  such  a  line  of  impudent,  ruffianly  malingerers 
as  filed  before  Kemp.  One,  I  am  convinced,  had  de- 
liberately shot  off  his  trigger  finger;  but  it  couhln't  be 
proven,  and  he'll  get  his  discharge.  Another,  a  big, 
hulking  brute,  all  jaw  and  no  forehead,  came  up  and 
looked  insolently  at  Kemp. 

"Kemp  said:  'Well,  what's  the  matter  with  you?' 
Aw,'  said  the  soldier,  with  a   leer,  '  I've  got  de 
lapsy-palls,  and  I  wanter  go  U,  de  horspittle,  I  do.' 
"  I  never  saw  such  a  mad  man  as  Kemp  was. 
"  '  So  you've  got  the  lapsy-palls,  have  Viw?  ' 
"  '  Bet  yer  boots,  I  have.' 

And  you  want  to  go  to  the  hospital.?  ' 
"  '  Aw — w'ats  der  matter  wit  youse.  Doc? ' 
"  And  Kemp  gave  him  a  bang  on  the  eyo  with  his 
fist,  and  another  on  the  nose,  and  then  began  to  hit  him 
so   (juickly    that    the    fellow   reeled    about,   yelling   for 
mercy. 

Sure  cu-e  for  the  lapsy-palls,'  said  Kemp ;  and. 
turning  his  glare  on  the  rest  of  the  shivering  line:  '  Any- 
body else  got  'em.?  '  he  asked  briskly. 

"  At  that  a  do/en  big  brutes  sneaked  out  of  the  lino 
and  hurriedly  decamped;  an<l  I  don't  think  that  disease 
is  going  to  be  popular  in  that  regiment." 

A  shout  of  laughter  greeted  the  story.     All  present 
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had  seen  too  many  instances  of  malingering  not  to  ap- 
preciate Surgeon  Kemp's  cure  for  a  disease  which  never 
existed. 

A  plum  pudding  was  brought  on  and  set  afire.  Ailsa 
poured  the  burning  sauce  over  and  over  it.  Dr.  Ham- 
mond got  up  and  threw  some  more  pine  logs  on  the 
fire.  Huge  shadows  rose  up  and  danced  in  the  ruddy 
light,  as  the  candles  burned  lower.  Then  Dr.  West  be- 
gan another  story,  but  was  checked  by  the  appearance 
of  a  hospital  steward  : 

"  Davis,  Ward  A,  No.  3,  is  very  bad,  sir." 

"Going?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

The  doctor  bent  above  the  table,  took  a  hasty 
spoonful  of  pudding,  nodded  to  the  company,  and  went 
out. 

"Speaking  of  malingerers,"  began  Hammond,  "I 
saw  the  Colonel  of  the  Forty  Thieves  put  down  in  a 
most  amusing  manner  the  day  before  Bull  Run.  Shall 
I  tell  it.?    It  involves  some  swearing." 

Ailsa  laughed.  "  Proceed,  Dr.  Hammond.  Do  you 
think  Miss  Lynden  and  I  have  been  deaf  since  we  arrived 
at  the  front?" 

"  Does  anybody  in  this  hospital  use  bad  language?  " 
demanded  the  doctor  sharply. 

"  Not  to  us,"  said  Ailsa,  smiling.  "  But  there's  an 
army  just  outside  the  windows.  Go  on  with  your  story, 
please." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  the  jolly  surgeon,  "  I  was  talk- 
ing with  Colonel  Riley,  when  up  walks  the  most  honest- 
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looking  soldier  I  think  I  ever  saw ;  and  he  gazed  straight 
into  the  Colonel's  eyes  as  he  saluted.  He  wanted  a  fur- 
lough, it  appeared,  to  go  to  New  York  and  see  his  dy- 
ing wife. 

"  Riley  said :  '  Is  she  very  sick  ?  * 

"  ♦  Yes,  Colonel.' 

"  *  You  have  a  letter  saying  she  is  very  sick.''  * 

"  '  Yes,  Colonel.' 

"  '  Well,  /  also  have  a  letter  from  your  wife.  I 
wanted  to  make  certain  about  all  the  applications 
for  furlough  you  have  been  making,  so  I  wrote 
her.' 

"  ♦  Yes,  Colonel.' 

"  *  And  she  says  that  she  is  perfectly  well,  and  does 
not  want  you  to  come  home ! ' 

"  The  soldier  smiled. 

"  *  Did  you  write  a  letter  to  my  wife,  Colonel? ' 

"  •  I  did." 

"  '  Did  my  wife  write  to  you  ?  ' 

She  did.    And  what  do  you  mean  by  coming  here 
to  me  with  a  lie  about  your  sick  wife!    Have  you    ny 
thing  to  say  to  that.?' 

"  '  Yes,  Colonel.' 

"♦Then  say  it!' 

" '  Well,  Colonel,  all  I  have  to  say  is  that  there  ^re 
two  of  the  damnedest,  biggest  liars  that  ever  lived,  right 
here  in  this  regiment ! ' 

"  '  What ! ' 

"  The  soldier  grinned. 

" '  I'm  not  married  at  eM,'  he  said,  '  and  I'm  the 
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biggest  liar— and  you  can  ask  the  boys  who  the  damned- 
est liar  is.'  " 

When  the  merriment  and  laughter  had  subsided, 
Hallam  told  another  story  rather  successfully;  then 
Hammond  told  another.  Then  Dr.  West  returned ;  the 
tiny  Christmas  tree,  cut  in  the  forest,  and  loaded  with 
beribboned  cakes  and  sticks  of  chocolate  and  a  few 
presents  tied  in  tissue-paper,  was  merrily  despoiled. 

Ailsa  and  Letty  had  worked  slippers  for  the  two 
doctors,  greatly  appreciated  by  them,  apparently :  Hal- 
lam had  some  embroidered  handkerchiefs  from  Ailsa, 
and  she  received  a  chain  and  locket  from  him— and  re- 
frained from  opening  the  locket,  although  everybody 
already  had  surmised  that  their  engagement  was  a  fact. 

Letty  sent  an  orderly  for  her  guitar,  and  sang  very 
sweetly  an  old-fashioned  song: 

"  When  the  raoonlight 
Shines  bright 
Silvery  bright  on  the  sea." 

Ailsa  sang  "  Aileen  Aroon,"  and  "  Oft  in  the  Stilly 
Night,"  and  everybody,  later,  sang  "The  Poor  Old 
Soldier." 

The  fire  glowed  red  in  the  chimney ;  gigantic  shad- 
ows wavered  on  wall  and  ceiling:  and,  through  the 
Christmas  candles  dimly  burning,  the  branches  of  the 
little  evergreen  spread,  laden  with  cake  and  candy. 

"  They're  to  have  a  tree  in  every  ward  to-morrow," 
said  Ailsa,  turning  toward  Hallam.  Her  eyes  smiled, 
but  her  voice  was  spiritless.     A  tinge  of  sadness  had 
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somehow  settled  over  the  festivity ;  Hammond  was  star- 
ing at  the  fire,  chin  in  hand ;  West  sipped  his  wine  re- 
flectively;  Letty's  idle  fingers  touched  her  guitar  at 
intervals,  as  her  dark  eyes  rested  on  Ailsa  and 
Hallam. 

Hallam  had  found  in  can.p  a  copy  of  a  Southern 
newspaper:  and,  thinking  it  might  amuse  the  company 
to  read  it,  produced  it.  Ailsa,  looking  over  his  shoul- 
der, noticed  a  poem  called  "  Christmas,"  printed  on  the 
first  page. 

"  Read  it  aloud,"  he  said,  laughing.  "  Let's  hear 
what  sort  of  Christmas  poetry  the  Johnnies  produce." 

So,  after  smilingly  scanning  the  first  lines,  she  be- 
gan, aloud;  but  her  face  had  grown  very  grave,  and  her 
low  voice  thrilled  them  as  she  became  conscious  of  the 
deeper  sadness  of  the  verse. 


"How  jrrace  this  Hallowed  Day? 
Shall  happy  bells  from  yonder  ancient  spire 
Send  their  glatl  greetings  to  each  Christmas  fire 

Round  which  our  children  play? 

"How  shall  we  grace  the  Day? 
\N  th  feast  and  song  and  dance  and  homely  sport. 
And  shout  of  happy  children  in  the  court, 

And  tales  of  ghost  and  fav  ? 


"  Is  there  indeed  a  door 
Where  thi-  old  pastimes  with  their  joyful  noise 
And  all  the  merry  round  of  Christinas  joys 

Can  enter  as  of  yore? 
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"  Would  not  gome  pallid  face 
Look  in  upon  the  banquet,  calling  up 
Dread  shapes  of  battle  in  the  Christmaa  cup. 

And  trovbU  ail  the  placet 

"  How  can  we  bear  the  mirth 
While  8om€  loved  reveller  of  a  year  ago 
Keeps  his  mute  Christmas  now  beneath  the  snow. 

In  cold  Virginia  earth — " 

Her  voice  suddenly  broke;  she  laughed,  slightly 
hysterical,  the  tears  glittering  in  her  eyes. 

"  I — c-can't — read  it,  somehow.  .  .  .  Forgive  me, 
everybody.    I  think  I'm — tired " 

**  Nerves,"  said  West  cheerily.  "  It'll  all  come  right 
in  a  moment,  Mrs.  Paige.  Go  up  and  sit  by  Davis  for 
a  while.     He's  going  fast." 

Curious  advice,  yet  good  for  her.  And  Ailsa  rose 
and  fled;  but  a  moment  later,  seated  at  the  side  of  the 
dying  man,  all  thought  of  self  vanished  in  the  silent 
tragedy  taking  place  before  her. 

"  Davis  ?  "  she  whispered. 

The  man  opened  his  sunken  eyes  as  the  sleepy  stew- 
ard rose,  gave  his  bedside  chair  to  Ailsa,  and  replaced 
the  ominous  screen. 

"  I  am  here.  Private  Davis,"  she  said  cheerily,  wink- 
ing away  the  last  tear  drop. 

Then  the  man  sighed  deeply,  rested  his  thin  cheek 
against  her  hand,  and  lay  very,  very  still. 

At  midnight  he  died  as  he  lay.  She  scarcely  realised 
it  at  first.    And  when  at  length  she  did,  she  disengaged 
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her  chilled  hand,  closed  his  eyes,  drew  the  covering  over 
his  face,  and,  stepping  from  behind  the  screen,  motioned 
to  the  steward  on  duty. 

Descending  the  stairs,  her  pale,  pensive  glance  rested 
on  the  locket  flashing  on  its  chain  over  the  scarlet  heart 
sewn  on  iicr  breast.  Somehow,  at  thought  of  Hallam 
waiting  for  her  below,  she  halted  on  the  stairway,  one 
finger  twisted  in  the  gold  chain.  And  presently  the 
thought  of  Hallam  reminded  her  of  the  trooper  and  the 
hot  dinner  she  had  promised  the  poor  fellow.  Had  the 
cook  been  kind  to  him? 

She  hastened  downstairs,  passed  the  closed  door  of 
the  improvised  dining-room,  traversed  the  hall  to  the 
porch,  and,  lifting  the  skirts  of  her  gray  garb,  sped 
across  the  frozen  yards  to  the  kitchen. 

The  cook  had  gone:  fire  smouldered  in  the  range; 
and  a  single  cand  c  guttered  in  its  tin  cup  on  the 
table. 

Beside  it,  seated  on  a  stool,  elbows  planted  on  both 
knees,  face  buried  in  his  spread  fingers,  sat  the  lancer, 
apparently  asleep. 

She  cast  a  rapid  glance  at  the  table.  The  remains 
of  the  food  satisfied  her  that  he  had  had  his  hot  dinner. 
Once  more  she  glanced  at  him,  and  then  started  to  with- 
draw on  tiptoe. 

Anfl  ho  raised  his  head ;  and  she  gazed  into  the  face 
of  Berkley. 

Neither  stirred,  although  in  the  shock  of  discovery 
she  felt  that  she  would  drop  where  she  stood.  Then, 
instinctively,  she  reached   for  the   table's  edge,  rested 
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against  it,  hand  clutching  it,  fascinated  eyes  never  leav- 
ing his  face. 

He  got  up  leisurely,  walked  toward  her,  made 
an  abrupt  turn  and  faced  her  again  from  the  win- 
dow recess,  leaning  back  against  the  closed  wooden 
shutters. 

Her  heart  was  beating  too  rapidly  for  her  to  speak; 
she  tried  to  straighten  her  shoulders,  lift  her  head. 
Both  sank,  and  she  looked  down  blindly  through  the 
throbbing  silence. 

Berkley  spoke  first ;  but  she  could  not  answer  him. 
Then  he  said,  again,  lightly : 

"A  woman's  contempt  is  a  bitter  thing:  but  they 
say  we  thrive  best  on  bitter  medicine.  Do  you  wish 
me  to  go,  Ailsa.?  If  so,  where?  I'll  obey  with  alac- 
rity." 

She  raised  her  dazed  eyes. 

'•  W-was  that  you,  with  Captain  Hallam's  horse- 
there  in  the  starlight — when  I  spoke.?  " 

"Yes.     Didn't  you  know  me.?  " 

"  No.     Did  you  know  mef  " 

"  Of  course.     I  nearly  fell  out  of  my  saddle." 

She  strove  hard  to  collect  herself. 

"  How  did  you  know  it  was  I?  " 

"How.?"      He   laughed   a    short,   mirthless    laugh. 
"  I  knew  your  voice.     Why  shouldn't  I  know  it?  " 

"  Did— had  anylwdy  told  you  I  was  here?  " 

"  No.     W[\o  is  there  to  tell  me  anything?  " 

"Nobody  wrote  you.? — or  telegraphed?" 

He  laughed  again.     "  Nobody  has  my  address.' 
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"And  you  never— received— receive— letters?  " 

"  Who  would  write  to  me?  No,  I  never  receive  let- 
ters.    Why  do  you  ask?  " 

She  was  silent. 

He  waited  a  moment,  then  said  coolly :  "  If  you 
actually  have  any  interest  in  what  I'm  doing—"  and 
broke  off  with  a  shrug.  At  which  she  raised  her  eyes, 
waiting  for  him  to  go  on. 

"  I  went  into  an  unattached  company— The  West- 
chester Horse-and  some  fool  pronnsed'us  incorpora- 
tion w.th  the  1st  Cavalry  and  quick  ser>ice.     But  the 
1st  filled  up  without  us  and  went  off.    And  a  week  ago 
we  were  sent  off  from  White  Plains  Camp  as  K  Com- 
pany to"— he  bit  his  lip  and  stared  at  her— "  to— 
your  friend  Colonel  Arran's  regiment  of  lancers.     We 
took  the  oath.     Our  captain,  Hallam,  selected  me  for 
h.s  escort  to-night.     That  is  the  simple  solution  of  my 
bemg  here.     I  didn't  sneak  down  here  to  annoy  you.     I 
didn't  know  you  were  here." 

After  a  moment  she  raised  her  pallid  face. 

"  Have  you  seen  Colonel  Arran  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  said  shortly. 

"I— it    would   give    me— pleasure— to    recommend 

you  to  his — attention.     May  I  write -" 

"  Thank  you,  no." 

There    was    another    painful    interval    of    silence. 
Then : 

"May  I  speak  to  Captain  Hallam  about  you?" 
"  No,  thank  you !  "  he  said  contemptuously,  «  I  am 
currying  no  favours." 

S41 


V    Hi'i. ._        __.    _ 


AILSA    PAIGE 


Hurt,  she  shrank  away,  and  the  blood  mounted  to 
lier  temples. 

"  You  see,"  he  said,  "  I'm  just  a  plain  brute,  and 
there's  no  use  being  kind  to  me."  He  added  in  a  lower 
voice,  but  deliberately :  "  You  once  found  out  that." 
She  quivered  and  straightened  up. 
"  Yes,"  she  said,  "  I  found  that  out.  I  have  paid 
very  dearly  for  my — my — "  Br*  she  could  not  con- 
tinue. 

Watching  her,  cap  hanging  in  his  gauntleted  hand, 
he  saw  the  colour  deepen  and  deepen  in  neck  and  cheek, 
saw  her  eyes  falter,  and  turn  from  him. 

"Is  there  any  forgiveness  for  me.'"  he  said.  "I 
didn't  ask  it  before — because  I've  still  some  sense  of 
the  ludicrous  left  in  me — or  did  have.  It's  probably 
gone  now,  since  I've  asked  if  it  is  in  you  to  pardon — " 
He  shrugged  again,  deeming  it  useless ;  and  she  made  no 
sign  of  comprehension. 

For  a  while  he  stood,  looking  down  ut  his  cap,  turn- 
ing it  over  and  over,  thoughtfully. 

"  Well,  then,  Ailsa,  you  are  very  kiiul  to  offer  what 
you  did  offer.  But— I  don't  like  Colonel  Arnin,"  he 
added  with  a  sneer,  "  and  I  haven't  any  overwhtlm- 
ing  admiration  for  Captain  Hallam.  And  there  you 
are,  with  your  kindness  and  gentleness  and — everv- 
thing — utterly  wasted  on  a  dull,  sordid  brute  who  had 
already  insulted  you  once.  .  .  .  Shall  I  leave  your 
kitchen?" 

"  No,"  she  said  faintly.     "  I  am  going." 
He  offered  to  open  the  door  for  her,  but  she  opened 
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it  hcrsfli-,  stood  motionless,  turned,  considered  him, 
head  hi^li  and  eyes  steady: 

'*  Vou  have  killed  in  me,  UiIn  night— this  C'hristma.«« 
night— something  that  can  never  again  1-live  in  me. 
Uememher  that  in  the  years  to  come." 

"  I'm  sorry,"  he  said.  "  That's  the  .second  murder 
I've  attempted.     The  other  was  your  soul." 

Her  eyes  flashed. 

"Even  murderers  show  some  remorse— some  re- 
gret  " 

"  I  do  regret,"  he  said  deliberately,  "  that  I  didn't 
kill  it.   .  .  .  You  would  have  loved  me  then." 

She  turned  white  as  death,  then,  walking  slowly  up 
in  front  of  him: 

"  Vou  He !  "  she  said  in  even  tones. 

Confronted,  never  stirring,  their  eyes  met;  and  in 
the  cold,  concentrated  fury  which  possessed  her  she  set 
her  small  teeth  and  stared  at  him,  rigid,  menacing,  ter- 
rible  in  her  outraged  pride. 

After  a  while  he  stirred;  a  quiver  twitched  his  set 
features. 

"  Nevertheless—"  he  said,  partly  to  himself.  Then, 
drawing  a  long  breath,  he  turned,  unhooked  his  sabre 
from  a  nail  where  it  hung,  buckled  his  belt,  picked  up 
the  lance  which  stood  slanting  across  a  chair,  shook  out 
the  scariet,  swallow-tailed  pennon,  and  walked  slowly 
oward  the  door— and  met  Letty  coming  in. 

"Mrs.  Paige,"  she  said,  "we  couldn't  imagine 
what  had  become  of  you-"  and  glancing  inquiringly 
at  Berkley,  started,  and  uttered  a  curious  little  cry: 
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"  You ! " 

"  VcH,"  he  NAJd,  smiling  through  his  own  astonish- 
ment. 

"  Oh !  "  she  cried  witli  ii  Imppy  catch  in  her  voice, 
nnd  hehl  out  both  hands  to  him ;  and  he  laid  asirlo  his 
hince  and  took  them,  huighin^  down  into  tl'  v  \\rl 
eyes.  And  he  saw  the  gray  garb  of  Sainte  U"  <ii!  !!  ^ 
she  wore,  saw  the  scarlet  heart  on  her  '<i  .n*,  ml 
laughed  again — a  kindly,  generous,  v\  fiu  !i,  «  u- 1 
laugh:  but  there  was  a  little  harmless  nnli  c  /^''•••.in'^r- 
ing  in  his  eyes. 

"Wonderful — wonderful.  Miss  I.yndei.  "  -  -li.  lid 
never  before  called  her  Miss  Lynden — "I  am  I,  ,  ';ty 
overcome  in  the  presence  of  Holy  Sainte  Ursui.i  em- 
bodied in  you.  How  on  earth  did  old  Benton  ever  per- 
mit you  to  escape.''  He  wrote  me  most  enthusiasticalij^ 
about  you  before  I — ahem — left  town." 

"  Why  didn't  you  let  me  know  where  you  were  go- 
ing? "  asked  Lctty  with  a  reproachful  simplicity  that 
concentrated  Ailsa's  amazed  attention  on  her,  for  she 
had  been  looking  scornfully  at  Berkley. 

"  Why — you  are  very  kind.  Miss  Lynden,  but  I, 
myself,  didn't  know  where  I  was  going." 

"  I — I  wanted  to  write  you,"  began  Letty ;  and  sud- 
denly remembered  Ailsa's  presence  and  turned,  shyly: 

"  Mrs.  Paige,"  she  said,  "  this  private  soldier  is 
Mr.  Berkley — a  gentleman.  May  I  be  permitted  to  pre- 
sent him  to  you .''  " 

And  there,  while  the  tragic  and  comic  masks  grinned 
side  by  side,  and  the  sky  and  earth  seemed  unsteadily 
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of  .    puTcng  her;  Wt  hoWy  „,„|  .,„,,,  ,«,„.;       „,    ; 

B-I<K-.V.  u„,l,„ur.H..i  rcplU...  f„u„,,  ,„„„^.  ,„     „,„, 

...,.c..Ho.ve.,,,„,..W...,ha..M.,4 iL    - 

f..i   H..ckc.„,„«  d„v„,,.   i„  ,,„  „„,       ,_^ 

I...V  th.n.  „lc„t,  Ikcuum;  ,k.  could  not  .  «.p. 
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In  Frhruiirv  tlu-  liinis  saii^  iHtwoen  flurnVs  ..f 
Niiow  ;  l>ut  till-  t-iul  of  till'  iiioiitl)  WHS  warm  and  lovtly, 
nml  robins,  hlmhinls,  and  nir.linals  Imrst  into  a  tor- 
nnt  of  Non^.  TIk-  niaplrs'  .lainty  fin-  illinnin.d  ivrry 
swamp;  tlii-  ^mn  thorn  tiirnt.l  ^riinrr;  and  tin-  livr- 
oaks  sproutfd  ntw  Kavt-s  amid  tlitir  olivi-tintid  winter 
folia^i',  vvvr  gnrn. 

MiiKiioIia  and  hmrtl  ^nw  ritlur  and  flossier; 
HzaliaN  wrri'  budilin^;  (logwootl  twi^w  swelU,! ;  and 
wMniwlM-rt',  ill  MMiic  NlKltnrd  hollow,  a  spray  of  jm- 
niiiif  niiLst  haw  JH-iii  in  hiooiii,  hvamv  the  faint  and 
exipiiNite  Ncent  haunted  all  the  wotMJland.s. 

On  the  17th  the  entire  army  was  paraded  l»y  regi- 
ments to  cheer  for  the  fall  of  Fort  Donnelson. 

AlMMit  mi.l-Fehniary  the  Allotment  Commission  l»e- 
Ifnn  its  splendid  work  in  eamp;  and  it  seeme.l  to  Ailsa 
that  the  mental  relief  it  hrouKht  to  her  patients  was 
better  than  any  other  medieiiie— that  is,  better  for  the 
Union  patients;  for  now  there  were,  als<»,  in  the  wards, 
II  numlK-r  of  Confederate  woun.led,  taken  at  various 
times  during  the  skirmishing  around  Fairfax  <piiet, 
silent,  dignified  Virginians,  and  a  few  fiery  Louisianians, 
who  at  first,  not  knowing  what  to  expect,  scarcely  re- 
spomled  to  the  brusjjue  kindness  of  the  hospital  at- 
tendants. 
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Tin.  Hrst  Coiifnliruti.  prisn.uT  that  Ailsa  c-wr  saw 
waM  l.rouKhf  in  o„  h  stn-trluT,  a  ,,,.i..t.  ..M.rly  ,„„„ 
'"  »»l«'"«lv  UTixy  unifonn.  nvari,,^  tl.r  .stri.H.s'  of  „ 
Nrr^iant. 

IVis»,„.r.s  rai.K'  num.  uftn,  aft.-r  Hmf.     Ailsa,  in  lu-r 
l«»t.Ts   t.,  (Vlia  (VaiK,  l.a.l   .......lionnl   .1,.   p,vs..„<v  „f 

(  o„fr.l..ratr   w.,„,m|.,|   at    th.    Far,,,    Hospital;   a„.l,    to 
Iht  ,l,.|,^-f,t   a„.l  a„,a/n„r„t,  o,,..  ,|av    latr  i„    r.-hnunv 

"    ^'" '^'*'""   "'"JMilan.v   <lrov..    „p,   a.ul   o„t    strppnl 

<VI'H    (VaiK;   a„.l    tl.r   nrxt    i„,sta..t    they    «nv    lo,kr,l 
ti^'htly  It,  .mil  otlnr's  ari„N. 

"Darling  .larli„K!"  sol,|„.,|  Ailsa,  ..|i„^M„^  .|,s- 
P.rat..|v  to  (Vlia.  "  it  is  |,c.av..„|.v  of  you  to  <•„,„.  I 
«Hs  so  |o„dy,  so  timi  a„.|  .lisro,„a^..Ml.  Vo..  won't  ifo 
away  soo„,  will  yo.i?  |  ,.o„M„'t  h.-ar  it  -I  want  you 
f*"      I   ntnl   you " 

"Hush,  IIo,„.y-lHH|!  Im-konnistavawhiK.  I\.. 
H'tr,  a  week  with  ('..,rt'«  nxinu-nt  at  l^.^ross  Monn,,. 
had  „,y  husha,,.!  to  „,ysc'f  fo'  .|a>s.  hefo'  thry  sn.t 
'"•"  to  Acquia  Cnvk.  Ami  I'v  haW  „,y  hoy  a"wl.ol.. 
work  all  t<.  ,„yse'f !  Th.„  his  nKi.n.nt  w.„t  away.  Th.y 
wouhin't  tdl  ,m.  when..  Hut  (Jo.l  is  kind.r.  .  '.  ^  „„ 
arc  cirtair.K  vc'y  pair.  Ilon.y  Uv !  " 

"I'n.«...||,,h.arost      rcallyl  a,„.     I'll  stay  w.ll  „ow 
H   Curt    all    riKhtP      A.ul    Stephen?      And    Pa.K.    and 
Marve?   -and  Camilla?" 

"  Ky.Vhod.y  is  w.ll.  dear.      Curt  is  v.'y  hrown  an.l 
Inn-  tl„.  dear  f.Now  !     And  Stcv.  is  riKh'f   han.lson.... 
I  m  just  af.a..l  so,...  pn-tt y  n,i„x      "     sh.  lauKh.d  ami 
««lcle.l:  ••  llut  I  won't  car.  if  sh.'s  a  r.-UI  n.inx." 
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And  I— I  didn't  think  you  liked  that 


"Celia!  . 
word." 

"  What  word,  Honey-bell?  "  very  demurely 
"  Rebel !  " 

"  Why,  I  reckon  George  Washington  wore  that  title 
without  reproach.  It's  a  ve'y  good  tith — rebel,"  she 
added  serenely.  "  I  admire  it  enough  to  wear  it  mv- 
se'f." 

Quarters  wore  found  for  Mrs.  (niig.  Letty  shyly 
offered  to  move,  but  Celia  wouldn't  have  it. 

"  My  dear  child,"  she  said,  "  I'm  just  a  useless  en- 
cumbrance 'round  the  house;  give  me  a  corner  where 
I  may  sit  and  Ljk  on  nd— hc'p  eve'ybo<|y  by  not  in- 
te'fering." 

Her  corner  was  an  adjoining  section  of  the  garret, 
boarded  up,  wall-papered,  and  furnished  for  those  who 
visited  the  Farm  Hospital  on  tour  of  inspection  or  to 
see  some  sick  friend  or  relative,  or  escort  some  haggard 
convalescent  to  the  Northern  home. 

Celia  had  brought  a  whole  trunkful  of  fresh  ging- 
ham clothes  and  aprons,  and  Ailsa  could  not  discover 
exactly  why,  until,  on  the  day  following  her  arrival,  she 
found  Celia  sitting  beside  the  cot  of  a  wounded  Louis- 
iana Tiger,  administering  lemonade, 

"  Dearest,"  whispered  Ailsa  that  night,  "  it  is  very 
sweet  of  you  to  care  for  your  own  peopl.  Iiore.  \Vc 
make  no  distinction,  however,  between  Cnion  and  Con- 
federate sick ;  so,  dear,  you  nuist  be  very  careful  not  to 
express  any — sentiments." 

Celia   laughed.      '•  I   won't   express   any   sentiments, 

J248 


i--fmtmmami 


AILSA    PAIGE 


Honey-bee.  I  reckon  I'd  be  drummed  out  of  the  Yankee 
army."  Then,  graver:  "  If  I'm  bitter-I'll  keep  it  to 
myse'f." 

"  I  know,  dear.  .  .  .  And— your  sympathies  w„uh! 
never  lead  you—permit  you  to  any— indiscretion." 

"You  mean  in  talking— ahem  !— treason— to  sick 
Confederates?     I  don't  have  to,  dear." 

•'  And  ...  you  must  never  mention  anvthin^r  con- 
cerning what  you  see  inside  our  lines.  You'under.stand 
that,  of  course,  don't  you,  darling.?  " 

"  I  hadn't  thought  about  it,"  said  Celia  niusingiy. 
Ailsa  added   vague>":  "There's   always   a  govern- 
ment detective  hanging  around  the  hospital." 

Celin  nmlded  and  gazed  out  of  the  open  window. 
\ery  far  av^ay  the  purple  top  of  a  hill  peeped  above  the 
forest.  Ailsa  had  told  her  that  a  Confederate  battery 
was  there.  And  now  she  looked  at  it  in  silence,  her  blue 
eyes  very  soft,  her  lips  resting  upon  one  another  in 
tender,  troubled  curves. 

Somewhere  on  that  hazy  lull-top  a  new  flag  was  fly- 
ing; soldiers  of  a  new  nation  were  guarding  it,  unseen 
by  her.     It  was  the  first  outpost  of  her  own  people  that 
she  had  ever  .seen ;  and  she  lookr-,1  at  it  wistfullv,  proud- 
ly, her  .soul  in  her  eyes.     All  the  pain,  all  the  solicitude, 
all  the  anguish  of  a  Southern  woman,  and  a  wife  of  a 
Northern   man,  who   had  borne  bin.    Northern   children 
deepened  in  her  gaze,  till  her  eyes  dimmed  and  her  lids 
quivered  and  closed:  and  Ailsa's  anns  tightened  around 
her. 

"  It  is  ve'y  hard.  Honey  f*nd."  was  all  she  said. 
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She  had  Dr.  West's  pennission  to  read  to  the  .sick, 
mend  their  clothing,  write  letters  for  then,,  and  iHrfonn' 
such  little  offices  as  did  not  require  the  judgment  of 
trainefl  nurses. 

Bj  preference  she  devoted  herself  to  the  Confed- 
erate sick,  but  she  was  very  sweet  and  gentle  with  all, 
ready  to  do  anything  any  sick  man  asked;  and  she 
prayed  in  her  heart  that  if  her  husband  and  her  son 
were  ever  in  need  of  such  ai«l,  God  would  send,  in  „,crcy, 
some  woman  to  them,  and  not  let  them  lie  helpless  in 
the  clumsy  hands  of  men. 

She  had  only  one  really  disagreeable  experience. 
Early  in  March  a  government  detective  .sent  word  that 
he  wished  to  speak  to  her;  and  she  went  down  to  Dr 
West's  office,  where  a  red-faced,  burly  n.an  sat  smoking 
a  very  black  cigar.  He  did  not  rise  as  she  entered ;  and. 
surprised,  she  halted  at  the  doorway. 

"Are  you  Mrs.  Craig.?"  he  demanded,  keepmg  his 
seat,  his  hat,  and  the  cigar  between  his  teeth. 
"  Are  you  a  gove'nment  detective?  " 
"  Yes,  I  am." 

"  Then  stand  up  when  you  speak  to  me!  "  she  said 
«harply.  "  I  reckon  a  Yankee  nigger  has  mo'  manners 
than  you  display." 

AntI  the  astonished  detective  presently  foun.l  him- 
self, hat  in  hand,  cigar  discarded,  standing  while  Mrs. 
Craig,  seated,  replied  indiflFerently  to  his  very  mild 
questions. 

"  Arc  you  a  Southerner,  Mrs.  Craig?  " 
"  I  am." 
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"  Vour   husband    is    Colonel    Estoourt    Craig,    3rd 
New  York  Zouaves?  " 
"  He  is." 

"  You  have  a  son  serving  in  that  regiment?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Private  soldit-r?  " 


"  Y„..  ♦♦ 


:  es. 


*'  You  are  not  a  volunteer  nurse?  " 
"  \o." 

"Your  sist  /-in-law,  Mrs.  Paige,  is?" 
"  Yes." 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Craig  "—but  he  could  not  succeed  in 
swaggerin^r,  with  her  calm,  conteniptuous  eyes  taiiing 
his  measure—"  now,  Mrs.  Cniig,  is  it  true  that  you  own 
a  mansion  called  Paigecourt  near  Richmond?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  It  was  your  father's  house?  " 

"  It  was  my  father's  home  befo'  he  was  married." 

"  Oh.  Who  owns  your  father's  house — tjie  one  he 
lived  in  after  he  was  married?  " 

"  Mrs.  Paige." 

"She  is  your  sister-in-law?  Your  brother  inher- 
ited this  house?  And  it  is  called  Marye  Mead,  iMi't 
it?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Jt  is  not  occupied?  " 
"  No." 

*•  Is  Paigecourt — your  own  house — ah — occupied  =*  " 

"  It  is." 

'•  By  an  overseer?  " 
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quaZf."  ''""""'"'^'-    '^•"  ~  —pie,  hi.  own 

"  I  sec.     So  you  hold  slaves." 

"  There  are  negroes  on  the  plantations.  Mr.  Pai^re 
my  father,  freed  his  slaves  hefo'  I  was  married."  ' 

The  man  looked  surprised  and  incredulous 

"How  dul  your  father  come  to  do  that?  I  never 
811"'!."    '  ''°"*^''"  ''"'  "'"''  ^"'""*-ily  freeing  his 

"  A  numlK^r  of  gentlemen  have  done  so,  at  va'ious 
t..nes,  a,ul  fo'  va'aous  reasons."  said  ('elia  quietly.   "  Mr 
Pa.ge  s    reason    was    a    personal    matter.  .  .  '.  Am    I 
obliged  to  give  it  to  you?  " 

in     heV""''  ^""'^  ''"'^  ^'""''"  '*"*  *^'  detective,  watch- 
;'  ^'e'y   well.     Mr.   Paige  happened  to  find  among 
fanuly  papers  a  letter  written  by  General  Washington 
to  my  grandfather,  in  which  his  Excellency  said : 

"  '  I  never  mean  to  possess  another  slave,  it  heini? 
now  among  „,v  first  wishes  to  see  slavery,  in  this  .oun 
ry,  ahohs  U.1  by  law.'     That  is  why  my  father  freed 
Ins  slaves." 

The    .lolectivo    MinlccH:    then,    ro.hloni„«.    star.od 

to«,.nl    h..  ,lo„r,  until  ho  .ud.lenly  romcnborcl  Ins  ru,li- 

mcn  »  „f  ,n,w,nors.    So  ho  h„),o,J.  boworf  jorkilv.  cl,.pp.,i 

ho  h„t  on  h,s  ho,ul  «„,!  tho  cigar  into  hi,,  „,„„,h. Tnd 

Imstily  disappeared. 

When  Telia  scornfu'ly  informed  Ailsa  what  had  hap- 
pened, the  latter  looi  ,  d  worried. 

"  You  see,"  she  said,  -  how  easily  trouble  is  created 
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Somehow  the  Government  has  learned  alwut  your  com- 
ing here." 

"  Oh,  I  had  to  have  a  pans." 

"Of  course.  And  >.>niebod.v  has  informed  some- 
body that  you  own  Paigecourt,  and  that  vou  liold  sIhvcs 
there,  and  therefore  you  might  be  a  suspicious  person 
And  they  tohl  that  detective  to  find  out  all  about  vou. 
Vou  see,  dear,  for  Curt's  sake  and  Stephen's  sake  as 
well  as  for  your  own,  you  will  have  to  be  particularly 
careful.     Vou  see  it,  don't  you?" 

"  Ves,"  said  C'elia,  thoughtfully,  '•  I " 

The  sudden  thunder  of  a  field'battery  drowned  her 
voice.  Ailsa  ran  to  the  door  and  looked  out,  and  a 
soldier  shouted  to  her  the  news  of  the  Monitor,  combat 
«.th  the  Merrimac.  Battery  after  battery  saluted; 
regunent  after  regiment  blackened  the  hill-tops,  cheer- 
ing.    At  dusk  gigantic  bonfires  flamed. 

That  evening  Hallam  came  unexpectedly. 
Now  Ailsa   had   neither  worn   her  ring  and  locket 
smce  her  sister-in-law  had  arrived  at  the  Fann  Hospi- 
tal,  nor  had  she  told  her  one  word  about  Hallam. 

Since  her  unhappy  encounter  with  Berkley,  out- 
raged pride  had  aided  to  buoy  her  above  the  grief  over 
the  deep  wound  hv  had  <lealt  her.  She  never  doubred 
that  his  insolence  and  deliberate  brutality  had  k.lled 
HI  her  the  last  lingering  spark  of  con.pn^Mon  for  the 
nunmrv  „f  the  man  who  had  hdd  her  in  lu.  ar,u.  ^kmi 
nighl  s«  long—  so  long  ago. 

Never,   even,    had   she   spoken    fo    [..-tty    t^Mmi    hnn, 
«>»•     ^Ktrayed     any     intcre>i     ur     curiosity     concerfiing 
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I-tl/.  knowing  hini.  .  .  .  N„,  ,h„,,  ,t  „,„ 
.l.».ro  t„  „»k.  to  know  h«,l  not  liurnwl  Ikt 

Ncvor  l,,ul  .l,c  ,poken  of  lU.rkk.y  to  H«ll«„,.     S.A 
"«t  .he  .l„l   not   ,„„  ,„  i„„^,   ..,__^,   ,,^._^        .^_^^^ 

An     often  „„.l  „,,,,„  ,w  ,|c,iro  to  know  left  her  too 
......  to  en..„.e  her  ,.„:„ n.n,  «  ni«ht  ,he  rl: 

;:;;iow ::::.  •■"'  "•""""^•'' "-""  "■«  p-  -"■<"  t>.o 

But  all  «„»  hurn  thcmsolve,  to  extinction;  ,.  ,1„|| 

cnt  nuLfferencc.  settled  on  her  n.ind.     Duties  helped 
l-r    o  endure;  pri.le,  «n«er,  helped  her  towanl  the  fi„,.| 
.  ',,  w  neh  .he  .„  hopefull,  desi.^  to  attain.     A 
II  »he  had   never  .vet   told  felia  ahout  Hallan,  an  1 
-       .«;  neve,  told  her  ahout  Bcrklev  and  hi»  visit 

So  ,-l,en,  unexpeotedl,-,  Hallan,  ro,le  into  the  court, 
-l-Hounte,!,  an,l  sent  word  that  ho  was  awaiting  Ailsa 
■n  I  r,  Wesfs  office,  she  looko.l  up  at  Cella  inbuilt! 

<-andle-l,«ht,  „„d  ,he  steward  who  brought  the  ,ne,l  ' 
.»»  «w„,t„,g  Ailsa's  response,  and  Cella's  lifted  eve, 
«-   o„r,„us  as  she  watched  her  sister-in-law's  flushed 

Flan'nS.'"  *''"""'"   """"'"   """  '  "'"  '"""  ""•"■• 
And  when  the  hospital  steward  had  gone; 
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"Captain    Hallam   is    a    friend  of   Colonel    Arran, 
Celia." 

"Oh,"   said    Celia   drily,   and    resumed   her   mend- 
ing. 

"  Would  you  care  to  meet  him,  dear?  " 

"  I  reckon  not,  Honey-bud." 

A  soldier  had  found  a  spray  of  white  jasmine  in 
the  woods  th^t  afternoon  and  had  brought  it  to  Ailsa. 
She  fastened  a  duster  in  the  dull  gold  masses  of  her 
ha.r,  thickly  drooping  above  each  ear,  glanced  at  her 
hot  cheeks  in  the  mirror,  and,  exasperated,  went  out  and 
down  the  stairs. 

And  suddenly,  there  in  the  star-lit  court,  s'ne  saw 
Berkley  leaning  against  one  of  the  horses  «„d  Letty 
Lynden  standing  beside  him,  her  pretty  face  uplifted  to 
his. 

The  shock  of  it  made  her  falter.  Dismayed,  she 
shrank  back,  closing  the  door  noiselessly.  For  a  u.o- 
ment  she  stood  leaning  against  it,  breathing  fast ;  then 
she  turned  and  stole  through  to  the  back  entrance, 
traversed  the  lower  gallery,  and  came  into  Dr.  West's 
office,  ofFering  Hallam  a  lifeless  hand. 

They  talked  of  everything— every  small  detail  con- 
cemmg    their    personal    participation    in    the    stirring 
preparations  which  wore  going  on  all  around  them;  gos- 
sip of  camp,  of  ambulance;  political  rumours,  rumours 
from  home  and  abroad ;  and  always,  through  her  brain, 
ran    the    msistent    desire   to    know    what    Berkley    was 
domg  in  his  regiment;  how  he  stood;  what  was  thou.,ht 
of  h,m;  whether  the  Colonel  had  yet  noticed  him.    "so 
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•Many,  many  things  which  she  had  supposed  no  longer 
interested  her  now  came  back  to  torment  her  into  in- 
quiry. .  .  .  And  Hallam  talked  on,  his  handsome  sun- 
bronzed  face  aglow,  his  eager  eyes  of  a  lovtr  fastene«l 
on  her  and  speaking  to  her  a  different  but  silent  lan- 
guage in  ardent  accompaniment  to  his  gaily  garrulous 
tongue. 

"  I  tell  you,  Ailsa,  I  witnessed  a  magnificent  sight 
yesterday.  Colonel  Hush's  regiment  of  lancer.,  a 
thousand  strong,  rode  into  the  meadow  around  Meridian 
Hill,  and  began  to  manoeuvre  at  full  speed,  not  far  away 
from  us.  Such  a  regiment !  Every  man  a  horseman  ;  k 
thousand  lances  with  scarlet  pennons  fluttering  in  the 
sunlight !  By  ginger!  it  was  superb!  And  those  Phila- 
delphians  of  the  6th  Pennsylvania  Lancers  can  give  our 
8th  Lancers  a  thousand  keener  points  than  the  ends 
of  their  lance  blades !  " 

"I  thought  your  regiment  was  a  good  one,"  she 
said  surprised. 

"  It  is— for  greenhorns.  Every  time  we  ride  out 
past  some  of  these  dirty  blue  regiments  from  the  West, 
they  shout:  'Oh  my!  Fresh  fish!  Fresh  fish !'  until 
our  boys  are  crazy  to  lay  a  lance  butt  across  their 
ragged  blouses." 

"After  all,"  said  Ailsa,  smiling,  "what  troops 
have  really  seen  war  yet— except  the  regiments  at 
Bull  Run— and  those  who  have  been  tifihiluu  in  the 
West  ?  "  '^ 

"  Oh,  we  are  fresh  fis},,"  laughed  Hallam.  "  I  don't 
deny  it.     But  Lord!  what  an  army  we  look  like!     It 

ii56 


j-\i 


AILS  A    PAIGE 


ought  to  Mcare  the  Johnnie*  into  the  Union  again,  jutt 
to  look  at  U8 ;  but  I  don't  Huppose  it  will." 

AiNa  scarcely  heard  him ;  nhe  had  caught  the  sound 
of  regular  and  steady  steps  moving  up  and  down  the 
wootlen  walk  outside;  and  slu-  had  caught  glimpses,  too, 
of  a  figure  in  the  starlight,  of  two  figures,  Berkley  and 
Letty,  side  by  side,  pacing  the  walk  together. 

To  and  fro,  to  and  fro,  tluy  passed,  until  it  seemed 
as  though  she  could  not  endure  it.  Hallam  laughed  and 
talked,  telling  her  about  something  or  other— she  did 
not  know  what— but  all  she  listened  to  was  the  steady 
footsteps  passing,  repassing. 

"Vour  orderly—"  she  scarce  knew  what  she  whs 
saying— "is  the  same— the  one  you  ha<l  ("hristmas 
Eve.^" 

"  Ves,"  said  Hallam.     "  How  did  you  know.?  " 

"  I  re— thought  so." 

"  What  wonderfully  sharp  eyes  those  violet  ones  of 
yours  are,  Ailsa !  Yes,  I  did  take  Ormond  with  me  on 
Christmas  Eve — the  surly  brute." 

"Or— Ormond.?" 

"That's  his  rather  high-flown  name.  Curious  fel- 
low. I  like  him— or  try  to.  I've  an  odd  idea  he  doesn't 
like  me,  though.  Funny,  isn't  it,  how  a  ma.i  goes  out 
of  his  way  to  win  over  a  nobody  whom  he  thinks  doesn't 
like  him  but  ought  to.?     He's  an  odd  crab,"  Ik-  arldod. 

"  Odd.?  "  Her  voice  sounded  so  strange  to  her  that 
she  tried  again.      "  Why  do  you  think  him  odd?  " 

"  Well,  he  is.  p'or  one  thing,  he  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  others  of  his  mess  or  troop  or  squadron,  ex- 
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cpt  a  ruffianly  trooper  named  Burges. ;  consequontiv 

■-  -.  t  very  popular.     He  ooul.l  l,e.     Besi.los,  I  m', 

better  than  a„ybo.ly  except  the  drill-master  at  White 

;:;p:;tr'-^™'«-°'^'-»-     no.  Orm„nd  i^. 

"  Because  he-looks  like  a  gentleman  P  " 
"Because  he  has  the  ba.l  breeding  of  one.     Nobody 
can  hnd  out  anything  about  him." 
'Isn't  it  bad  breeding  to  try^  " 
Hallam  laughed.     "  Teehnie'ally.      But  „   regiment 
.at  elects  ,ts  officers  is  a  de.nocraey;  and  i,  .  1„  ;, 
too  good  to  answer  questions  he's  let  alone  " 

''  Perhaps,"  said  Ailsa,  "  that  is  what  he  wants." 
He  has  what  he  wants,  then.     Nobody  except  the 
trooper  Burgess  ventures  to  intrude  on  hi;  sulle'  pri! 
™cy      Even  his  ow„  bunky  has  little  use  for  him. 
Not    hat  Ormond  isn't  plucky.     That's  all  that  keeps" 
tlie  boys  from  hating  him." 
"/«  he  plucky  .P  " 

Hallam  said:  "We  were  on  picket  duty  for  three 
days  last  week.     The  Colonel  had  become  sfck  of  their 
popping  at  us,  and  asked  for  twelve  carbines  to  the 
troop.     On  the  way  to  the  outposts  the  ammunition 
-aggon  was  rushed  by  the  Johnnies,  and,  a,  our  es- 
cort had  only  their  lances,  they  started  to  scatter- 
would  have  scattered,  I  understand,  in  .spite  of  the  ser- 
geant .f  that  man  Ormond  hadn't  ridden  bang  into  them, 
cursmg  and  swearing  and  waving  his  pi.,tofl„  hi.  left 
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'"By  God."  he  said,  '  ifs  the  first  chance  vouVe 
had  to  use  these  damned  lances !  Are  yon  going  io  run 
away  ? ' 

"And  the  sergeant  and  the  trooper  Burgiss  and 
this  fellow  Ormond  got  'em  into  line  and  starterl  'em 
down  the  road  at  a  gallop ;  and  the  rebs  legged  it." 

Ailsa's  heart  beat  hard. 

"  I  call  that  pluck,"  said  Hallam,  "  a  dozen  lancers 
without  a  carbine  among  them  running  at  a  company 
of  nifantry.    I  call  that  a  plucky  thing,  don't  you.-  "  " 

She  nodded. 

Hallam  shrugged.  "  He  behaved  badlv  to  the  ser- 
geant, who  said  warmly :  '  'Tis  a  brave  thing  ve  did, 
Private  Ormond.'  And  'Is  it.?'  said  Ormond  with  a 
sneer.  'I  thought  we  were  paid  for  doing  such 
things.'  '  Och,  ye  sour-faced  Sassenach ! '  said  Sergeant 
Mulqueen,  disgusted;  and  told  me  about  the  whole 
affair." 

Ailsa  had  clasped  her  hands  in  her  lap.     The  fingers 
were  tightening  till  the  delicate  nails  whitened. 

But  it  was  too  late  to  speak  of  Berkley  to  Ha.^m 
now,  too  late  to  ask  indulgence  on  the  score  of  her 
friendship  for  a  man  who  had  mutilated  it.  Yet,  she 
could  scarcely  endure  the  strain,  the  overmastering 
desire  to  say  something  in  Berkley's  behalf— to  make 
him  better  understood— to  explain  to  Hallam,  and  have 
Hallam  explain  to  his  troop  that  Berklev  was  his  own 
most  reckless  enemy,  that  there  was  good  in  him,  kind- 
ness, a  capacity  for  better  things 

Thought  halted;  was  it  that  which,  alwavs  latent 
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w.th,n  her  bru,sod  heart,  stirred  it  eternally-  from  its 
pam-weary  repose-the  belief,  still  existing.'that  The  e 
--  so„,e,h,„g  better  in  Berlcle,-,  that  .her!  did  c  X 
.nh.„,  something  nobler  than  he  had  ever  dispia^T 
he. .  lor  m  some  women  there  is  no  end  to  the  ca- 
pactj.  for  mercj—where  they  love. 

Hallara,  hungry  to  touch  her,  had  risen  and  seated 

^■H.ng.      Listlessly  she   abandoned    her   hand    to  him 
^2;;f  a"  the  time  to  the  footsteps  outside,  Lr™' 
"n     o     fl:?'r"=  '"""  '■""  "«''*■>•  -taring  to 

or  to  the  ft  7"'""'  ""'  '""■■"^  ■■"»>  ""-tive 
onij  to  the  footsteps  outside 

hers'elf-itas ft""*™™'-"  ^''"  """"•>■  ^"-''d 
nerselt—    has  had  no  supper,  has  he'" 

"Neither  have  I!"  laughed  Hallam.  And  Ailsa 
-e  up,  scarlet  with  „„n„yance,  and  called  to  a  ntg  o 
«ho  was  evidently  bound  kitchenward 

Half"'  ''"'^  Z  '"""" '"'"  ^"""  '"PP-  »•-  ""-ought  to 
Hallam;  and  the  negro  went  out  into  the  star-lit  eourt 
to  summon  Berkley  to  the  kitchen 

Adsa,  leaving  Hallam  to  his  supper    an,I  w„n^ 

L"e1t;'ct-  -^  f"-^"t   '"^  '-^  «*^  '    ™-^^^^^^^^ 
i-ettj  coming  from  the  kitchen. 

"  My  trooper,"  said  the  girl,  pink  and  happy  "  Is 
gomg  to  have  ..7.  a  good  supper!  Vou  know  who  I 
mean,  dear-that  Mr.  Ormond " 

"  I  remember  him,"  said  Ailsa  steadilv.  "  I  thought 
his  name  was  Berkley."  '  ^^^onght 

"  It  is  Onnond,"'said  Letty  in  a  low  voice. 
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"  Tlien  I  misunderstood.     Is  he  here  again?  " 
"  Vos,"  ventured  Letty,  smiling;  "  he  is  escort  to— 
jour  Captain." 

Ailsa's  expression  was  wintry.  Letty,  still  smiling 
out  of  her  velvet  eyes,  looked  up  confidently  into  Ailsa's 
face. 

"  Dear,"  she  said,   "  I   wish  you   could  ever  know 

Jiow  n.cc  he  is But-I  don't  believe  I  could  ex- 

plain " 

"Nice.?     Who?     Oh,  your  trooper!" 
"Vou  don't  mistake  me,  do  you?"  asked  the  girl 
flushmg  up.     "  I  only  call  hin,  so  to  you.     I  knew  him 
in  New  York-and— he  is  so  much  of  a  man-  so  en- 
tirely good " 

She  hesitated,  seeing  no  answering  sympathy  in 
Ailsa's  face,  sighed,  half  turned  with  an  unconscious 
glance  at  the  closed  door  of  the  kitchen. 

"  What  were  you  saying  about— him?  "  asked  Ailsa 
listlessly. 

"Nothing-"  said  Letty  timidly-"  only,  isn't  it 
odd  how  matters  are  arranged  in  the  army.  My  poor 
trooper— a  gentleman  born— is  being  fed  in  the  kitchen  • 
your  handsome  Captain— none  the  less  gently  born— is 

at  supper  in  Dr.  West's  office They  might  easily 

have  been  friends  in  New  York.  .  .   .  War  is  so  strange, 
isn't  it?"  ^  ' 

Ailsa  forced  a  smile;  but  her  eves  remained  on  tfie 
door  behind  which  was  a  man  who  had  held  her  in 
his  arms.  .  .  .  And  who  n.ight  this  girl  be  who  came 
now  to  her  with  tales  of  Berkley's  goodness,  kindness 
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—shy  stories  of  the  excellence  of  the  rrmn  who  had 
killed  in  her  the  joy  of  living-had  nigh  killed  more 
than  that?  What  did  this  strange,  dark-eyed,  da-k- 
haired  girl  know  about  his  goodness  ?-a  girl  of  whom 
she  had  never  even  heard  until  she  saw  her  in  Dr. 
Benton's  office! 

And  all  the  while  she  stood  looking  at  the  closed 
door,  thinking,  thinking. 

They  were  ofF  duty  that  night,  but  Letty  was  go- 
ing back  to  a  New  Hampshire  boy  who  was  not  destined 
to  hve  very  long,  and  whose  father  was  on  the  wav  from 
Plymouth  to  see  his  eldest  son— his  eldest  son  who  had 
never  fought  a  battle,  had  never  seen  one,  had  never  even 
fired  his  musket,  but  who  lay  dying  in  the  nineteenth 
year  of  his  age,  colour  corporal,  loved  of  his  guard  and 
regiment. 

"  Baily  asked  for  me,"  she  said  simply.  "  I  can  get 
some  sleep  sitting  up,  I  think."  She  smiled.  "  I'm  Imp- 
pier  and— better  for  seeing  my  trooper I  am— a— 

better— woman,"  she  said  serenely.  Then,  looking  up 
with  a  gay,  almost  childish  toss  of  her  head,  like  a 
schoolgirl  absolved  of  misdemeanours  unnumbered,  she 
smiled  wisely  at  Ailsa,  and  went  away  to  her  dying  boy 
from  New  Hampshire. 

The  closed  door  fascinated  Ailsa,  distressed,  har- 
rowed her,  till  she  stood  there  twisting  her  hands  be- 
tween desire  and  pallid  indecision. 

Leaden  her  limbs,  for  she  could  not  stir  them  to  go 
forward  or  to  retire ;  miserably  she  stood  there,  swayed 
by  fear  and  courage  alternately,  now  rigid  in  bitter 
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self-contoinpt,  now  shivering  lest  he  fling  open  the  door 
and  find  her  there,  and  she  see  the  mockery  darkening 
his  eyes 

And,  "Oh-h!"  she  breathed,  "is  there  nothing  on 
earth  but  this  shame  for  me?" 

Suddenly  she  thought  of  C'elia,  and  became  fright- 
ened. Suppose  Celia  had  gone  to  the  kitchen!  What 
would  Celia  think  of  her  attitude  toward  the  son  of 
Constance  Berkley?  She  had  never  told  ( "elia  that  she 
had  seen  Berkley  or  that  she  even  knew  of  his  where- 
abouts.    What  would  Celia  think! 

In  her  surlden  consternation  she  had  walked  straight 
to  the  closed  door.  She  hesitated  an  instant ;  then  she 
opened  the  door.  And  Berkley,  seated  as  he  had  been 
seated  that  Christmas  Eve,  all  alone  by  the  burning 
candle,  dropped  his  hands  from  his  face  and  looked  up. 
Then  he  rose  and  stood  gazing  at  her. 

She  said,  haughtily:  "I  suppose  I  am  laying  my- 
self open  to  misconstruction  and  insult  again  by  com- 
ing here  to  speak  to  you," 

"  Did  you  come  to  speak  to  me,  Ailsa  ?  " 

"Yes.  Celia  Craig  is  here — upstairs.  I  have 
never  told  her  that  you  have  even  been  in  this  place. 
She  does  not  know  you  are  here  now.  If  she  finds 
out " 

"  I  understand,"  he  said  wearily.  "  Celia  shall  not 
be  informed  of  my  disgrace  with  vou— unless  you  care 
to  tell  her." 

"  I  do  not  care  to  tell  her.  Is  there  any  reason  to 
distress  her  with — such  matters?" 
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"No,"he.sauL    "  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do?    Go 

out   somewhere-"      He   glanced   vaguely    toward    the 

darkness.     "  I'll  go  anywhere  you  wish." 

"  Why  did  you  come-again?  "  asked  Ailsa  coldly 
"  Orders-"  he  shrugged-"  I  did  not  solicit  the  dl-' 

tad;  I  could  not  refuse.     Soldiers  don't  refuse  in  the 

army." 

^^     She  stood  looking  at  the  floor  for  a  moment.     Then  : 
Why  have  you  changed  your  name?  " 
II  It's  not  a  permanent  change,"  he  said  carelessly. 
Oh.     \ou  wish  to  remain  unrecognised  in   vour 

regiment?"  ^ 

"  While  my  service  lasts." 

Her  lips  formed  the  question  again;  and  he  under- 
stood, though  she  had  not  spoken. 

"Why?    Yes,  I'll  tell  you,"  he  said  with  a  reckless 
laugh.    "  I'll  tell  you  why  I  wear  a  new  name.     It's  be- 
cause I  love  my  old  one-and  the  mother  who  bore  it- 
and  from  whom  I  received  it!    And  it's  because  I  won't 
nsk  disgracing  it.     You  have  asked,  and  thafs  why- 
Because-/';,^  afraid  in  battle !-ii  you  want  to  know- 
-afraid  of  getting  hurt-wounded-killed !     I  don't 
know  what  I  might  do ;  I  don't  know!    And  if  the  world 
ever  sees  Private  Ormond  running  awav,  they'll  never 
know  It  was  Constance  Berkley's  son.     And  thafs  why 
1  changed  my  name  !  " 

"  W-what?  "  she  faltered.  Then,  revolted.  "  It  is 
not  true !    You  are  not  afraid !  " 

"I  tell  you  I  am,"  he  repeated  with  a  mirthless 
laugh.        Don't  you  suppose  I  ought  to  know?    I  want 
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to  get  out  of  bullet  range  every  time  Vm  shot  at.     And 
af  anybody  ever  turns  coward,  I  prefer  that  it  should 

iTc  3ri!:;°r''  ""  '-'^-  «-^^^^-     ^'^<'  that  is 

She  .as  scurcely  able  to  suppress  her  anger  now. 
She  looked  at  hi>u,  flushed,  excited,  furious. 

"  ^Vhy  do  you  say  such  untruthful  things  to  me  • 
V  ho  was  ,t  that  fairly  kicked  his  fellow  troopers  into 
charging  .nfantry  with  nothing  but  lances  against  bul- 

Amazed  for  a  second,  he  burst  into  an  abrupt  laugh 
that  rang  harshly  in  the  room.  ^ 

''  Who  told  you  such  cock-and-bull  stories,  Ailsa'  " 

Didn't  you  do  it.?    Isn't  it  true?  " 
"  Do  what  r     Do  what  the  Government  pays  me  for 
do.ng.P^  es,  I  happened  to  come  up  to  the  scratch  that 
time     But  I  was  scared,  every  inch  of  me-if  you  really 
want  the  truth."  ' 

"  But— you  did  it }  " 

He  laughed  again,  harshly,  but  apparently  puzzled 
by  her  attitude.  " 

She  came  nearer,  paler  in  her  suppressed  excite- 
ment. 

"Private  Ormond,"  she  faltered,  "  the  hour  that 
vou  fail  under  fire  is  the  hour  when  I-shall  be  able  to 
—forget—you.     Not— until— then." 

Neither  moved.  The  slow,  deep  colour  mounted  to 
the  roots  of  his  hair;  but  she  was  white  as  death 

"  Ailsa." 

"  Yes." 
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And  suddenly  ho  luid  dropped  to  one  knee,  and  the 
hem  of  her  gray  garb  was  against  his  lips— and  it  was 
u  thing  of  another  age  that  he  did,  there  on  one  knee 
at  her  feet,  but  it  became  him  as  it  ha<l  become  his  an- 
cestors. And  she  saw  it,  and,  bending,  laid  her  slinj 
hands  on  his  head. 

After  a  long  silence,  her  hands  still  resting  on  his 
dark  hair,  she  found  voice  enough  to  speak. 

"  I  know  you  now." 

And,  as  he  made  no  answer: 

"  It  is  there,  in  you— all  that  I  believed.  It  was  to 
that  I — yielded — once." 

She  looked  intently  down  at  him. 

"  I  think  at  last  you  have  become — my  champion. 
.  .  .  Not  my — destroyer.      Answer  me,  Philip !  " 

He  would  not,  or  could  not. 

"  I  take  you — for  mine,"  she  said.  "  Will  you 
deny  me ?  " 

"  No,  Ailsa." 

She  said,  steadily :  "  The  other— the  lesser  happi- 
ness is  to  be — forgotten.     Answer." 

"  It— must  be." 

She  bent  lower,  whispering :  "  Is  there  no  wedlock 
of  the  spirit.^" 

"  That  is  all  there  ever  was  to  hope  for." 
"  Then— tt't/Z  you— Philip.?  " 
"Yes.     Will  you,  Ailsa.?" 
"  I— will." 

He  rose;  her  fingers  slipped  from  his  hair  to  his 
hands,  and  they  stood,  confronted. 
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She  sui.l  in  a  dull  voice:  "  I  am  engaged  to-be— 
married  to  Captain  HaHuvj." 
"  I  know  it." 
She  spokc'  a<rain,  very  white. 

;-C'a„     you     tell     n.e     why    you     will    „ot     nmrry 
me."  '  ■^ 

'*  No,  I  cannot  tell  vou." 

''  I— would  love  you  none  the  less.      Don't  you  be- 
lieve me.^  " 

"Ves,    I    do    now.      But    I— cannot    ask    that    of 
you." 

"  Vet— you  would  have— taken  mo  without— mar- 
riage." 

He  said,  quietly: 

'*  Marriage— or  love  to  the  full,  without  it-God 
knows  how  right  or  wrong  that  may  be.  The  world 
outlaws   those   who   love   without    it-drives    them   out 

excommunicates,    damns It    „mv    be    God    does 

too;  hni— I— don't— believe  it,  Ailsa." 

She  said,  whiter  still:  "  Then  I  must  not  think  of- 
wnat  cannot  be.'  " 

"  No,"  he  said  dully,  "  it  cannot  be." 
She  laid  her  hands  against  his  lips  in  silence. 
"  Good  night.  .   .   .  You  won't  leave  me— too  nmch 
— alone.'  " 

"  May  I  write  to  you,  dear.'  " 
"  Please.     And  come  when— when  you  can." 
He  laughed  in  the  utter  hopelessness  of  it  all. 
"  Dear,  I  cannot  come  to  you  unless— A^  comes." 
At  that  the  colour  came  back  into  her  face. 
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Suddenly  she  stooped,  touched  his  hands  swiftly 
with  her  lips— the  very  ghost  of  contact— turned,  and 
was  gone. 

Hallam's  voice  was  hearty  and  amiable;  also  he 
welcomed  her  with  a  smile;  but  there  seemed  to  be  some- 
thing hard  in  his  eyes  as  he  said  ; 

"  I  began  to  be  afraid  that  you'd  gone  to  sleep, 
Ailsa.  What  the  deuce  has  kept  you?  A  .sick 
man  ?  " 

"  Y-es ;  he  is— better— I  think." 

"  That's  good.  I've  only  a  minute  or  two  left,  and 
I  wanted  to  speak— if  you'll  let  me— about " 

"  Can't  you  come  again  next  week.?  "  she  asked. 

"Well- of  course,  I'll  do  my  best.  I  wanted  to 
speak " 

"  Don't  say  everything  now,'»  she  protested,  forc- 
ing a  smile,  "  otherwise  what  excuse  will  you  have  for 
coming  again  ?  " 

«  Well— I  wished  to—  See  here,  Ailsa,  will  you 
let  me  speak  about  the  practical  part  of  our  future 
when  I  come  next    ime.''  " 

For  a  moment  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  the 
deception;  but  the  memory  of  Berkley  rendered  her 
desperate. 

"Yes— if  you  will  bring  back  to  Miss  Lynden 
her  trooper  friend  when  you  come  again.  Will 
you  ?  " 

"Who.?  Oh,  Ormond.  Yes,  of  course,  if  she 
wishes " 
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tliat  I  asked:  it  i.s  for  myself!" 

He  I„oke,l  at  her  in  ^  stunnecl  sort  of  way.      She 
saul,  forcing  herself  to  meet  his  eyes- 

"  Trooper  Ormoml  is  your  escort ;  .lon't  you  under- 
let: ^^r  ^"  -^  ''-  "«"-  ^--^  I  ^.-  him 
"  Oh,"  said  Hallam  slowly. 

She   stood    silent,    the    colour   racing   through    her 
hooks.     She  could  not,  in   the  same  breath,  ask  Hal- 
am   to    release   her.      It   .as   impossible.      Xothing  o 
arth  coud  prevent  his  believing  that  it  was  hecu.se 
•she  wished  to  marry  Berkley.     And  she  wps  never  to 
nmrry  Berkley.      She  knew  it,  now. 

H«lI''^'T   'V'"''    ''""''^   ''""""*''   anyway.P"   asked 
Haliam,  handsome  eyes  bent  curiously  on  her 

And  she  said,  calmly:  "  I  think  you  did  not  moan 
to  ask  me  that,  Captain  Hallam." 
"Why  not?" 

"Because  the  man  in  question  would  have  told  you 
I'-l  he  not  desirecl  the  privilege  of  privacy-to  which 
wo  all  are  entitled.  I  think." 

"It  seems  to  me,"  said  Hallam,  reddenin.r,  "that 
under  the  circumstances,  I  myself  have  been  invested  b; 
you  with  some  privileges." 

"  Not  yet,"  she  returned  quietly.      And  again  her 
reply  ,n,pl.ed  deceit :  and  she  saw,  loo  late,  whither  that 

269 


-'mmm^BS^ 


,..^:--T-  ^*^^ru¥m^ 


£1 


AILSA    PAIGE 

reply  led-whcre  she  was  drifting,  helpless  to  save  her- 
self, or  Berkley,  or  this  man  to  whom  she  had  been 
betrothed 

"I've  got  to  speak  now,"  she  began  desperately 
calm.  «  I  must  tell  you  that  I  cannot  marry  you.  I 
do  not  love  you  enough.  I  am  forced  to  sav  it.  I  was 
a  selfish,  weak,  unhappy  fool  when  I  thought  I  could 
care  enough  for  you  to  marry  you.  All  the  fault  is 
mine;  all  the  blame  is  on  me.  I  am  a  despicable 
woman." 

"Are  you  crazy,  Ailsa!" 

"  Half  crazed,  I  think.  If  you  can,  some  day,  try 
to  forgive  me— I  should  be  very  grateful." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you— you  are— have 
b^en-in  love  with  this— this  broken-down  adventur- 
er -" 

"  Yes.  From  the  first  second  in  my  life  that  I  ever 
saw  him.  Now  you  know  the  truth.  And  you  will  now 
consider  me  worthy  of  this— adventurer " 

"  No,"  he  replied.  And  thought  a  moment.  Then 
he  looked  at  her. 

^''  I  don't  intend  to  give  you  up,"  he  said. 

"  Captain  Hallam,  believe  me,  I  am  sorry " 

''  I  won't  give  you  up,"  he  repeated  doggedly. 
"  You  won't — release  me.?  " 
"  No." 


"  I   am  dread- 
I    deserve    no 


She  said,   with   heightened   colour: 
fully    sorry— and    bitterly    ashamed, 
mercy,    no    consideration    at    your    hands.       But— I 
must  return  your  ring-"     She  slipped  it  from  her 
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She   said,   wistfully:   "I   Haro   nnf    1, 
3.our  cstce.n-I  dare  not  sav  \       ^^"  '"   ''*"'" 

desire  vonr  f                             ^          '^°"  '^"^  "'"^^  I  ''•^'dlv 
<'cM,e  jour  forgiveness-your  friendship - 

^^^^Suddenl,  he  turned  on  her  a  face,  red,  distorted  with 

rid."  f' ^'°"  ^"""'  "'^'''  *'""^  '"^«"«  ^o  me?  It  means 
nd.culc  „,  nn  regiment!  What  kind  of  fi  "  "'"""^ 
fi,-,i.  r    ,    ,,  "iiai  Kina  ot  figure  do  von 

^I'Hik  I  shall  cut  after  this  ?      Tt'«      -f  ,  "^ 

vile    usa^o      I'll  .    "'— 't«  a  sfiame!— it's 

«c    usage.     Ill    appear    absurd— a6.»r^/     n 
understand?"  aosurd!     Do    you 

;;iY-:'.>o::i/r:::-p-.---. 

Adsa!     Good    God-I    scarcely   know   what    I'm 
sajmg ^"  "    "-"^^    wnat    i  m 

"  /  know." 
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CHAPTER    XIII 

Berkley's  first  letter  to  her  was  written  during  that 
week  of  lovely  weather,  the  first  week  in  March.  The 
birds  never  sang  more  deliciously,  the  regimental  bands 
never  played  more  gaily;  every  camp  was  astir  in  the 
warm  sunshine  with  companies,  regiments,  brigades,  or 
divisions  drilling. 

At  the  ceremonies  of  guard  mount  and  dress  parade 
the  country  was  thronged  with  visitors  from  Washing- 
ton, ladies  in  gay  gowns  and  scarfs.  Congressmen  in  silk 
hats  and  chokers,  apparently  forgetful  of  their  undigni- 
fied role  in  the  late  affair  at  Bull  Run— even  children 
with  black  mammies  in  scarlet  turbans  and  white  wool 
dresses  came  to  watch  a  great  army  limbering  up  after 
a  winter  of  inaction. 

He  wrote  to  her: 


"  Dearest,  it  has  been  utterly  impossible  for  me  to 
obtain  leave  of  absence  and  a  pass  to  go  as  far  as  the 
Farm  Hospital.  I  tried  to  run  the  guard  twice,  but  had 
to  give  it  up.  I'm  going  to  try  again  as  soon  as  there 
seems  any  kind  of  a  chance. 

"  We  have  moved  our  camp.  Why,  heaven  knows. 
If  our  general  understood  what  cavalry  is  for  we  would 
have  been  out  long  ago— miles  from  here— if  to  do  noth- 
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ing  more  than  nake  a  few  mans  wh\oh    * 

gust  leaders  entirely  lack.  '  ''  "'"•^'  °"^  ^"- 

"  During  the  night  the  order  came-  '  TK'    a-  ■  • 
Hill  move  at  four  o'clock  in  fhp  '^'''"'"" 

"We  have  an  absurd  number  of  waesons      Th«      • 
an  mfantrv  regiment  r«mr..^  ^SSons.     There  is 

of  one  y..LIZTtZy!Zl  T  '"'[  ""^  ^  *™-" 

.     1  ou  say  that  I  am  a  scoffer.     T  dJHn'f  c«  #    ^ 
that  .pectaclo.    Wo  were  on  Flint  H  ,1    and       7 
-  could  see  around  us,  the  whole  wo"d  ta   fairl^         T 
.ng  with  troops.    Over  the™  a  rainb  w  h„„;   L'tT t 
ramed,  as  you  know.  ^'     ^^^^^  •* 

und^'lLrr'tettr-  The  Vh^  '"  '""^  ''^^'  *™'  '» 
tents  are  luxuri       ,  thlpast't^  o«"  '"'7""  '''"^^ 

"  The  ar„„_that     .CbulUn:"  "      T  '""'^- 

Wp j.i,„           ,  '         """^  ot  it — camped  at  five 

P — tlie  cavalry wpnf  ««  4.  , 

around  Centreviile;  b    'the  1;:;;;?'  ''^/"""^  '«' 
came  back  here  where  we  don':  b   on;-:;: tl'^-  '"' 

Tur  ;tet;;:s:;  r:r7  '"*-  •^'"«"  ^--^-^^^ 
"  vou^seHve  wif trsr:,  ™"""-^  r  ■'■ 

»tori„^  up  infor,„ati„n  and  solv    1  ItlJ-  T      ^ 
problems  in   order  to  be  kind   .7  '     ""''^ 

oc  und  to  ni.v  superiors  when 
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Struck  with  panic  at  their  own  tardily  discovered  in- 
capacity, tliey  rush  to  nie  in  a  body  to  ask  me  how  to 
do  it. 

"  Rush's  Lancers  are  encamp.'^  near  you  now ;  our 
regiment  is  not  far  from  them.  !f  I  can  run  the  guard 
I'll  do  it.     I'm  longing  to  see  you,  dear. 

"  I've  written  to  Celia,  as  you  know,  so  she  won't 
be  too  much  astonished  if  I  sneak  into  the  gallery  some 
night. 

"  I've  seen  a  lot  of  Zouaves,  the  5th,  9th,  10th,  and 
other  regiments,  but  not  the  3rd.  What  a  mark  they 
make  of  themselves  in  their  scarlet  and  blue.  Hawkins' 
reg'  lent,  the  9th,  is  less  conspicuous,  wearing  only  the 
red  !,  adgear  and  facings,  but  Duryea's  regiment' is  a 
sight!  A  magnificent  one  from  the  spectacular  stand- 
point, but  the  regiments  in  blue  stand  a  better  chance 
of  being  missed  by  the  rebel  riflemen.  I  certainly  wish 
Colonel  Craig's  Zouaves  weren't  attired  like  tropical 
butterflies.  But  for  heaven's  sake  don't  say  this  to 
Celia. 

"  Well,  you  see,  I  betray  the  cloven  hoof  of  fear, 
even  when  I  write  you.  It's  a  good  thing  that  I  know 
I  am  naturally  a  coward;  because  I  may  learn  to  be  so 
ashamed  of  my  legs  '      :  I'll  never  run  at  all,  either  way. 

"  Dear,  I'm  too  .est  with  you  to  make  promises, 
and  far  too  intelligent  not  to  know  that  when  people 
begin  shooting  at  each  other  somebody  is  likely  to  get 
hit.  It  is  instinctive  in  me  to  avoid  mutilation  and  ex- 
temporary death  if  I  can  do  it.  I  realise  what  it  means 
when  the  air  is  full  of  singing,  buzzing  noises;  when 
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t»-,g,  and  branches  begm  ,„  (M  and  rattle  on  my  .an 
™d  .,dd,o;  when  wecUs  and  dead  g™.,s  are  snipped  I 
•short  bo.de  n,e;  when  every  n.ud  puddle  i»  .tarred  and 
splashed;   when    whack!  ™ack!   whaek!  on    the  stoTes 

::;  :fr  "'  T: ""'"«-  ^'"'  --^  '">™''  «■«'  ^- 

and  neier  see.     And— ,t  scares  me 

fs  a  doj    Vr  ™''""'"  *'"  '"^  '°  •""■'  --"<<•  'hat 
-ts  a  dog,  hfe  anyway;  third,  that  if,  good  enough 

forme,  so  why  runaway  from  it  >  ^ 

that  I II    , art  after  them.    There's  no  fury  like  a  man 
thoroughly  frightened.  '' 

rJI^"^'  "^  '"'  '^"  *•"'  "'  ""^  "f  'he  lancer 

™  n    h  '  "7    "r  "'  ''"'''''  """'  "h"  «•"  'angled 
up  .n  the  woods  and  wounded  himself  with  his  own  late. 

Oh,  these  lances!     And  oh,  the  cavalry !     .»nd 
alas !  a  general  who  doesn't  know  how  to  use  hif  cavalry.' 

ba„..1t'"Tr  "  '""'""^  "«™^"'  ""«  "">". 

srt  around  headquarters  while  General  C.  dozes  after 

otr  /",?' '' "' "'"  ^p'''  "P'  ''■'  dotaiied  bod ; 

he  en!       t,"  °"';'""  '^  ''"PP™'"^  J^'  ''^^™'' 

tne  end  ot  the  commander's  nose. 

"  The  visitors  like  to  see  us  drill-like  to  see  us 
d  arge,  red  pennons  flying,  lances  at  .st.     I  like  to  s 
Rush  s  Lancers,  too.    But,  all  the  san,e.  so„.etimes  when 
we   go   ndmg   ga.Iy   down   the   road,   some   of   those 

375 


AILSA    PAIGE 


I 


dingy,  sunburnt  Western  regiments  who  have  been  too 
busy  fighting  to  black  their  shoes  line  up  along  the 
road  and  repeat,  monotonously : 

Who-ever-saw-a-dead-Cttvalryman? ' 
"  It  isn't  what  they  say,  Ailsa,  it's  the  expression 
of  their  dirty  faces  that  turns  me  red,  sometimes,  and 
sometimes  incites  me  to  wild  mirth. 

"  I'm  writing  this  squatted  under  my  « tente  d'abri  ' 
General  McClellan,  with  a  preposterous  staff  the  size 
of  a  small  brigade,  has  just  passed  at  a  terrific  gallop— 
a  handsome,  mild-eyed  man  who  has  made  us  into  an 
army,  and  who  ornaments  headquarters  with  an  entire 
squadron  of  Claymore's  20th  Dragoons  and  one  of  our 
own  8th  Lancers.    Well,  some  day  he'll  come  to  me  and 
say: JOrmond,  I  understand  that  there  is  only  one  man 
m   the   entire   army  fit  to   command  it.     Accept   this 
cocked  hat.' 

"  That  det  .:  would  suit  me,  dear.  I  could  get  be- 
hind the  casemates  of  Monroe  and  issue  orders.  I  was 
cut  out  to  sit  in  a  good,  thick  casemate  and  bring  this 
cruel  war  to  an  end. 

"  A  terribly  funny  thing  happened  at  Alexandria. 
A  raw  infantry  regiment  was  camped  near  the  seminary 
and  had  managed  to  flounder  through  guard  mount. 
The  sentinels  on  duty  kept  a  sharp  lookout  and  turned 
out  the  guard  every  time  a  holiday  nigger  hove  in 
sight ;  and  sentinels  and  guard  and  officer  were  getting 
awfully  tired  of  their  mistakes;  and  the  day  was  hot, 
and  the  sentinels  grew  sleepy. 

"  Then  one  sentry,  dozing  awake,  happened  to  turn 
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iures.1;  sou,  and  alreadv  nearli-  «»  + e  i  • 

a  magnificent  cavalcade  at  fu     L  oV  ^^   P '"'7"" 
and  Generals  Afrn^li  I  !.    gai'op— the  President, 

eneraJs  McC  ellan  and  Benjamin  Butler  leading. 

Great  God      Turn  nnf  f  i,  j  , 

Old  Abe  and  T, HI.  a!  .  ^"^''^-    "^^^  ^""^^^^ 

«  A^    f  '^^"'^  ^"^  ^^««t  Butler" 

life     l"  I  '  "" '"'PP'"  *''«"  I  have  ever  boen  f„  all  „,y 
"  H.r.  "  ""  ■""■«'"''•  ■•^member. 

day-had  .e  I^Zor^Vlr :  f'  '"''  '''  ""■" 

it  Oad  boon  rep'„.to      o'hL  tt  it:"^'-?:'''  "'^' 
an  assumod  namo.  ''  '"''"'«'  ™'''^'- 

"  I  had  mot  the  Colonel.    Ho  looked  »t  „.      j      „ 
"  '  Is  Ormnn  J  'ooKod  at  me  and  said : 

IS  urmond  your  name?' 
"I  said:  'It  is,  partly.' 

to  do^^kLZlTV''  '^" "°"  ^''"^^*^^"^-  ^^  ^- 

Colonel  Arr":        "^        "'"  "^'  ^"'  ^*  ^^  *°  ^^  with 

"I'm  afraid  I'm  going  to  hurt  vou  •  but  I'm  .1 
afraid  ,t  will  be  necessary.  '  but  I  m  also 

"  Colonel  Arran  is  vour  friend      R„f    x'u      r 
his  implacable  encmv      IT    1  r  ^  '      '^''*'  ^  '''"' 

oncn.^V.     Had  I  dreamed  for  one  moment 
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that  the  Westchester  Horse  was  to  become  the  10th 
troop  of  Arran's  Lancers,  I  would  never  have  joined  it. 
"  It  was  a  bitter  dose  for  me  to  swallow  when  my 
company  was  sworn  into  the  United  States  service 
under  this  man. 

"Since,  I  have  taken  the  matter  philosophically. 
He  has  not  annoyed  me,  except  by  being  alive  on  earth. 
He  showed  a  certain  primitive  decency  in  not  recogniz- 
ing me  when  he  might  have  done  it  in  a  very  disagree- 
able fashion.  I  think  lie  was  absolutely  astonished  to 
see  me  there;  but  he  never  winked  an  eyelash.  I  give 
the  devil  his  due. 

"  All  this  distresses  you,  dear.  But  I  cannot  help 
it;  you  would  have  to  know,  sometime,  that  Colonel 
Arran  and  I  are  enemies.  So  let  it  go  at  that;  only, 
remembering  it,  avoid  always  any  uncomfortable  situa- 
tion which  must  result  in  this  man  and  myself  meeting 
under  your  roof." 

.'is  letter  ended  in  lighter  vein— a  gay  message  to 
Celia,  a  cordial  one  to  Letty,  and  the  significant  re- 
mark that  he  expected  to  see  her  very  soon. 

The  next  night  he  tried  to  run  the  guard,  and 
failed. 

She  had  written  to  him,  begging  him  not  to;  urging 
the  observance  of  discipline,  while  deploring  their 
separation— a  sweet,  confused  letter,  breathing  in  every 
line  her  solicitation  for  him,  her  new  faith  and  renewed 
trust  in  him. 

Concerning  what  he  had  told  her  about  his  personal 
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relat.ons  with  Colonel  Armn  «hc  ha<l  rcmuincl  «ilcnt- 
H^is  too  unhappy  an<I  astonished  to  reply.  Thinking 
of  .t  later,  it  recalled  to  her  n.ind  Celia's  studied  avoid 
ance  of  any  topic  in  which  Colonel  Arran  figured.  She 
<u  not  make  any  mental  connection  between  Celia's 
d..shke  for  the  man  and  Berkley'.-the  coincidence 
merely  made  her  doubly  unhappy. 

And  one  afternoon  when  Letty  was  on  duty  and 
she  and  Celia  were  busy  with  their  mending  in  Ceha's 
room  she  thought  about  Berkley's  letter  and  his 
enmity,  and  remembered  f  .lia's  silent  aversion  at  the 
same  moment. 

"Celia,"  she  said,  looking  up,  "would  you  m., 
tclhng  mo  what  it  is  that  you  dislike  about  my  old  and 
very  dear  friend,  Colonel  Arran .?  " 

Celia  continued  her  needlework  for  a  h^  moments. 
Then,  without  raising  her  eyes,  she  said  placidly 
^^  ^  ou  have  asked  me  that  befo',  Honev-bird." 

curiosl;;:^^:-  •  •  •  '^°"  '"^^' ''  -  -■*  -p-t--t 

hep  this  gentleman  and  myse'f  to  any  ground  of  com- 
mon understanding." 

"  I  am  so  sorry,"  sighed  Ailsa,  resting  her  folded 
hands    on    her    wnrt    or,^  .1  "»hl<i 

Mindow.  ^''^"«    *^^'°"^^    '^'    «P-n 

C^lm  continued  to  sew  without  glancing  up.     Vv^,- 
ently  she  said:  S     P-     i.es 

'I  reckon   I'll  have  to  tell  you   something  about 
Colonel  Arran  after  all.     IH.  meant  to  for  some  time 
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P  ...  Becau.c_bccau.e  „,^  »ilen„  condemn.  hi„, 
utterly;  «„,!  that  i,  „„,  .l,„gelhcr  ju.t."  She  bent 
lower  over  her  work:  her  needle  travelled  „,or.  .lowly 
as  she  went  on  speaking: 

"In  my  country,  when  a  gentleman  consider,  him- 
.0  /  aggrieved,  he  a,k,  fo'  that  ...ti.faction  which  i.  due 
to  a  man  of  his  qualJtv  Unf  r  i       i    * 

not  H.L       A    1     ^      y-  •••«"*  Colonel  Arran  did 
not  Hsk      And  when  it  w«s  offered,  he  refused."     Her 

clrp:'-     ""^^^^^^^^-^--^^e  said  with  infinite 

"  But  Colonel  Arran  i«  not  a  Southerner."  observed 
A,h^u.et,,.      .^Vou     know    how    all     Northerne::! 

Fv  "  !l  ^7Tr^   ^'^''   ^°"    ^"^   ^°™'   H.>nev-bud. 
Even  the  No'th  recognised  the  code  then  " 

"Is  that  why  you  dislike  Colonel  Arran?  Because 
he  r  f  d  to  hallenge  or  be  challenged  when  the  law 
of  the  land  forbade  private  murder?  " 

Iip,Uhet:  '''"'''   "'"''"'   ''"'"^'   '■"   *«'"«"»'^   •>" 

"  The  law  i.  not  made  fo'  tho.e  in  whom  the  higher 
law  ..  ,nhere.,t."  .he  .aid  calmly.  "  It  i,  ^,  J ^, 
Whites  and  negroes."  ^ 

"Celia!" 

"It  is  true,  Honey-bird.  When  a  gentleman 
breaks  the  law  that  makes  him  one,  it  is  tim^efo^r 
to  appeal  to  the  lower  law.     And  Colonel  Arran  did 

What  was  his  grievance.'  " 
"  A  deep  one,  I  reckon.     He  had  the  right  on  his 
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Anu  the  consequences  were  ve'v  drcndful  " 
"To^him?" 

;;To  us  all.  .      .  His  punishment  was  certain." 
Was  hp  punished?" 

"  Yc.     Then,  in  hi.  lurn,  A,  pui.i,ho.l-icrribly 
But  not  as  .  gentlom.n  shouhl.     FC  in  that  co.ie  w l.ich 
«ove  n.  us.  „„  ,na„  can  raise  his  hand  again,,  a  «.„™„ 
He  ,„ust  endure  .11  things;  he  n,ay  not  defend  hile" 
a.  any  woman  s  expense ;  he  n.a,.  not  de,nand  J„„i„  .t 

.«.e    o  endure  with  d.gnit,  .hat  eannot  be '.e.nedied 
or    revenged    except    through    the    destruction    of    . 

Ion.;::-  """" """ "' """'  '■™  *  '™^'<-. 

She  looked  up  steadily  into  Ailsa's  ej-, 

"She    was    only    .    y„ung    girl.    Honey-bud-too 

young  to  ™rry  anybody,  too  inexperienced  to  know 

her  own  heart  until  it  was  too  late. 

"And  Colonel  Arran  came;  and  he  was  ve'v  .„> 
dad  handsome,  and  impressive  in  hTcl       X" 

d«n.ty,  and  ye'y  certain  that  the  child  must  marry 

that  ^h^e  had  done  .t.     And  learned  that  she  did  not 

"  There  was  a  boy  cousin.    He  was  reckless,  I  reckon  ■ 

crymg  ,„   the  garden ;  and  there  was  a  ve'v  painful 
scene,  and  she  let  him  kiss  the  hem  of  her  pettic»;l: 
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his  promise  to  go  away  fo'  ever.  And— Colonel  Arran 
caught  him  on  his  knees,  with  the  lace  to  his  lips— and 
the  child  wife  cryng.  ...  He  neither  asked  nor  ac- 
cepted satisfaction ;  he  threatened  the— /aw.'  And  that 
settled  him  with  her,  I  reckon,  and  she  demanded  her 
freed  :)m,  and  he  refused,  and  she  took  it. 

"Then  she  did  a  ve'y  childish  thing;  she  married 

the  boy — or  supposed  she  did " 

CeHa's  violet  eyes  grew  dark  with  wrath: 
"And  Colonel  Arran  went  into  co't  with  his  law- 
yers and  his  witnesses  and  had  the  divorce  set  aside— 
and  publicly  made  this  silly  child  he.  lover's  mistress, 
and  their  child  nameless!  That  was  the  justice  that 
the  law  rendered  Colonel  Arran.  And  now  you  know 
why  I  hate  him— and  shall  always  hate  and  despise 
him."  ^ 

Ailsa's  head  was  all  awhirl ;  lips  parted,  she  stared 
at  Celia  in  stunned  silence,  making  as  yet  no  effort  to 
reconcile  the  memory  of  the  man  she  knew  with  this 
cold,  merciless,  passionless  portrait. 

Nor  did  the  suspicion  occur  to  her  that  there  could 
be  the  slightest  connection  between  her  sister-in-law's 
contempt  for  Colonel  Arran  and  Berkley's  implacable 
enmity. 

All  the  while,  too,  her  clearer  sense  of  right  and 
justice  cried  out  in  dumb  protest  against  the  injury 
done  to  the  man  who  had  been  her  friend,  and  her 
parents'  friend— kind,  considerate,  loyal,  impartially 
just  in  all  his  dealings  with  her  and  with  the  world,  as 
far  as  she  had  ever  known. 
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From  Celia's  own  showing  the  abstract  right  and 
justice  of  the  matter  had  been  on  his  side;  no  sane 
civilisation  could  tolerate  the  code  that  Celia  cited. 
The  day  of  private  vengeance  was  over;  the  era  of 
duelling  was  past  in  the  North— was  passing  in  the 
South.  And,  knowing  Colonel  Arran,  she  knew  also 
that  twenty  odd  years  ago  his  refusal  to  challenge  had 
required  a  higher  form  of  courage  than  to  face  the  fire 
of  a  foolish  boy's  pistol. 

And  now,  collecting  her  disordered  thoughts,  she 
began  to  understand  what  part  emotion  and  impulse 
had  played  in  the  painful  drama— how  youthful  ignor- 
ance and  false  sentiment  had  combined  to  invest  a  silly 
but  accidental  situation  with  all  the  superficial  dignity 
of  tragedy. 

What  must  it  have  meant  to  Colonel  Arran,  to  this 
quiet,  slow,  respectable  man  of  the  world,  to  find  his 
girl  wife  crying  in  the  moonlight,  and  a  hot-headed  boy 
down  on  his  knees,  mumbling  the  lace  edge  of  her 
skirts .'' 

What  must  it  have  meant  to  him — for  the  chances 
were  that  he  had  not  spoken  the  first  word — to  be  con- 
fronted by  an  excited,  love-smitten,  reckless  boy,  and 
have  a  challenge  flung  in  his  face  before  he  had  uttered 
a  word. 

No  doubt  his  calm  reply  was  to  warn  the  boy  to 
mind  his  business  under  penalty  of  law.  No  doubt  the 
exasperated  youth  defied  him— insulted  him— tleclared 
his  love— carried  the  other  child  ofF  her  feet  with  the 
exaggerated  emotion  and  heroics.     And,  once  off  their 
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feet   she  saw  how  the  tide  had  swept  them  together- 
.wept  the™  „evocably  beyond  reason  and  recaH 

Ailsa  rc=e  and  stood  by  the  open  window,  looking 

coirr  ^'' '"'  ■'^  "'""«'■''  --  -  °d  n 

hot  he  dfdTh'L  "^t- ""'  "'^  '^-^'y "'  *"-  '-» 

hot  headed   ch.Idren   whom   his   punishment   had   out- 
Doubtless  his  girl  wife  had  told  him  how  the  boy 

but  :r,\^u  "■"''  """  *'"'*  ^"^  '■'"'  banished  hh^^ 
but  the  clash  between  maturity  and  adolescence  is  Tl 
ways   mevtable;    the   misunderstanding  between   ripe 
«penence  and  Northern  logic,  and  emotional  inex- 
nence  and  Southern  impulse  was  certain  to  end  in  dt 

Ailsa  considered;  and  she  knew  that  now  her  brief 

del  Itt         "".r""""^  "'"'  **■=  P-n^hnient  he  had 
dealt  out,  even  though  his  conscience  and  civilisation 
and  t  e  „„  „f  the  .and  demanded  the  punishmrt  o 
tnese  erring  ones. 

No,  the  punishment  seemed  too  deeply  tainted  with 
vengeance  for  her  to  tolerate. 

r.J   ^T   ""^'^^^  ''^^  ^'^^P^^   ^--      She   turned 
mechamcally,  seated  herself,  and  resumed  her  sewing 

on  H  !  '"^"1^  °"^^'  "  ^'  ^^^^^P'"  «h^  «-id-     "  I  am 
on  duty  to-mght,  and  they've  brought  in  so  many  pa 
tients  from  the  new  regiments."  ^ 

Celia  bent  and  bit  off  her  threaH    fl,o« 
needle  into  the  hem,  laid  her  worrasidf "  ''''''''  ''' 

"Honey-bud,"  she  said,  "you  are  ve'y  tired      If 
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you'll  undress  I'll  give  you  a  hot  bath  and  rub  you  and 
brush  your  hair." 

"Oh,  Celia,  will  you?  I'd  feel  so  much  better." 
She  gave  a  dainty  little  shudder  and  made  a  wry  face, 
adding: 

"  I've  had  so  many  dirty,  sick  men  to  cleanse— oh, 
incredibly  dirty  and  horrid  !-poor  boys-it  doesn't 
seem  o  be  their  fault,  either;  and  they  are  so  ashamed 
and  so  utterly  miserable  when  I  am  obliged  to  know 
about  the  horror  of  their  condition.  .  .  .  Dear,  it  will 
be  angelic  of  you  to  give  me  a  good,  hot  scrubbing.  I 
could  go  to  sleep  if  you  would." 

"  Of  co'se  I  will,"  said  Celia  simply.  And,  when 
Ailsa  was  ready  to  call  her  in  she  lifted  the  jugs  of 
water  which  a  negro  had  brought-one  cold,  one  boil- 
ing hot— entered  Ailsa's  room,  filled  the  flat  tin  tub- 
and,  when  Ailsa  stepped  into  it,  proceeded  to  scrub 
her  as  though  she  had  been  two  instead  of  twentv 
odd.  ■^ 

Then,  her  glowing  body  enveloped  in  a  fresh,  cool 
sheet,  she  lay  back  and  closed  her  eyes  while  Celia 
brushed  the  dull  gold  masses  of  her  hair. 

"  Honey-bee,  they  say  that  all  the  soldiers  are  in 
love  with  you,  even  my  po'  Confederate  boys  in  Ward 
C.     Don't  you  dare  corrupt  their  loyalty !  " 

"  They  are  the  dearest  things-all  of  them,"  smiled 
Ailsa  sleepily,  soothed  by  the  skilful  brushing.  «I 
have  never  had  one  cross  word,  one  impatient  look  from 
Union  or  Jonfederate."  She  added:  "They  say  in 
Washington  that  we  women  are  not  needed-that  we 
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are  in  the  way— that  the  sick  don't  want  us.  .  .  .  Some 
very  important  personage  from  Washington  came  down 
to  the  General  Hospital  and  announced  that  the  Gov- 
ernment was  going  to  get  rid  of  all  women  nurses.     And 
such  a  dreadful  row  those  poor  sick  soldiers  made '     Dr 
West  told  us ;  he  was  there  at  the  time.     And  it  seems 
that  the  personage  went  back  to  Washington  with  a 
very  different  story  to  tell  the  powers  that  be.     So  I 
suppose  they've  concluded  to  let  us  alone." 

"  It  doesn't  surprise  me  that  a  Yankee  gove'nment 
has  no  use  fo'  women,"  observed  Celia. 

"  Hush,  dear.     That  kind  of  comment   won't  do 
Besides,  some  horrid  stories  were  afloat  about  some  of 
the  nurses  not  being  all  they  ought  to  be." 
"  That  sounds  ve'y  Yankee,  too !  " 
"  Celia!     And  perhaps  it  was  true  that  one  or  two 
among  thousands  might  not  have  been  everything  they 
should  have  been,"  admitted  Ailsa,  loyal  to  her  govern- 
ment in  everything.     «  And  perhaps  one  or  two  soldiers 
were  msolent;  but  neither  Letty  Lynden  nor  I  have  ever 
heard  one  unseemly  word  from  the  hundreds  and  hun- 
dreds of  soldiers  we  have  attended,  never  have  had  the 
slightest  hint  of  disrespect  from  them."  • 

"  They  certainly  do  behave  ve'y  well,"  conceded 
Ceha,  brushing  away  vigorously.  «  They  behave  like 
our  Virginians." 

Ailsa  laughed,  then,  smiling  reflectively,  glanced  at 
her  hand  which  still  bore  the  traces  of  a  healed  scar. 
Ceha  noticed  her  examining  the  slender  .lifted  hand, 
and  said: 
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"  You  promised  to  tell  me  how  you  got  that  scar, 
xioney-bud." 

"I  will,  now-because  the  man  who  caused  it  has 
gone  North." 

"  A— man !  " 

"Yes,  poor  fellow.  When  the  dressings  were 
changed  the  agony  crazed  him  and  he  sometimes  bit  me 
I  used  to  be  so  annoyed,"  she  added  mildly,  "  and  I  used 
o  shake  my  forefinger  at  him  and  say,  '  Now  it's  got 
to  be  done,  Jones;  will  you  promise  not  to  bite  me,' 
And  the  poor  fellow  would  promise  with  tears  in  his 

eyes— and  then  he'd  forget— poor  boy " 

^  "I'd  have  slapped  him,"  said  Celia  indignantly. 
What  a  darling  you  are,  Ailsa!  .  .  .  Now  bundle 
mto  bed,"  she  added,  "because  you  haven't  any  too 
much  tame  to  sleep,  and  poor  little  Letty  Lynden  will  be 
naif  dead  when  she  comes  off  duty." 

Letty  really  appeared  to  be  half  dead  when  she 
arrived,  and  bent  wearily  over  the  bed  where  Ailsa  now 
iay  m  calm-breathing,  rosy  slumber. 
^^     "Oh,  you  sweet  thing!"  she  murmured  to  herself, 
you  can  sleep  for  two  hours  yet,  but  you  don't  know 
It.       And,  dropping  her  garments   from  her,  one  bv 
one,  she  bathed  and  did  up  her  hair  and  crept  in  beside 
Ailsa  very  softly,  careful  not  to  arouse  her. 

But  Ailsa,  who  slept  lightly,  awoke,  turned  on  her 
pillow,  passed  one  arm  around  Letty's  dark  curls. 

"  J'll  get   up,"   she   said   drowsily.     « Why   didn't 
llannery  call  me?  " 
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lou  can  sleep  for  an  hour  or  two  yet,  darling,'- 
cooed  Letty,  nestling  close  to  her.  "  Mrs.  Craig  has 
taken  old  Bill  Symonds,  and  they'll  be  on  duty  for  two 
hours  more." 

"  How  generous  of  Celia-and  of  old  Symonds,  too. 
H-verybody  seems  to  be  so  good  to  me  here." 

"Everybody  adores  you,  dear,"  whispered  Letty, 
her  hps  against  Ailsa's  flushed  cheek.  « Don't  vou 
know  it.?"  * 

Ailsa  laughed ;  and  the  laugh  completed  her  awaken- 
ing past  all  hope  of  further  slumber. 

T  .r  ^Z  v?"'^"*  ^'''^'  *^^"^'"  '^'  «^'^'  ^°°king  at 
i^etty.  \  ou  certainly  are  the  most  engaging  girl  I 
ever  knew."  «  «    K  g'"  i 

Letty  merely  lay  and  looked  her  adoration,  her  soft 
cheek  pillowed  on  Ailsa's  arm.     Presently  she  said- 
^^^'1  Do  you  remember  the  first  word  you  ever  spoke  to 

"Yes,  I  do." 

"  And— you  asked  me  to  come  and  see  you." 

"  Who  wouldn't  ask  you— little  rosebud.?  " 

But  Letty  only  sighed  and  closed  her  eyes;  nor  did 

she  awaken  when  Ailsa  cautiously  withdrew  her  arm 

and  slipped  out  of  bed. 

She   still   had   an   hour  and   more;  she   decided   to 

dress  and  go  out  for  a  breath  of  fresh,  sweet  air  to 

fortify  her  against  the  heavy  atmosphere  of  the  sick 

wards. 

It  was  not  yet  perfectly  dark;  the  thin  edge  of  the 
new  moon  traced  a  pale  curve  in  the  western  sky;  frogs 
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were  trilling;  a  night-bird  sang  in  a  laurel  thicket  un- 
ceasingly. 

The  evening  was  still,  but  the  quiet  was  only  com- 
parative because,  always,  all  around  her,  the  stirring 
and  murmur  of  the  vast  army  never  entirely  ended. 

But  the  drums  and  bugles,  answering  one  another 
from  hill  to  hill,  from  valley  to  valley,  had  ceased;  she 
saw  the  reddening  embers  of  thousands  of  camp  fires 
through  the  dusk;  every  hill  was  jewelled,  every  valley 
gemmed. 

In  the  darkness  she  could  hear  the  ground  vibrate 
under  the  steady  tread  of  a  column  of  infantry  passing, 
but  she  could  not  see  them— could  distinguish  no 
motion  against  the  black  background  of  the  woods. 

Standing  there  on  the  veranda,  she  listened  to  them 
marching  by.  From  the  duration  of  the  sound  she 
judged  it  to  be  only  one  regiment,  probably  a  new 
one  arriving  from  the  North. 

A  little  while  afterward  she  heard  on  some  neigh- 
bouring hiUside  the  far  outbreak  of  hammering,  the  dis- 
tant rattle  of  waggons,  the  clash  of  stacked  muskets. 
Then,  in  sudden  little  groups,  scattered  starlike  over 
the  darkness,  camp  fires  twinkled  into  flame.  The  new 
regiment  had  pitched  its  tents. 

It  was  a  pretty  sight;  she  walked  out  along  the 
fence  to  see  more  clearly,  stepping  aside  to  avoid  col- 
lision with  a  man  in  the  dark,  who  was  in  a  great  hurry 
—a  soldier,  who  halted  to  make  his  excuses,  and,  in- 
stead, took  her  into  his  arms  with  a  breathless  exclama- 
tion. 
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"  Philip !  "  she  faltered,  trembling  all  over. 

"Darling!  I  forgot  I  was  not  to  touch  you!" 
He  crushed  her  hands  swiftly  to  his  lips  and  let  them 
drop. 

"My    little    Ailsa!      My— little— Ailsa !  "    he    re- 
peated under  his  breath— and  caught 'her  to  him  again. 
"  Oh— darling— we  mustn't,"  she  protested  faintly. 
"  Don't  you  remember,  Philip.?     Don't  you  remember, 
dear,  what  we  are  to  be  to  one  another.''  " 

He  stood,  face  pressed  against  her  burning  cheeks ; 
then  his  arm  encircling  her  waist  fell  away. 

"  You're  right,  dear,"  he  said  with  a  sigh  so  naively 
robust,  so  remarkably  hearty,  that  she  laughed  outright 
— a  very  tremulous  and  uncertain  laugh. 

"  What  a  tragically  inclined  boy !     I  never  before 

heard  a  '  thunderous  sigh  ';  but  I  had  read  of  them  in 

poetry.     Philip,  tell  me  instantly  how  you  came  here !  " 

"  Ran  the  guard,"  he  admitted. 

"  No !     Oh,  dear,  oh,  dear  I— and  I  told  you  not  to. 

Philip!     Philip!     Do  you  want  to  get  shot.?  " 

"  Now  you  know  very  well  I  don't,"  he  said,  laugh- 
mg.  "  I  spend  every  minute  trying  not  to.  .  .  .  And, 
Ailsa,  what  do  you  think.?  A  little  while  ago  when 
I  was  skulking  along  fences  and  lurking  in  ditches— all 
for  your  sake,  ungrateful  fair  one  .'—tramp— tramp- 
tramp  comes  a  column  out  of  the  darkness !  '  Lord  help 
us,'  said  I,  'it's  the  police  guard,  or  some  horrible 
misfortune,  and  I'll  never  see  my  Ailsa  any  more!' 
Then  I  took  a  squint  at  'cm,  and  I  saw  officers  rid- 
ing,   with   about    a    thousand   yards    of   gold   lace   on 
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their  sleeves,  and  I  saw  their  music  trudging  along  with 
that  set  of  silver  chimes  aloft  between  two  scarlet 
yaks'  tails ;  and  I  saw  the  tassellcd  fezzes  and  the  white 


But 


gaiters    and— *  Aha!'    said    I—' the    Zou-Zou 
which?  ' 

"And,  by  golly,  I  made  out  the  number  painted 
white  on  their  knapsacks;  and,  Ailsa,  it  was  the  3d 
Zouaves,  Colonel  Craig!— just  arrived!  And  there- 
on that  hill — are  their  fires !  " 

"  Oh,  Phil ! "  she  exclaimed  in  rapture,  "  how 
heavenly  for  Ceha!  I'm  perfectly  crazy  to  see  Curt 
and  Steve 


»» 


"  Please  transfer  a  little  of  that  sweet  madness  to 
me." 

"  Dear — I  can't,  can  I?  " 

But  she  let  him  have  her  hands ;  and,  resting  beside 
him  on  the  rail  fence,  bent  her  fair  head  as  he  kissed  her 
joined  hands,  let  it  droop  lower,  lower,  till  her  cheek 
brushed  his.  Then,  turning  very  slowly,  their  lips  en- 
countered, rested,  till  the  faint  fragrance  of  hers  threat- 
ened his  self-control. 

She  opened  her  blue  eyes  as  he  raised  his  head,  look- 
ing at  him  vaguely  in  the  dusk,  then  very  gently  shook 
her  head  and  rested  one  cheek  on  her  open  palm. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  sighed.  "  I — don't— know— " 
and  closed  her  lids  once  more. 

"  Know  what,  dearest  of  women  }  " 

"  What  is  going  to  happen  to  us,  Phil.  ...  It 
seems  incredible— after  our  vows— after  the  lofty  ideals 
we " 

291 


■en-} 


9anm'[:smm^'!'!svzr-w¥,''^     mi    imiiiiii  i 


AILSA   PAIGE 


"  The  ideals  arc  there,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice. 
And.  m  his  tone  there  was  a  buoyancy,  a  hint  of  some- 
thing new  to  her-something  almost  decisive,  something 
of  protection  which  began  vaguely  to  thrill  her.  as 
though  that  guard  which  she  had  so  long  mounted  over 
herself  might  be  relieved-the  strain  relaxed-the  dutv 
left  to  him.  •  ^ 

She  laid  one  hand  on  his  arm,  looked  up.  searching 
his  face,  hesitated.     A  longing  to  relax  the  tension  of 
self-d.scphne  came  over  her— to  let  him  guard  them 
both-to  leave  all  to  him-let  him  fight  for  them  both. 
It  was  a  longing  to  find  security  in  the  certainty  of  his 
self-control,  a  desire  to  drift,  and  let  him  be  responsible, 
to  let  hmi  control  the  irresponsibility  within  her.  the 
unwisdom,  the  delicate  audacity,  latent,  mischievous, 
that  needed  a  reversal  of  the  role  of  protector  and  pro- 
tected to  blossom  deliciously  into  the  coquetry  that  she 
had  never  dared. 

''  Are  you  to  be  trusted?  "  she  asked  innocently. 

"  Yes.  at  last.     You  know  it.     Even  if  I " 

"  Yes,  dear." 

She  considered  him  with  a  new  and  burning  curi- 
osity. It  was  the  feminine  in  her.  wondering,  not  yet 
certain,  whether  it  might  safely  dare. 

"  I  suppose  I've  made  an  anchorite  out  of  you,"  she 
ventured. 

"  You  can  judge,"  he  said,  laughing;  and  had  her 
m  his  arms  again,  and  kir -d  her  consenting  lips  and 
palms,  and  looked  down  into  ihe  sweet  eyes;  and  she 
smiled  back  at  him,  confident,  at  rest. 
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Plu     •   .he  wh,»pcred,  ll.,lo..|y  h,„„„urou,. 
"What  change?" 
"  The  spiritual." 

ardelJ;.^^    '^"^^      '    '''''    *°    ""^    >-    i-t    as 

"  I  know    .   .  .   But-for  the  first  time  since  I  ever 
saw  you-I  feel  that  I  am  safe  in  the  world.  It 

may  annoy  me."  •   •  •   ii 

He  laughed. 

ful  urchin,  and  kick  and  scream  and  bite.  ...  Bui  vou 
won't  let  mo  be  hurt,  will  you.'  "  ^ 

"  No,  child."     Hi»  voice  «as  laughing  «t  her,  but 
nis  eyes  were  curiously  grave. 

She  put  both  arms  up  around  his  neck  with  a  quick 
catch  of  her  breath. 

"I  do  love  you-I  do  love  you.     I  know  it  now, 
^M—l  know  It  as  I  never  dreamed  of  knowing  it 
You  wdl  never  let  me  be  hurt,  will  you.P     Nothing  can 
narm  me  now,  can  it .'  " 
"  Nothing,  Ailsa." 

She  regarded  him  dreamily.  Sometimes  her  blue 
eyes  wandered  toward  the  stars,  sometimes  toward  the 
camp  fires  on  the  hill. 

''Perfect-perfect  belief  in-your  goodness-to 
me,     she   murmured   vaguely.     "Now   I   shall-repay 

you-by  perve  .ty-misbehaviour-I  don't  know  what 
— 1  don't  know — what " 
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Her  lids  closed;  «he  yielded  to  his  embrace;  one 
slim,  detaining  hand  on  \m  shouhler  held  her  closer, 
closer. 

"  You  must— never— go  nway,"  her  lips  formed. 

But  ulready  he  was  releasing  her,  pale  but  coolly 
master  of  the  situation.  Acquiescent,  inert,  she  lay  in 
his  arms,  then  straightened  and  rested  against  the  rail 
beside  her. 

Presently  she  smiled  to  herself,  looked  at  him,  still 
smiling. 

"Shall  we  go  into  Dr.  West's  office  and  have 
supper,  Phil  .9  ;  m  on  duty  in  half  an  hour  and  my 
supper  must  be  ready  by  this  time;  and  I'm  simply 
dying  to  have  you  make  up  for  the  indignity  of  the 
kitchen." 

"  You  ridiculous  little  thing !  " 

"  No,  I'm  not.  I  could  weep  with  rage  when  I 
think  of  you  in  the  kitchen  and— and —  Oh,  never 
mind.  Come,  will  you.?"  And  she  held  out  her 
hand. 

Her  supper  was  ready,  as  she  had  predicted,  and 
she  delightedly  made  room  for  him  beside  her  on 
the  bench,  and  helped  him  to  freshly  baked  bread 
and  ancient  tinned  vegetables,  and  some  doubtful 
boiled  meat,  all  of  which  he  ate  with  an  appetite  and 
a  reckless  and  appreciative  abandon  that  fascinated 
her. 

"  Darling!  "  she  whispered  in  consternation,  "  don't 
they  give  you  anything  in  camp.?  " 

"  Sometimes,"  he  enunciated,  chewing  vigorously  on 
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the  breml.  "We  don't  ffet  much  of  tills,  darling. 
And  thv  onions  hiivc  all  sproutid,  and  the-  potutotn  uro 
rotten." 

She  regarded  him  for  a  moment,  then  hiughed 
hysterically. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Phil,  hut  somehow  this  reminds 
me  of  our  cook  feeding  her  policeman—just  for  one 
tiny  second,  darling " 

They  abandoned  any  effort  to  control  their  laugh- 
ter. Ailsa  had  become  transfigured  into  a  deliciously 
mischievous  and  bewildering  creature,  brilliant  of  lip 
and  cheek  and  eye,  irresponsible,  provoking,  utterly 
without  dignity  or  discipline. 

She  taunted  him  with  his  appetite,  jeered  at  him 
for  his  recent  and  marvellous  conversion  to  respectabil- 
ity, dared  him  to  make  love  to  her,  provoked  him  at  last 
to  abandon  his  plate  and  rise  and  start  toward  her. 
And,    of    course,    she    fled,    crying    in    consternation: 
"  Hush,  Philip !     You  mustn't  make  such  a  racket  or 
they'll  put  us  both  out !  "—keeping  the  table  carefully 
between  them,  dodging  every  strategy  of  his,  every  en- 
deavour to  make  her  prisoner,  quick,  graceful,  demor- 
alising in  her  beauty  and  abandon.     They  behaved  like 
a  pair  of  very  bnljy  brought  up  children,  until  she  was 
in  real  terror  of  discovery. 

"  Dearest,"  she  pleaded,  "  if  you  will  sit  down  and 
resume  your  gnawing  on  that  crust,  Til  promise  not  to 
torment  you.   ...   I  will,  really.      Besides,  it's  within 

a  few  minutes  of  my  tour  of  duty " 

She  stopped,  petrified,  as   a   volley  of  hoof-beats 
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"  Phil !  "  she  gapped. 

And  the  door  op.„o.l  »„,,  Colonel  Arran  walked  in 

face"^  r;ii:;'rr,'r  """•  ^'™  '""■"  '--'■" 

«trMcj,  looked  him  squarely  in  fl.o  n,r^     i 
he  stood  at  saliifp      T^i  ,  "^  ^^^  ^'^'^'"^ 

/ore  set  Tv  t-  "'  """  *'^""^'^  ^^  '^-^  "-cr  be- 

fore set  eyes  on  ham,  Arran  lifted  two  finders  to  I 
VKsor  mechanicallv,  turned  to   \.I«„  T  " 

out  both  his  hand!  '  ""'°'^"^'  ^"^  ^^^^ 

I  had  a  few  moments.  4il«n  "  K„      •  i 

^«<-;'t^een,o„,o..,oio„;"":;;:;::;,r"-  -^ 
».o„d  i;::.:!;:r  •°",'-'^f ""'  '■>  »-"=  Be.ue, 

tain  /  ""■'     "'«^  <li«,ni,.sal,  and  later  the  ecr- 

tam  consequences  of  g„„r,l  running. 

And,  aware  of  Iicr  frln-Ut     \ 
Berkley:  ^    '      """"  *"""'<'  1'"'<^"y  to 

"  Private  Ormond,"  he  sni<l,  "  there  is  a  lerf  h         ■ 
"-J-  -cort.  in  charge  of  Private  BurgesT     it  ilth      "'" 
and-safer  route  to  can,p.     V„u  .fj^:::' "' ^^^ 

'u.od::h'oT:  z:7:z  rrr  -  "=  - 

parted.  ''"'  '""'=•'  ^''"P'y.  and  de- 

"  Colonel  Arran,"  she  said  miserably,  "it  ««,  .„ 
-y  fault     I  ,„  t„„  ^^^„,„^^,  ^_^  ,_^^^  ^^  ^J^  Jt  was  all 

quietly       "iM"  ft'  "■""'■■"^  ''^  "''^^^"^"  '-  -•" 
P-  he  ran'r^rd.""""^'"-""  '°  "•  "  "  '  '  ""P" 
She  did  not  answer. 

The  ghost   of  a   smil*. „ 

a   smiJe— a   grim   one— altered    the 
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Colonel's    expressic.    U.v    a    second,    then    faded, 
looked  at  Ailsa  cur  iu  ;!j.    Th-  x : 

"Have  you  .  .vti.i^g  to    .ell  me  that-perhaps  I 
may  be  entitled  to  know  about,  Ailsa?  " 

"  No." 

"I  see.     I  beg  your  pardon.     If  you  ever  are-per- 
ploxed— in  doubt— I  shall  always " 

"  Thank  you,"  she  said  faintly "  And-I  am 

so  sorry " 

"  So  am  I.  I'm  sorrier  than  you  know-about  more 
matters  than  you  know,  Ailsa-"  He  softly  smote 
Ins  buckskm-gloved  hands  together,  gazing  at  va- 
cancy Then  lifted  his  head  and  squared  his  heavy 
shoulders.  -^ 

"I  thought  I'd  come  when  I  could.  The  chances 
are  that  he  army  will  move  if  this  weather  continues. 
The  cavalry  will  march  out  anyway.  So  I  thought  I'd 
come  over  for  a  few  moments,  Ailsa.  ...  Are  you  sure 
you  are  quite  well.?  And  not  overdoing  it?  You  cer- 
tamly  look  well;  you  appear  to  be  in  perfect  health 

^.  .^  I  am  very  much  relieved And-don't  worry. 

IJont  cherish  apprehension  about-anybody."  He 
added,  more  to  himself  than  to  her:  "  Discipline  will  be 
niaintained-^u,f  be  maintained.  There  are  more  ways 
to  do  It  than  by  military  punishments.  I  know  that 
now." 

He  looked  up,  held  out  his  hand,  retained  hers,  and 
patted  It  gently. 

"  Don't  worry,  child,"  he  said,  "  don't  worry."    And 
went  out  to  the  porch  thoughtfully,  gazing  straight 
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.head  of  him  as  his  horse  .as  brought  up.    Then,  gath- 

up  into  his  saddle.  ** 

"  Ormond !  "  he  called. 
Berkley  rode  up  and  saluted. 
;;Ri'de  with  me,"  said  Colonel  Arran  calmly. 

he  m  r""  7r.  *^'  ^'^*-"    ^"'''  *"^"^"^  -  ^-  saddle, 
he  mo  ,oned  back  his  escort  twenty  paces  to  the  rear 
Then  he  walked  his  big,  bony  roan  forward. 

"Ormond?" 

"  Yes,  Colonel." 

"  You  ran  the  guard  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Colonel." 

"  Why.?  " 

Berkley  was  silent. 

him'^Th^l'"''/""'  "  '"  '^^^'^  *"^  --t--d 
ftim.    The  lancer's  visage  was  imperturbable 

think  ""7""'"  ^J  "^"^  "  '  ^°"  ^"^^^'  "-^^t-er  you 
thmk   of   me-whatever  your   attitude   toward   me   is, 
I  would  hke  you   to  believe  that   I   wish   to   h. 
friend."  °^  ^^"^ 

Berkley's  expression  remained  unchanged 

"It  IS  my  desire,"  said  the  older  man,  «  my-rerv 
earnest— desire."  ^        ^ 

The  young  lancer  was  mute. 

Arran 's  voice  fell  still  lower: 

"  Some  day-if  you  cared  to-if  you  could  talk  over 
some-matters  with  me,  I  would  be  very  glad.  Pe  - 
haps  you  don't  entirely  understand  me.    Perhaps  I  have 
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given  you  an  erroneous  impression  concerning— matters 
—which  it  is  too  late  to  treat  difFerentlv— in  the  light 
of  riper  experience-and  in  a  knowledge^  born  of  years 
— solitary  and  barren  years- " 

He  bent  his  gray  head  thoughtfully,  then,  erect  in 
his  saddle  again  : 

"  I  would  like  to  be  your  friend,"  he  said  in  a  voice 
perceptibly  under  control. 

"Why?"  asked  Berkley  harshly.  "Is  there  any 
reason  on  God's  earth  why  I  could  ever  forgive  you.?  " 

"  No ;  no  reason  perhaps.     Yet,  you  are  wrong." 

"Wrong!"  ^ 

"  I  say  so  in  the  light  of  the  past,  Berkley.  Once 
I  also  beheved  that  a  stern,  uncompromising  attitude 
toward  error  was  what  God  required  of  an  upright 
heart." 

"  Error !  D-do  you  admit  that  ?  "  stammered  Berk- 
ley. "  Are  you  awake  at  last  to  the  deviltry  that  stirred 
jou-the  damnable,  misguided,  distorted  conscience 
that  twisted  you  into  a  murderer  of  souls.?  By  God, 
are  you  alive  to  what  you  did  to — her?  " 

Colonel  Arran,  upright  in  his  saddle  and  white  as 
death,  rode  straight  on  in  front  of  him.  Beside  him, 
knee  to  knee,  rode  Berkley,  his  features  like  marble,  his 
eyes  ablaze. 

"  I  am  not  speaking  for  myself,"  he  said  between  his  . 
teeth,  "  I  am  not  reproaching  you,  cursing  you,  for 
what  you  have  done  to  me-for  the  ruin  you  have  made 
of  hfe  for  me,  excommunicating  me  from  every  hope 
outlawing  me,  branding  me!    I  am  thinking,  now,  only 
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God!— to  think— to   thi7ik  of  it— of 


Arran  turned  on  him  a  face  so  ghastly  that  the  boy 
was  silenced.    Then  the  older  man  said : 

"  Do  you  not  know  that  the  hell  men  make  for  oth- 
ers IS  what  they  are  destined  to  burn  in  sooner  or  later? 
Do  you  think  you  can  tell  me  anything  of  eternal  pun- 
ishment?"    He  laughed  a  harsh,  mirthless  laugh.    "Do 
yon  not  think  I  have  learned  by  this  time  that  ven- 
geance IS  God's-and  that  He  never  takes  it?     It  is 
man  alone  who  takes  it,  and  suffers  it.     Humanity  calls 
't  justice.     But  I  have  learned  that  what  the  laws  of 
men  give  you  is  never  yours  to  take;  that  the  warrant 
handed  you  by  men  is  not  for  you  to  execute.    I_have 
-learned-many  things  in  the  solitary  years,  Berkley. 
.  .  .But  this-what  I  am  now  saying  to  you,  here  un- 
der the  stars-is  the  first  time  I  have  ever,  even  to  my- 
self, found  courage  to  confess  Christ." 

Very  far  away  to  the  south  a  rocket  rose-a  slender 
thread  of  fire.  Then,  to  the  northward,  a  tiny  spark 
grew  brighter,  flickered,  swung  in  an  arc  to  right,  to 
left  dipped,  soared,  hung  motionless,  dipped  again  to 
nght  to  left,  tracing  faint  crimson  semicircles  against 
the  sky.  ® 

Two  more  rockets  answered,  towering,  curving,  fad- 
ing, leaving  blue  stars  floating  in  the  zenith. 

And  very,  very  far  away  there  was  a  dull  vibration 
of  thunder,  or  of  cannon. 
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CHAPTER    XIV 

The  tremendous  exodus  continued;  regiment  after 
regiment  packed  knapsacks,  struck  tents,  loaded  their 
waggons  and  marched  back  through  the  mud  toward 
Alex^andria,  where  transports  were  waiting  in  hundreds. 
1  he   3rd   Zouaves   were   scheduled    to    leave   early 
Ceha  had  only  a  few  hours  now  and  then  in  camp  with 
husband  and  son.     Once  or  twice  they  came  to  the  hos- 
pital ,n  the  bnght  spring  weather  where  new  blossoms 
on  azalea  and  jasmine  perfumed  the  fields  and  flowering 
peach  orchards  turned  all  the  hills  and  valleys  pink. 

>^alking  with  her  husband  and  son  that  last  lovely 
evenmg  before  the  regiment  left,  a  hand  of  each  clasped 
m  her  own,  she  strove  very  hard  to  keep  up  the  gaiety 
of  appearances,  tried  with  all  her  might  to  keep  back 
the  starting  tears,  steady  the  lip  that  quivered,  the 
hands  that  trembled  locked  in  theirs. 

They  were  walking  together  in  a  secluded  lane  that 
led  from  behmd  the  Farm  Hospital  barns  to  a  little 
patch  of  woodland  through  which  a  clear  stream  spar- 
kled,  a  sdent,  intimate,  leafy  oasis  amid  an  army-ridden 
desert  where  there  was  only  a  cow  to  stare  at  them, 
knee  deep  ,n  young  mint,  only  a  shy  cardinal  bird  to 
interrupt  them  with  its  exquisite  litany. 

Their  talk  had  been  of  Paige  and  Marye,  of  Paige- 
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court  and  the  advisability  of  selling  all  stock,  dismiss- 
ing the  negroes,  and  closing  the  place  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  overseers  house.  Ard  Celia  had  made  ar- 
rangements to  attend  to  it. 

"  I  certainly  do  despise  travelling,"  she  said,  «  but 
while  I'm  so  nrar,  I  reckon  I'd  better  use  my  pass  and 
papers  and  try  to  go  through  to  Paigecourt.  It's  just 
as  well  to  prepare  for  the  impossible,  I  suppose." 

Colonel  Craig  polished  his  eye-glasses,  adjusted 
them,  and  examined  the  official  papers  that  permitted 
his  wife  to  go  to  her  estate,  pack  up  certain  family 
papers,  discharge  the  servants,  close  the  house,  and  re- 
turn through  the  Union  lines  carrying  only  personal 
baggage. 

He  said  without  enthusiasm :  "  It's  inside  their  lines. 
To  go  there  isn't  so  difficult,  but  how  about  coming 
back?     I  don't  want  you  to  go,  Celia." 

She  explained  in  detail  that  there  would  be  no  diffi- 
culty—a little  proudly,  too,  when  she  spoke  of  her  per- 
sonal safety  among  her  own  people. 

"I  understa-d  all  that,"  he  said  patiently,  "but 
nobody  except  the  commander-in-chief  knows  where  this 
army  is  going.  I  don't  want  you  to  be  caught  in  the 
zone  of  operations." 

She  flushed  up  with  a  defiant  little  laugh.  "  The 
war  isn't  going  to  Paigecourt,  anyway,"  she  said. 

He  smiled  with  an  efFort.  "  I  am  not  sure,  dearest. 
All  I  am  sure  of  is  that  we  march  in  the  morning,  and 
go  aboard  ship  at  Alexandria.  I  don't  know  where  we 
are  expected  to  land,  or  where  we  are  going  to  march 
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after  we  clo  land."  .  .  .  He  smiled  again,  mischievously, 
i^ven  if  you  believe  that  a  Yankee  army  is  not  likely 
to  get  very  far  into  Virginia,  Paigecourt  is  too  near 
K.chmond  for  me  to  feel  entirely  sure  that  you  may 
not  have  another  visit  from  Stephen  and  me  before  you 
start  North."  ^ 

"Listen  to  the  Yankee!"  she  cried,  laughing  gaily 
to  h.de  the  sudden  dimness  in  her  blue  eyes.  «  My  dur- 
ing \  ankee  husband  is  ve'y  absurd,  and  he  doesn't  sus- 
pect ,t!  Why!  don't  you  perfec'ly  ridiculous  Zouaves 
know  that  you'll  both  be  back  in  New  York  befo'  I  am 
-and  all  tired  out  keeping  up  with  the  pace  yo'  gen- 
eral sets  you?"  ^      ^ 

But  when  it  was  time  to  say  good-bye  once  more, 
her  hrnbs  grew  weak  and  she  leaned  heavily  on  husband 
and  son,  her  nerveless  feet  dragging  across  the  spring 

"Oh,   Curt,    Curt,"   she   faltered.    ',er  soft   cheeks 
pressed  against  the  stiff  bullion  on  his  sleeve  and  collar, 
If  only  I  had  the  wretched  consolation  of  sending  you 
away  to  fight  fo'  the  Right-fo'  God  and  country- 
There    darling !     Fo'give  me-fo'give  me.     I  am  yo' 
wife  first  of  all-first  of  all,  Curt.    And  that  even  comes 
befo    country  and-God !-Yes,  it  does!  it  does,  dear. 
\  ou  are  all  three  to  me-I  know  no  holier  trinity  than 
husband,  God,  and  native  land.  .  .  .  Must  you  go  so 
-on?     So  soon?  .  .  .  Where  is  my  boy-I'm  cfying 
so  I  can  t  see  either  of  you-Stephen !     Mother's  own 
httle  boy-mother's  little,  little  boy-oh,  it  is  ve'y  hard 
— ve'y  hard "  '' 
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now"    I  "^    ^°"'^    ^""'''^   ^'««   y-^-   •"Other 

now    --bs  vo.ce  choked  and  he  turned  his  back  and 

era.- *^r.r;'  '°"  ''""^'  P^^*'^'  ^'""^'  *^^"  colons 
Cra,g  s  g httenng  sleeve  was  flung  about  them  both. 

n,n  f  K  1^  ^^  *u  ^""^  ^'"^  *^'°"«^  ""  ''S^t'  Celia.    You 
must  believe  that  we  are  coming  back." 

So  they  parted. 

And  at  throe  in  the  morning,  Cclia,  lying  ;„  h.r 
bd.  started  to  a  sitting  posture.  Very  LL.y  i„ 
the  „,ght  rcvcllo  was  sounding  for  some  regiment  out- 
»ard  bound;  and  then  the  bugles  ble»  for  another  regi- 
ment  and  another,  and  another,  until  everywhere  the 
darkened  world  grew  gaily  musical  with  the  bugle's 
warning.  » 

She  crept  to  the  window;  it  was  too  dusky  to  see. 
But  m  obseunty  she  felt  that  not  far  away  husband 
and  son  were  pass.ng  through  darkness  toward  the  mys- 
tery of  the  great  unknown;  and  there,  in  her  night- 
dress, she  knelt  by  the  sill,  hour  after  hour,  strainTng 
her  eyes  and  hstening  until  dawn  whitened  the  east  and 
the  nvers  began  to  marshal  their  ghostly  hosts.     Then 
the  sun   rose,  annihilating  the  phantoms   of  the  mist 
and  stn^ng  on  columns  of  marching  men,  endless  Z2 
of    waggons,    horse-batteries,    tool   artillery,    cavalry 
engmeers  w.th  gabions  and  pontoons,  and  Lire  divl' 
..ons  of  blue  infantry,  all  pouring  steadily  toward  A- 
o  andna  and  the  river,  where  lay  the  vast  transport 
feet  at  anchor,  destined  to  carry  them  whither  their 
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To  Cclia-,  wet  c.vcs  there  seemed  to  be  Utile  vari„ 
t.on  ,„  the  dull  blue  eo.u,,.,,,,  .,,b  the  «l,ttc    of    t^i 
f'f ""«  "'7'  "-'  >-'.  1-0  «„,1  there  «  brilliln 
noU.  „ppe„re.  _pe„„o„s  fluttering  above  Uce,.    "j, 

tOHard  Alexandria,  vivid  squares  of  sr,.rl..f  • 

field,  dimmed  very  little  bv  T  .  "  ^"■''" 

•-rj  mtiL  by  the  distance.     Those  wer^ 

not        :   rjf^'^'   '''    ''''    Broo.,yn-she    could 

wir^Jeii^Thr'^"^^^^^^^ 

andt!!^:;  h"  '7  ':r'''  ^^'^P-    ^^^'^  ^^-^^  «-  ^oor 
and  called  her  to  the  window. 

"Honey-bud     darling,      she    whispered    tearfully, 
did  you  know  the  Lancers  are  leaving.?  » 

Ailsa's  eyes  Hew  wide  open: 

*'  Not  his  regiment !  " 

"Are  there  two.?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Ailsa,  frightened. 
6th    Pennsylvania.  .  .  .  Because    x 
would  have  told  me-Colonel  Arran 

She  stared  through  eyes  from  which  the  mist  of 
slumber  had  entirely  cleared  away.  Then  he  ^^rang 
from  her  bed  to  the  window :  ^    ^ 

"Oh-oA/»  she  said  half  to  herself,  «  he  wouldn't 
.o  away  without  saying  something  to  mei  HecoulllnV 
•  .  •  And-oh  dear-oh  dear,  their  pennons  are  swal - 
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low-tailed  «n,l  scHHet !  It  Iook«  like  hi«  regiment-it 
doe.~,t  doe«!  ...  But  he  wouKh.'t  go  without  speak- 
ing  to  me -" 

Ceha  turned  and  looked  at  her. 

"  Uo  ;you  mean  Colonel  Arran?  "    And  saw  that  «hc 
tlid  not. 

For  a  while  they  stood  there  silently  together,  the 
•soft  spring  wind  blowing  over  their  bare  necks  and 
arms,  stirring  the  frail,  sheer  fabric  of  their  night- 
robes.  ** 

Suddenly  the  stirring  music  of  cavalry  trumpets 
along  the  road  below  startled  them;  they  turned  swiftly 
to  look  out  upon  a  torrent  of  scarlet  pennons  and 
glancmg  lance  points-troop  after  troop  of  dancing 
horses  and  blue-clad  riders,  their  flat  forage  caps  sci 
rakishly,  bit  and  spur  and  sabre  hilt  glistening,  the 
mornmg  sun  flashing  golden  on  the  lifted  trumpets 

On  they  came,  on,  on,  horses'  heads  tossing,  the 
ground  shaking  with  the  mellow  sound  of  four  thou- 
sand separate  hoofs,-and  passed,  troop  on  troop,  a 
Iengtlu>nmg,  tossing  wave  of  scarlet  across  the  verdure. 
Ihen,  far  away  i„  the  column,  a  red  lance  pennon 
swung  an  a  crcle,  a  blue  sleeve  shot  up  in  salute  and 

that  the   brightness   of  the  young   world   was   leaving 
lance''  '"  ^^"  "^""^  ""^  ^''  *^*^  *'PP*^^  ^"^ 

Now  she  saw  her  lover  turn  in  his  saddle  and,  sitting 
so,  nde  on  and  on,  his  tall  lance  slanting  from  stirrup 
boot  to  arm  loop,  the  morning  sun  bright  across  his 
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face,  and   touching  each  .netal   button   with   fire   from 
throat  to  belt. 

So  her  kncer  rode  away  into  the  unknown  ;  un.l  she 
Mit  on  the  e.lge  of  her  be.l.  crying,  until  it  wa.  ti.ne  to 
go  on  duty  and  .sit  beside  the  dying  in  the  sick  ward. 

They  brought  her  his  last  letter  that  evening. 

"You  wicked  little  thing,"  it  ran.  '*  if  you  hadn't 

Hugh    n,e  self-respect  I'd  have  tried  to  run  the  guard 

to-n.ght     and   would   probably   have   been   caught   an.l 

drunnned  out  or  shot.     We're  in  a  bustle ;  orders,  totally 

unexpected,  attach  us  to  Porter's  Corps,  Sykes's  divisio'n 

of  regulars,  Warren's  brigade,  which  inclu<les,  I  believe, 

he  5th  Zouaves,  the   10th  Zouaves,  6th  Pennsylvania 

Lancers,  and  1st  Connecticut  Heavy  Artillery.  * 

"We've  scarcely  time  to  get  off;  our  baggage  will 
never  be  ready,  and  how  we're  going  to  get  to  Alex- 
andria and  aboard  ship  is  more  than  I  know. 

''And  I'm  simply  furious;  I'd  counted  on  a  dra- 
matic situation,  Ailsa-the  soldier's  farewell,  loud  sobs 
sweetheart  faints,  lancer  dashes  away  unmanly  tears- 
Be  strong,  be  br-r-rave,  dah-Iing!     Hewing  watches 
over  your  Alonzo ! ' 

"Not  so.     A  big  brawny  brute  in  spurs  comes  in 

he  dark  to  stir  us  with  the  toe  of  his  boot.     '  Silence  ' 

he  hisses,   '  if  you   can't   hear  that  danm   reveille,   I'll 

punch  you  in  the  snoot,  an'  then  mebbe  you'll  spread 

them  Jop-ears  o'  yourn  ! ' 

;;  Heaven  !    Your  Alonzo  is  derided  by  a  hireling ! 
Pack  up,  yon  .swa!!ow-tailcd,  leather-seated,  pig- 
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prodding  sons  of  galoots!'     Thus,  our  first  sergeant, 
r'contly  of  the  reguhirs,  roll-call  having  ended 

"  C'offecloss,  soupless,  tackless,  we  leer  furtively  at 
the  two  days'  rations  i„  our  haversacks  which  we  dare 
not  sample ;  lick  our  chops  reflectively,  are  cruelly  chid- 
den by  underlings  in  uniform,  further  insulted  by  other 
underhngs,  are  stepped  on,  crowded,  bitten,  and  kicked 
Ht  by  our  fa.thful  Arab  steeds,  are  coarsely  huddled 
mtohne   where  officers  come  to  gloat  over  us  and  think 
out    urther  ingenious  indignities  to  heap  upon  us  while 
we  stand  to  horse.     And  we  stan<l  there  two  hours' 

I  can't  keep  up  this  artificial  flow  of  low  comedy, 
rhe  plain  fact  of  the  situation  is  that  we're  being  hus- 
tled toward   an    amphibious   thing   with   paddle-wheels 
named    The    Skylark,    and    I    haven't    said    good-bye 
to  you.  ^  ^ 

Inook  m,  head  off  or  puncture  vital  sections  of  „,e 
Bu  ,„  case  the  ludicrous  should  happen,  I  want  you 
to  know  that  a  cleaner  man  goes  before  the  last  Court 
Marshal  than  would  have  stood  trial  there  before  he 
met  you. 

"You  are  every  inch  my  ideal  of  a  woman-everv 
fibre  ,n  you  ,s  utterly  feminine.  I  adore  your  acquireil 
courage,  I  worship  your  heavenly  inconsistencies.  The 
menUl  pleasure  I  experience!  with  you  was  measured 
and  Inmted  only  by  my  „w„  perversity  and  morbid  self- 
absorpfon ;  the  splendour  of  the  passion  I  divine  in  you, 
unawakened,  awes  n,e,  leaves  mo  in  wonder.  The  spir- 
itual  ton,c,  even  against  my  own  rickly  will  has  fresh- 
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ened  „,e  by  mere  contact  M-ith  the  world  you  live  i„;  the 
touch  of  your  lips  and  hands-ah,  Ailsa-has  ta^^h 
me  at  last  the  language  that  I  sneered  at.  ^ 

"  Well-we  can  never  marry.  How  it  will  be  with 
us,  how  end,  He  who,  after  all  is  said  and  done,"  rf 
construct  us  knows  now.  And  we  will  know  son.  da  ^ 
"hen  life  K  burned  out  in  us. 

"  H"""'  days  of  bitter  revolt  eon,e-tl,e  old  mad- 
--  for  you    ,.,e  old  recklessness  of  desire,  the  s„va«e 

would-l  could  ,„.ve  „,„de  you  a-.ell,  an  interc.,- 
'ng  husband,  anyway.  You  were  fashioned  to  he  the 
divinest  wife  and  I'„.  „..i        ■  •       . 

I'Jl  .   •.  ,  •       ■  '  '"  ""'  e>>«>e  on  in  this  strain; 

III  «r,le  you  when  I  ean.  An.l  for  God's  sake  take 
care  of  your  life.  There's  nothing  left  if  vou  go- 
nothing.  '        " 

"I've  made  a  will.  Trooper  Burgess,  a  eomrade- 
my  or,„er  valet-carries  a  duplicate  n,emorandu„,. 
Don  t  weep;  I'll  bve  to  make  another.  But  in  this  one 
I  have  written  you  that  my  mother's  letters  and  pic- 
tures are  to  be  yours-when  I  have  a  chance  I'll  draw 
It  in  legal  form.  And,  dear,  first  be  perfectly  sure  I'm 
dead  and  then  destroy  my  mother's  letters  without  read- 
To!  wT;  '"^  """  '"''''  """'"  ''"  '"''■  ^"J  •  "-ink 
ou  w  11  forgive  me  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  for  her 

stanVwhv"™"  """  '^"'-     ""'  ""^  "'"  "<"  ""«"- 


0>.r  this  letter  Ailsa  had  little  time  to  wonder  or  to 
make  herself  wretched,  for  that  week  orders  came  to 
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evacuate   the    Farm    Hospital   and   send   all   sick   and 
wounded  to  the  General  Hospital  at  Alexandria. 

A  telegram  arrived,  too,  from  Miss  Dix,  who  was 
authorised  to  detail  nurses  by  the  Secretary  of  War, 
ordering  the  two  nurses  of  Sainte  Ursula's  Sisterhood 
to  await  letters  of  recommendation  and  written  assign- 
ments to  another  hospital  to  be  established  farther 
south.  But  where  that  hospital  was  to  be  built  nobody 
seemed  to  know. 

A  week  later  a  dozen  Protestant  women  nurses  ar- 
rived at  Alexandria,  where  they  were  made  unwelcome. 
Medical  directors,  surgeons,  ward  masters  objected, 
bluntly  declaring  that  they  wouldn't  endure  a  lot  of 
women  interfering  and  fussing  and  writing  hysterical 
nonsense  to  the  home  newspapers. 

For  a  while  confusion  reigned,  intensified  by  the 
stupendous  mobilisation  going  on  all  around. 

A  medical  officer  came  to  the  Farm  Hospital  and 
angrily  informed  Ailsa  that  the  staff  had  had  enough  of 
women  in  the  wards;  and  from  forty  cots  forty  half- 
dead,  ghastly  creatures  partly  rose  and  cursed  the 
medical  gentleman  till  his  ears  burned  crimson. 

Ailsa,  in  her  thin  gray  habit  bearing  the  scarlet 
heart,  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  ward  and  defied  him 
with  her  credentials. 

"  The  medical  staff  of  the  army  has  only  to  lay  its 
case  before  the  Secretary  of  War,"  she  said,  looking 
calmly  at  him,  "  and  that  is  where  the  Sanitary  Com- 
mission obtains  its  authority.  Meanwhile  our  orders 
detail  us  here  for  duty." 
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"  We'll  see  about  that !  "  he  snapped,  backing  away. 
"  So  will  we,"  said  Ailsa,  smiling.  But  that  after- 
noon she  and  Letty  took  an  ambulance  and  went,  in 
great  distress  of  mind,  to  see  Mother  Angela,  Superior 
of  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross,  who  had  arrived  from 
Indiana  ready  to  continue  hospital  duties  on  the  Poto- 
mac if  necessary. 

The  lovely  Superieure,  a  lady  of  rare  culture  and 
ability,  took  Ailsa's  hand  in  hers  with  a  sad  smile. 

"  Men's  prejudices  are  hard  to  meet.  The  social 
structure  of  the  world  is  built  on  them.  But  men's 
prejudices  vanish  when  those  same  men  fall  sick.  The 
War  Department  has  regularised  our  position;  it  will 
authorise  yours.  You  need  not  be  afraid." 
She  smiled  again  reminisccntly. 

"  When  our  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross  first  appeared 
in  the  wards,  the  patients  themselves  looked  at  us  sul- 
lenly and  askance.  I  heard  one  say :  '  Why  can't  they 
take  off  those  white-winged  sun-bonnets  in  the  wards.?  * 
And  another  sneered :  '  Sun-bonnets !  Huh !  They 
look  like  busted  white  parasols ! '  But,  Mrs.  Paige,  our 
white  '  sun-bonnets  '  have  already  become  to  them  the 
symbol  they  love  most,  after  the  flag.  Be  of  good 
courage.  Your  silver-gray  garb  and  white  cufFs  will 
mean  much  to  our  soldiers  before  this  battle  year  is 
ended." 

That  evening  Ailsa  and  Letty  drove  back  to  the 

Farm  Hospital  in  their  ambulance,  old  black  Cassius 

managing  his  mules  with  alternate  bursts  of  abuse  and 

of  praise.     First  he  would  beat  upon  his  mules  with  a 
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flat  stick  which  didn't  hurt    but  ma  i 

then,   satisfied,   he   would    lolM     I^'Ut  ^'^^^^.^^ 

melodious  and  interminable  recitative:  ''""^  " 

An'  I  hope  to  gain  de  prommis*  Ian' 
laas  I  do, 
'Deed  I  do. 

'Deed  I  will, 

An'  I'll  tune  n.a  harp  an'  jine  de  Shinin'  Ban' 

^'ory,  Glory, 
I  hope  to  gain  de  promrais'  lan'I 

"■•■"a.,  c„e jp„ef:rLr;  j::  :r"*  r- 

-ads  to  ox-hibit  their  passes;  therZss  d  fe         T" 

oIoa„,„g   ar„,s.   lending,    ..„,ki„/  j''^,    7^7' 
drams,  or  forts,  ^-riting  fctters  af  thn    T  '^  .      ^^''' 

">"'».  <i««i..  graves,  .^ar    ^ll^'ll^;'  '"'''" 
was  covered  with  them  ever;y where  the  earth 

-«  to  ,..eMhe..ad^.*. ---;-;-" 
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the  camp  for  stragglers  and  captured  deserters;  the 
camp  for  paroled  prisoners;  the  evil-smelling  conva- 
lescent camp,  which,  still  under  Surgeon  General  Ham- 
mond's Department,  had  not  yet  been  inspected  by  the 
Sanitary  Commission. 

An  officer,  riding  their  way,  talked  with  them  about 
conditions  in  this  camp,  where,  he  said,  the  convalescents 
slept  on  the  bare  ground,  rain  or  shine;  where  there 
were  bu;  three  surgeons  for  the  thousands  suffering 
from  intestinal  and  throat  and  lung  troubles,  desti- 
tute, squalid,  unwarmed  by  fires,  unwashed,  wretched, 
forsaken  by  the  government  that  called  them  to  its 
standard. 

It  was  the  first  of  that  sort  of  thing  that  Ailsa  and 
Letty  had  seen. 

After  the  battles  in  the  West— particularly  after 
the  fall  of  Fort  Donnelson— terrible  rumours  were  cur- 
rent in  the  Army  of  the  Potomac  and  in  *»^e  hospitals 
concerning  the  plight  of  the  wounded— oi  new  regi- 
ments that  had  been  sent  into  action  with  not  a  single 
medical  officer,  or,  for  that  matter,  an  ounce  of  medicine, 
or  of  lir.*-  in  its  chests. 

They  were  grisly  rumours.  In  the  neat  wards  of 
the  Farm  Hospital,  with  its  freshly  swept  and  sprinkled 
floors,  its  cots  in  rows,  its  detailed  soldier  nurses  and 
the  two  nurses  from  Sainte  Ursula's  Sisterhood,  its  sick- 
diet  department,  its  medical  stores,  its  two  excellent 
surgeons,  these  rumours  found  little  credence. 

And  now,  here  in  the  vicinity,  Ailsa's  delicate 
nostrils  shrank  from  the  stench  arising  from  the  "  Four 

313 


@f^KT9C^ 


-X 


-ilil^aiai'M. 


AILSA    PAIGE 


t 


m 


;  i) 


<;™p,";  a^d  .he  .«w  tl,o  emaciated  forms  lining  the 

•;_Do  ,.„u  know"  .he  said  to  Letty  the  next  morn- 
ing, I  «m  go,ng  to  write  to  Miss  Dix  and  inform  her 
of  conditions  in  that  camp." 

And  she  did  so,  perfectly   conscious  that  she  was 
probably  earning  the  dislilce  of  the  entire  medi.al  de 
partment.     But  hundreds  of  letters  like  hers     aj  a  . 
ndy  been  sent  to  Washington,  and  already  the  Sani- 
tary Commission  was  preparing  to  take  hold;  so,  when 
at  length  one  morning  an  acknowledgment  of  her  letter 
was  received   no  notice  was  taken  of  her  offer  to  votn- 
teer  for  service  in  that  loathsome  camp,  but  the  same 
mad  brought  orders  and  credentials  and  transportatir„ 
vouchers  for  herself  and  Letty  "nsportation 

her  tl'e'if  tl:V'"'  f'^"'  ""  ^""'  "»'  "P  -<>  «!<'<» 

"  Wh  t  ?"■""      ;.'"■  """  "'  •""''  "PP-ached. 

What  do  you  think !  "  she  said  excitedly.     "  We 

are  to  pack  up  our  valises  and  go  aboard  the  Man,  Lane 

to-morrow.     She  sails  with  hospital  stores.     FFk„,  do 

you  think  of  that?  "  °^ 

;;  Where  are  we  going?  "  asked  Letty,  bewildered. 
:kou  poor,  sleepj  little  thing,"  said  Ailsa    ,;tf 
down  on  the  bed's  shaky  ed^e   "!''     !.       f'^^^'/f '"S 
where  wpV«        •         ^  ^  "'"'^  ^  ^°n  *  know 

where  we  re  going,  dear.      Two  Protestant  nurses  are 

Ms    Dix  won  t  have  any  more  nurses  who  are  not  over 
thirty  and  who  are  not  most  unattractive  to  look  at" 
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"  I  wonder  what  Miss  Dix  would  do  if  she  saw  us," 
said  Letty  naively,  and  sat  up  in  bed,  rubbing  her 
velvety  eyes  with  the  backs  of  her  hands.  Then  she 
yawned,  looked  inquiringly  at  Ailsa,  smiled,  and  swung 
her  slender  body  out  of  bed. 

While  she  was  doing  her  hair  Ailsa  heard  her  singing 
to  herself.  She  was  very  happy;  another  letter  from 
Dr.  Benton  had  arrived. 

Celia,  who  had  gone  to  Washington  three  days  be- 
fore, to  see  Mr.  Stanton,  returned  that  evening  with 
her  passes  and  order  for  transportation ;  and  to  Ailsa's 
astonishment  and  delight  she  found  that  the  designated 
boat  was  the  Mary  Lane. 

But  Celia  was  almost  too  nervous  and  too  tired  to 
talk  over  the  prospects. 

"  My  dear,"  she  said  wearily,  "  that  drive  from  the 
Chain  Bridge  to  Alexandria  has  nios'ly  killed  me.  I 
vow  and  declare  there  was  never  one  moment  when  one 
wheel  was  not  in  a  mud  hole.  All  my  bones  ache. 
Honey-bud,  and  I'm  cross  with  talking  to  so  many 
Yankees,  and — do  you  believe  me! — that  ve'y  horrid 
Stanton  creature  gave  orders  that  I  was  to  take  the 
oath !  " 

"  The — oath  ?  "  asked  Ailsa,  amazed. 

"Certainly.  And  I  took  it,"  she  added  fiercely, 
"  becose  of  my  husband !  If  it  had  not  been  fo'  Curt 
I'd  have  told  Mr.  Stanton  what  I  thought  of  his  old 
oath !  " 

"  What  kind  of  an  oath  was  it,  Celia.?  " 
Celia  repeated  it  haughtily: 
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*  I  do  solemnly  swear   m  fK^ 

God,  to  faithful]/ ";rt^r""°'^''"'«»'*^ 

United  States,  and  of  tl  St  /    .  5,°"^*'^"*'on    of    the 
me  God/"  "^  °' *^^  State  of  Nen  York.     So  he'p 

"  It  is  the  oath  of  fealtv  "  c   •  i    *  •, 
voice.  ''^*^'     '*^'d  Ailsa  in  a  hushed 

((    Tl. 

It  was  not  nec^ssA'v  '♦  „  -j  ^  ,. 

know  what  I  foci  i„  „,„  hearth      ^T'      ••'»"'  I 
-c>  Southern  woman-G^jM  "''"''"'' =  ""''  ^°  ''-» 

i^ettj?     Yes,  of  course." 
Ceha  began  to  undress.     «  She's  a  v.» 
t   IS     oaa,   somehow  c 

»uch  a  hc'ploss,  cute  little   thinl'  "if"  ^°""«^- 
child's  ej.es-or  in  her  feat ,  *'  '  '  "*'''"'   '''    "«" 

see-I  feel  a-a  sjl            !  ''""'"''"'•  -"^how,  I 
»  saaness,  somehow );l^  au 

expe'icnco,  f  .  .on^thiun  Iha  t^,^       u  ^""""'^  ">' 

^"un«  too  earl,.     It ;,  ^J'.l^.t !?  '""''  '°  "»  -y 

wonderJd!!::  ^*""^'  «'»"^  ««''  thing.     jVe  „f.,„ 
"  What,  Honejr-bee?" 

-atCaMt'?":;;;!'  "■'\™^"''^- "« --^  --t 

■"^ectionate  to  anXr.'r  otr'th"^  T  ^"'^-"'^ 
-,^o.eti.e  or  other,  ha.t::.rCuX;r 

-".-.i„o„dut..he;ra:edtt:t:r.,i:z 
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kitchen  us  she  passed  and  saw  the  girl  bending  over  a 
stew-pan. 

She  did  not  disturb  her.  With  evening  a  soft 
melancholy  had  begun  to  settle  over  Ailsa.  It  came  in 
the  evening,  now,  often— a  sensation  not  entirely  sad, 
not  unwelcome,  soothing  her,  composing  her  mind  for 
serious  thought,  for  the  sweet  sadness  of  memory. 

Always  she  walked,  now,  companioned  by  memories 
of  Berkley.  Wherever  she  moved— in  the  quiet  of  the 
sick  wards,  in  the  silence  of  the  moonlight,  seated  by 
smeared  windows  watching  the  beating  rain,  in  the  dead 
house,  on  duty  in  the  kitchen  contriving  broths,  or 
stretched  among  her  pillows,  always  the  memories  came 
in  troops  to  bear  her  company. 

They  were  with  her  now  as  she  paced  the  veranda 
to  and  fro,  to  and  fro. 

She  heard  Letty  singing  happily  over  her  stew-pan 
in  the  kitchen;  the  stir  and  breathing  of  the  vast  army 
was  audible  all  around  her  in  the  darkness.  Presently 
she  looked  at  her  watch  in  the  moonlight,  returned  it  to 
her  breast. 

"  I'm  ready,  dear,"  she  said,  going  to  the  kitchen 
door. 

And  another  night  on  duty  was  begun— the  last  she 
ever  was  to  spend  under  the  quiet  roof  of  the  Farm 
Hospital. 

That  night  she  sat  beside  the  bed  of  a  middle- 
aged  man,  a  corporal  in  a  Minnesota  regiment  whose 
eyes  had  been  shot  out  on  picket.  Otherwise  he  was 
convalescent    from    dysentery.      But    Ailsa    had    seen 
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"hen  ,ho ...  he  .a,:,:;  1":. X  '-'■  ^"-^^ 

"ds  cosed   for  nn   ,».♦      i  ,  ^"^"  'I'^r 

tho  ™a„  J^loZ  T   "'  :'■'  "^"^''  "  p™->-  for 

lit  nigh,.  •  "''""•^^  ''^'  ">'«'"  bo  that  ,„„„„. 

wh:t'::;ti„:i";r''-''---„.„co„e. 

n  wndcrly,  repeating  her  question. 

her.'Nlr"""  ""'"■"'"«  "'  ^"^  ""'=  *•"■  to  me  about 
«es"  r  I*""  ''°."'"*'''=  "-^  ''>"'<'  ^"d"-  the  band- 

riTo^ir ''-  *" «-  »othe;:rx 

hands  w,th  camphor,  and  went  into  the  outer 
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wards  where  the  isolated  patients  hij — where  hospital 
gangrene  and  erysipelas  were  the  horrors.  And,  far- 
ther on,  she  entered  the  outlying  wing  devoted  to  typhus. 

In  spite  of  the  open  windows  the  atmosphere  was 
heavy;  everywhere  the  air  seemed  weighted  with  the 
odour  of  decay. 

As  always,  in  spite  of  herself,  she  hesitated  at  tiie 
door.  But  the  steward  on  duty  rose ;  and  she  took  his 
candle  and  entered  the  place  of  death. 

Toward  morning  a  Rhode  Island  artilleryman,  dy- 
ing in  great  pain,  relapsed  into  coma.  Waiting  beside 
him,  she  wrote  to  his  parents,  enclosing  the  little  keep- 
sakes he  had  designated  when  conscious,  while  his  life 
flickered  with  the  flickering  candle.  Her  letter  and  his 
life  ended  together;  dawn  made  the  candle-light 
ghastly;  a  few  moments  later  the  rumble  of  the  dead 
waggon  sounded  in  the  court  below.  The  driver  came 
early  because  there  was  a  good  deal  of  freight  for  his 
waggon  that  day.  A  few  moments  afterward  the  detail 
arrived  with  the  stretchers,  and  Ailsa  stood  up,  drew 
aside  the  screen,  and  went  down  into  the  gray  obscurity 
of  the  court-yard. 

Grave-diggers  were  at  work  on  a  near  hillside ;  she 
could  hear  the  clink  clink  of  spade  and  pick;  reveille 
was  sounding  from  hill  to  hill ;  the  muffled  stirring  be- 
came a  dull,  sustained  clatter,  never  ceasing  around  her 
for  one  instant. 

A  laundress  was  boiling  clothing  over  a  fire  near  by ; 
Ailsa  slipped  off  her  gingham  overdress,  unbound  the 
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"'"te  turban,  and  tossecTTZl         Z  

««•  T,.™,  „,„„,  ju  ::,;'•;«'- "-  th. 

«">»  into  «  basin  of  l,„t  w.tn,  ■       l    ,'  P'""**^  her 

camphor  wa,  floating  '"  "''"''  "  '""=  P-'dored 

"Hv!:rt::7„::';::;*  -^  -» „e.  „„r,. 

'■"  hand.,  she  wont  tn  .7^  ■■'  "'"'•  '"""'3'  dr,,W 

»l.cm  there  „hil,  ,|„  ,,,„,  „^    ";"'  '  <"««,  and  left 

L'tty,  pack  her  vahV  for,,!     ''         """'^  ^'''''''  '"«' 
"•rite  to  Berkley  '"'  '"^■''«'  •"•''-'«  l^r,  and 

a  moment  to  Hrite  '  ^'^^  '^'  "^  ^««t  found 

'-^:.te^:;;!^;!::^r'■■""'•  "•"-'■ --'^-n 

i-ne.,s  never  drean.  ,  J^t  """"'  ''"  ">  "  «'''- 
'Strain  the  pa«i„nate  ;o„,l  '  ""  "^"'*  ''"•  •"■•  «» 
P-*Mip;herIip...„.;;°"^';"»  '-""ins  „„  ,,„ 
utterance.  "'  ""^  ".>'  struggling  for 

"  Dear,  never  before  .li^  r 
->'.  -ever  .o  absolute,;  tts    ^Z^:'^  '"■"'  ■"^- 
almost  ungovernable  tide  .hicirh      .  ^         ""perious, 
f-n,  the  quiet  harbourtl.er!      ,  "  ™  "''  ''^''''y 

ins  it  headlong  toward  .olr,         " '  ""'  "'"*  ''  "-- 

'•'  »-  that  ,„ur  '.ort  4:S    "ur^dT"- "'  ^'' 
.our  arn.  around  „.e.„adeV„:l:";:r;:,r:J 
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aware  tl.«t  the  .surge  of  life  has  caught  tne  up,  lossed 
me  to  its  crest,  and  is  driving  n.e  hWmWy  out  across 
the  waste  spac.  s  of  the  world  toward  yJu— wherever 
you  may  be— whatever  be  the  cost.  I  icill  not  live 
without  you. 

"  I  am  not  yet  quite  sure  what  has  so  utterly  changed 
mo— what  has  so  completely  changed  within  me.  But 
I  am  changed.  Perhaps  daily  familiarity  with  (feath 
and  pain  and  wretchedness,  hourly  contact  with  the 
paramount  mystery  of  all,  has  broadened  me,  or  be- 
numbed n.e.  I  don't  know.  All  I  seen,  to  see  clearly— 
to  clearly  understand— is  the  dreadful  brevity  of  life, 
the  awful  chances  against  living,  the  miracle  of  love  in 
such  a  maelstrom,  the  insanity  of  one  who  dare  not  con- 
fess it,  live  for  it,  love  to  the  uttermost  with  heart,  soul, 
and  body,  while  life  endures. 

"  All  my  instincts,  all  principles  inherent  or  incul- 
cated; all  knowledge  spiritual  and  intellectual,  acquired; 
all  precepts,  maxims,  proverbs,  axioms  incorporated  and 
lately  a  part  of  me,  seem  trivial,  empty,  meaningless  in 
sound  and  in  form  compared  to  the  plain  truths  of 
Death.  For  never  until  now  did  I  understand  that 
we  walk  always  arm  in  arm  with  Death,  that  he 
squires  us  at  every  step,  coolly  joggles  our  elbow, 
touches  our  shoulder  now  and  then,  wakes  us  at  dawn, 
puts  out  our  night-light,  and  smooths  the  sheets  we 
sleep  under. 

"  I  had  thought  of  Death  as  something  hiding  very, 
very  far  away.  Yet  I  had  already  seen  him  enter  my 
own  house.     But  now  I  understand  how  close  he  always 
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-^■"J.  ™«.bc,  the  CitTf :"  ""  ^'■""^*"- 

k"""'-    All  I  know  i,  ,r,  1  ,    •''^'"rt.ng  it;  i  d„„,, 

-  ^"-"cc  „,  Jfi"::.  ";";,•  ;x"-f  ™f  •  ■'  "•-■^  '^ 

n.ca„s  j-ou-mv  lovo  f  f  '^"'^  fulfilment 

.-'f.  of «"  I  z :    in;  7'™« "'  ■■'•  "^  -y- 

-  fuWImont  of  m,         '""'  ™''™--    That,  for  me. 

no  flM,::;"  'itr::-™"  'f  -^  "■"*  «■"«  '^  *»  i. 

™nf,.e,l.     But   delr   v^      ""*'  "'™''"'''8-  '«<"W-«>. 
""•<•■■•     For  I  sl,all  not  >  ■''°'""  '^''  "K'^n-ncver, 

'■c'-e  it.,f  „„,;':'::'j^'"-  ■'. -^  shau ,  ,e.  ,„„ 

"■■«l.tn,aro  winch  i.  rT,L!h  t  '"'«'' ""'  •''"""^  >"""» 
"nd  eaeh  other  alain  t!.  ^  "  "^-'^  ""  «  ™" 
-d,  unreal  glare  of  ^^  ™''"  °"'^'  ""'""^^  "•« 

"Oh,  Philip  — piiiij 
•round  me!    Only  to  to,.l         /    °  ^''"^  y°'"-  »ms 
"-™  that  our  de^i  ;  r„„7" '    ^l'""  "»"  "o.  tel,  .e 
glehkotw-owin^/"'";", ";'"«'-     ^hey  .l,a„  „;„. 

'•"  one  another;  I  VaTme.       ,        T  """'^  """'"^'d 

isolated  bv  you   nnl  !  ^  """'  '  "'«  "ot  die, 

"J  jou,  unknown  to  von   nof  i,  i        •  ' 

I  "ill  not  die  alone  thi,  „„  ifH'  ':'""«■"«  '»  -V""! 

■"""ory  to  take  into  tl!       .  "■"''''•  ""■  ""  ^-Per 

3°u  loved  me.  ""''"'•"'■  "'»"  ">«'  ^ou  said 

-irantiirhZti:^:^'"'-'-^  -""  -- 
---.one  upon  tin/err;tt"cr::;^:: 
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for  life,  never  have  I  so  d<'sired  to  be  a  deathless  part 
of  yours. 

"  If  you  love  me  you  will  make  me  part  of  yours 

somehow,  some  way.  And,  Philip,  if  there  is  no  way, 
yet  there  is  always  one  way  if  we  both  live.  And  I  shall 
not  complain— only,  I  cannot  die— let  life  go  out— so 
that  you  could  ever  forget  that  my  life  had  been  part 
of  yours. 

"  Is  it  dreadful  of  me  to  think  this?  But  the  mighty 
domination  of  Death  has  dwarfed  everything  around  me, 
dear;  shrivelled  the  little  man-ma(L'  formulas  and  laws; 
the  living  mind  a,  body  seem  more  vital  than  the  by- 
laws made  to  govern  them.  .  .  .  God  knows  what  I'm 
writing,  but  you  have  gone  into  battle  leaving  life  un- 
fulfilled for  us  both,  and  I  assented— and  my  heart  and 
soul  are  crying  out  to  you,  unreconciled- crying  out 
my  need  of  you  across  the  smoke.  .  .  . 

"  There  is  a  battery  at  Cock-pit  Point,  firing,  and 
the  smoke  of  the  guns  drifts  across  the  low-hanging 
sun.  It  must  be  only  a  salute,  for  our  fleet  of  trans- 
ports moves  on,  torrents  of  black  smoke  pouring  out  of 
every  tall  funnel,  paddle-wheels  churning  steadily. 

"  When  the  fleet  passed  Mount  Vernon  the  bells  tolled 
aboard  every  boat ;  and  we  could  sec  the  green  trees  and 
a  glimmer  of  white  on  shore,  and  the  flag  flying. 

"  What  sadness !  A  people  divided  who  both  honour 
the  sacredness  of  this  spot  made  holy  by  a  just  man's 
grave— gathering  to  meet  in  battle— brother  against 
brother. 

823 


m^     T':c «     sDtr     vm.   ^7t. 


AILSA    PAIGE 


^ 


\\  I 


y  reason  \U  wickednos.  and  i„„„it  "^   ^     ',"'  "" 
'"»t«nt  I  met  your  cve»    PI„M;'  V        ''°"'  "'"  «■•'* 

kncH-  I  belonged  to  vou      ^  ^  T'  "'"""  '■"^'  ' 

«-   ovcr-afd  .itlf  each  d':  71    T'"^'^  '"""'"^ 
n.oro  until  I  die.     Vou  «  11       I    !  "•  "'"''  ""^ 

"nelai„,ed.  will   vou'-"    „'"  """, '      '""  «"  '°  "'^  -<• 
O.^'  darW,  so„r,ie."arn;  tl"  '^1  '"^  ■■" 

-Ce:::;t.;:-;';::i--.™,.w^^^ 

.™  ^o  «i..e  and  take  and  V::^:,^:^';:;:"  """ 

C^-a  len  u.  «oin/a.H„  j:.\'i   '^-rl;  T 
the  car,  to  Richnmnd  and  thenio  P„  ^^ 

«ts  beside  n,e  on  deck      Tl,!!  '^"'S'""'""-'-     Letty 

aboard  and  we  went  ,. '  .     ""'  '""  '■"'»  "'  '<>'" 

cabin  to  do  w;at  :v  3d"";:  '™""""^  ■•"■■^"'^"■•"« 

again.     Some  officers  are  talf  "'  ""■'      "  ™  ^'"^ 

'  -  ending  „„  lett::*""  ^  ""^'-^  ^'"'^  ^^"^• 
rfarling,  under  these  bij  sf  ""  ^^  "'•  -y 

at  me  out  of  space     I  if;    t         '^  ""'  "■'"  '""k  d-™ 

-..tup.sern„,eLt:::;v;:f::%;--n 

onlv   fear  of  death   I  ever  haZ  ,  "  *^^ 

-«'-.«  before  ,ou  bad  al/^rtHristli!:^ 

824  *^ 
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Toward  tlie  end  of  June,  as  Claymore's  new  pro- 
visional brigade  of  Sykcs's  division,  FitzJohn  Porter's 
superb  corps  d'armee,  neared  the  desigi.ated  rendezvous, 
some  particularly  dirty  veteran  regiments,  bivouacked 
along  the  fields,  crowded  to  the  roadside,  fairly  writh- 
ing in  their  scorn  and  derision. 

"  Fresh  fish !  Oh— h !  Fresh  fi— sh !  "  they  shout- 
ed. "  My  God,  l)oys,  just  see  them  pretty  red  pants! 
Mother!  Come  and  look.  Oh,  papa,  what  are  they.? 
Sa— ay,  would  you  gentlemen  kindly  tell  us  poor  old 
sodgers  what  kind  ov  a  hell  ov  a  dressmaker  cut  out 
them  pantalettes?  I  wish  I  could  go  out  to  play  with 
these  nice,  perlite  little  boys  ?  Oh,  children  !  why  didn't 
jou  bring  your  nursemaids  with  you.?" 

The  3rd  Zouaves  marched  past  the  jeering  veterans, 
grinding  their  teeth,  but  making  no  effort  at  retort! 
They  knew  well  enough  by  this  time  that  any  attempt 
to  retort  would  be  worse  than  useless. 

As  the  head  of  the  column  of  the  8th  Lancers  ap- 
peared from  the  West  at  the  forks  of  the  other  road, 
the  dingy  veterans  fairly  danced  in  malicious  delight: 

"Excuse  us,"  they  simpered,  kissing  their  dirty 
finger-tips  to  the  horsemen,  "  ex-cmc  us,  please,  but  do 
tell  us  how  you  left  dear  old  Fift'  Avenoo.     Them  rock- 
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forms  was  tremendously  rctontM.  l!  .  ,  ^^  ""'" 

Flving  Batlerv    ;    T     ''^'™'«''  ''"*  JIcDunn's  loth 

«c;ee'«fe  r;.,  V  ;r"  "7  ""■■'''™"  ™"  "■'  f-- 

;"PP..c.d  tw  h.tte,v  Cs  a^^;  I  'C'!;' """ 

the  shony  swing  team  of  Xo    R    left  «    .■         f  "'"* 
•-"ck  in  his  p,„,t„^i„^  „„,^;;  «'  !■'"  Secfon,  shouted 

of  the  Pennsylvanians  know  no  hou  ds'-  fo^  1    '  '"""^ 
<?ral  to  drummer  bov    fho  ♦  T  '      *""  ^'^"- 

were  horribly rensit^e't!  ""'  ''  '''''  ^''''  ^*«*^' 

/      "'"*"^^  *°  «"3^  comment  on  the  Hon   Afr 
Cameron's  },orse  transactions  ^^'• 

Warren's  matchless  brigade  followed;  but  the  6th 
Lancers  had  seen  service  an<l  they  were  not    1      I 
«ore  the  5th  and  inn    v  Jeered;  nor 

He..A.i,Lraiirr:;:,:-:--^^ 

«— :d^h::;r;a:ttiSt:rr'",^- 
anae,howw..ookedtothe,f;"Ld"t.i:e7wr;z 

326 


w  •;  .f  • 


AILS  A    PAIGE 

regiments  swinging  out  across  the  breezy  uplands. 
Half  an  Jmur  later  he  .sa«  the  3rd  Zouaves  enter  a  wheat 
field  to  the  left  of  the  road,  fonn  on  their  ooiot.r 
front,  unshng  knapsacks,  and  stack  arms.  McDunn's 
I'Httery  found  a  gap  in  the  fence  and  followed,  the  guns 
humping  and  bouncing  out  over  a  potato  field;  and 
presently  Egerton's  Dragoons  turned  sharply  to  the 
right  and  entered  a  cool  road  that  ran  along  a  bushy 
hollow. 

The  8th  Lancers  kept  straight  on  for  five  or  six 
hundred  yards,  until  they  encountere<l  their  regimental 
quartermaster  and  camping  party.     Then  they  wheeled 
to  the  right,  passed  through  a  thin  belt  of  shade  trees 
across  a  splendid  marl  drive  and  a  va.st  unkempt  lawn' 
Beyond  this  they  skirted  a  typical  planter's  house  of 
the  better  class,  with  its  white  galleries,  green  blinds, 
quarters,  smoke  houses,  barns,  and  outhouses  innumer- 
able; and  halted,  each  troop  moving  to  a  point  a  little 
in  the  rear  of  where  its  horses  were  to  be  secured,  and 
fonn.ng  one  rank.     The  bugles  sounded  «  Dismount !  » 
Eight  hundred  sun-burned  riders  set  foot  to  sod,  details 
were  made  to  hold  the  horses,  lances  were  stacked,  picket 
ropes  fixed,  shelter  tents  erected,  sabre  and  bridle  hung 

on  the  twelve  weapons  of  the  troop-carbineers,  and  the 

standard  carried  to  Colonel  Arran's  tent. 

Directly  to  the  right  was  a  gentle  declivity  with  a 

clear,  rapid  stream  splashing  the  bottom  grasses      Be- 

vond  the  stream  a  low  green  hill  rose,  concealing  the 

landscape  and  the  river  beyond. 

And  here,  on  the  brcciy  meadow  slope,  Egerton's 

8«7 


AILSA    PAIGE 


Dragoons  went  into  camp  and  sent  out  their  fati<,ue 

parties  and  grand  guards.  *  * 

Company  and  squa<lron  streets  were  laid  out,  sink, 

ZJfu  '  P""'  '"  '"■""'  "'  '-"^^  P"»  of  tents 

Ue  k,to  ens  we.  established;  „„  ,he  regimental  cava  ry 
"••ggons  came  up  promptly  and  were  parked  in  the  rear 

"Utler  of  the  8th  Lancers  drove  hastily  in,  deaf  to  the 
blandishments  of  veterans  along  the  roadside,  who  ev  d 
bun   malevolently  and  with  ever,  J    •       .  ?  ^ 

substantial  harm  ^     """"  '°  ""*   >■"" 

Late  in  the  afternoon  there  was  much  visiting  alon„ 

»mds  »huh  furrowed  every  grassy  hillside;  flags  flut- 

r.>  "'--y-     Peace  and  sunshine  lay  over  all,  and  there  was 
notlung  sinister  to  offend  save,  far  along  the  horizon 
the  lo,,,  unbroken  monotone  of  eannon.^never  lo  de  ' 

soZiT-  '"^':  •""'•   ■"'^'-■"'le;  and   on   the 
southern  horizon  a  single  tall  cloud,  slanting  a  trifle  to 
the  eas     like  a  silver  pillar  out  of  plumb. 
Berkley's  attention  was  din^cted  to  it  hv  . 

comrade:  they  both  gazed  at  It  !?,  l^  r       •""""" 

♦u    I  J         "  ^ii£ea  at  it  curiously,     steniniy  fo 

folded  both  gauntlets,  placed  them  in  his  be^t,  pass^ 
his  hand  over  his  freshly  shaven  chin,  and,  ![" tiW 
h«  cob  pipe,  saunteroil  forth  to  visit  and  ^  .'"'*'."« 
those  he  knew  in  „,her  camps.  "''  '^"P  "'*'' 
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"  Hello,  Burgess,"  he  said  humorously ;  "  how  are 
you  making  out?  " 

His  late  valet's  arm  twitched  instinctively  toward 
the  salute  he  dared  not  offer;  he  glanced  stealthily 
right  and  left  before  answering: 

"  I  am  doing  very  well,  sir,  thank  you." 
"  I  told  you  to  cut  out  the  '  sir,'  didn't  I?  " 

**  Yes,  sir — beg  pardon " 

Berkley  eyed  him.  "  You've  got  your  chance,"  he 
said.  "  Your  rank  and  mine  are  equal.  Do  you  take 
pleasure  in  continually  reminding  yourself  of  your  re- 
cent position  of  servitude.?  " 

"  Sir? — beg  pardon " 

"  Can't  you  help  it?     Is  it  born  in  you?  " 
Burgess  stood  silent,  considering,  then  he  lifted  his 
ugly  face  and  looked  hard  at  Berkley. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  having  served  you.     I  am 
more  comfortable  under  orders.  ...  I  liked  to  dress 
you  up  ...  I  wish  to  God  it  was  that  way  now." 
"  Don't  you  want  your  independence?  " 

"  My  independence,"  repeated  Burgess,  "  I  had  it 

more  of  it  when  I  was  looking  out  for  you,  sir,  than  I 

have  now  in  this  damn  regiment " 

"  Well,  what  did  you  enlist  for?  " 

"  You've  asked  mo  that  many  times,  sir,  and  I  don't 

know.   ...  I'd  rather  be  around,  handy  like " 

"You'll    get    killed    some    day,    don't    you    know 


it?" 

"  No,  sir.     I  guess  you'll  look  out  for  me. 
always  did." 

329 


You 


i«t 


AILSA    PAIGE 


trJ'^Z  ""  ''"'''  "'"  '  '"""'"'  ""'  of  •'«'«  big  .hell, 
from  knocking  you  off  your  hor,e '  "  * 

tl.a.  curbed  .„„er,  do  i,  -     '^  "'  ''  '""'  ™"  ^''™' 

aftc"!'"'"'""  "r'"^"'  '■"'  I'*  P'"  fr<""  the  sutler 
*    ,"  ""  ""^'y  '"'Stg'-^  in  which  1,0  .„,  easily  worsted 

-ave"ttr;-";ttcrhr'""tT'-"« 

in    the    hill    breeze       "1  .^    "*'''"'    ""•'"'" 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir." 

"  That  damned  Dutch  suf Ipr  ^f  «..-    » 
Berkley,  "put,  c.„y  i„  hi,;    -  r    ,     "ve.rr'f 
have  to  fix  him  before  long.    '^HowT^  v™    St  "" 

way?  "  -y^"'  Steve,  any- 

"Both  socks   full  ox   tallow;   othen^ise   I'm   f    v 
fine,"  said  the  bov      "  ni^  ''"^^y^'^e  I  m  feeling 

rne  Doy.         Did  you  hear  those  dirty  Buck 
ta.l  veterans  back  there  poking  fun  at  usP     Well    we 
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never  answer  'en,  nowaday,;  but  tl,e  Zouave,  are  „rt- 
tn,g  fearfull,.  ,ick  of  il;  a„,l  if  we  .Ion',  «„  i„,„  ,,„,„e 
prettj,  ,«,„  there'll  be  «  private  war  on-"  be  winke,!- 
w.tb  those  Penns.vlvanian,,  you  lK.t.  A,„l  I  gue,,  the 
Jjinccrs  will  be  in  it,  loo." 

Berkley  cast  an  evil  eye  on  a  pair  of  Pennsylvania 
BoId,er,  who  had  come  to  see  bow  the  Zou-^ou,  n,ade 
camp;  then  he  sbrusged  his  ,houl.ler,.  watching  Bur- 
gess, who  had  started  away  to  roan,  hungrily  around  the 
sutler  s  camp  again. 

"  After  all,"  he  said,  "  these  veterans  have  a  right 
to  jeer  at  u,.  They've  seen  war;  and  now  they  know 
whether  they'll  Bgh,  „r  run  away.  If,  more  than  we 
know,  so  far." 

"Well,  I  tell  you,"  said  Stephen  candidlv,  "  there^s 
no  chance  of  my  running  away.  A  fellow  can't 
skedaddle  when  his  father's  looking  at  him.  Besides, 
Phd,  I  don  t  know  how  it  is,  but  I'n.  not  very  much 
atraid,  not  as  much  as  I  thought  I'd  be  " 

Berkley  looked  at  him  curiously.     "Have  you  been 
much  under  fire.?  "  ^ 

rouL^ul  *''.'  '''"■''  "*  *'"  ^'"^  Bridge-you  know 
yourself  how  ,t  wa..     After  the  first  shell  had  made  me 

ra  her  s.ck  at  my  stomach  I  was  all  right-except  that 
I  hated  to  see  father  sitting  up  there  on  his  horse  while 
Me  were  all  lying  snug  in  the  wheat.  ...  How  did  vou 
feel  when  the  big  shells  came  over.?  " 

"  Bad,"  said  Berkley  briefly 

"Sick?" 

"  Worse." 
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"I  don't  sec  why  you  .houlcl  feci  queer   Phil     .ft 

"""  "-""y  *'•■•■«  you  ,li.l  „i,h  ,l,e  ..2711^ 

"  Oh,  hell !  ••  cut  in  Berkley  »,,vuKelv    "  !•„,  .i„l     f 
l>e«ri„«  ,,.„„,    i,      „.  „„       J-    -;.         "    -ok  of 

H.e  !i:e'':„y  "*'■"'„ ;;'  'rr  ""^^  '^'  -»-"  <- 

believe—"      ■  '  •  •  '""■''  "   '■•'■'"''  of  your,  I 

They  turne,!  to  encounter  {•„„„„,  ,|„  ^,■    ,, 

"""..'"""■  «•'"'  "-  ..rtillery,na„,  Arthur  Wye  ^      ' 
..ve  U8  some  pie,  y„u  ,„„  „f  ,  ,  „ 

">g.  they  all  locked  „rm»  «n.l  strolled  out  acro«  H,„ 
grass  toward  the  hill,  where  already,  dar     a^  h 

bl.nd  „g  blue,  hundreds  of  idle  soldiers  had  gathe  «1 
to  s„  „„  the  turf  and  stare  at  the  tall  cloufon  tt 
honzon,  or  watch  the  signal  officer  on  the  hther  I  i  1 

annedho^t    f.,^,ehe.>  regiments  were  tinj;:!^ 

"did  vf  „,'"'"""  '"  "  '""••  ^"Tri8«I  voice 
hetp-r-  '^"°"  •'"'"'  """  ">^  "hole  ar^y  was  Zl 

acrlM  r'ir"''    '^"'''''    '"""^    ^P-'""-"""    out 
across  the  rolhng  panorama  of  river    sw,mr,  j 

..nd  «elds.     ..,  aon.  believe  it  occurnerZ;,.:^; 
-the  chance  to  see  an  entire  arn,v  all  at  once    e" 

838 


■T-'^PT  ^^gr«':'S'^-r*" 


'^''Sl^^V'^^^^fflS 


AILSA    PAIGE 


They   sat   .l„.„.   cro,,.lo«K„|,   c„j„yi„„  „,,,•,   „. , 

:::::  :::::;;v:,r  ^^^^^ 

Hire  t/.e  wlutc  cupola  of  some  l.ouso  «rlim- 

Hero  „,ul  llKT.  ,lK,v  noted  „,„!  p„,„„.,,  t„t  ,„  ,  ,  j 
other  r„„d,  ove,.  .hid,  cavalry  ,„„,„,  „  ,         ^"^^ 

nun,  crept      I>,,..„  ,.,„„«  the  s..a.ps  that  :,,;^^ 
n»     they  c„„ld  see  soldier,  huihlinR  corduroy,  repair 
...«j-.tecs,  d,««i„«  ditches,  and,  in  „„e  ,p„.:;X« 

"Oh,    hell,"    said    ra,,on,    .hose    regiment     di,- 
njounted    had  served  ,„uddy  apprenticeshfp  along     le 

BZd:i:':..' "  "'"-^  ^= "' '-  '«>■■•"« «-  p'p«  on 

'■What  kind  of  thing?"  demanded  Stephen, 

in.  „„  f    ,T     r      *'  '"""'P  '■'•««"'«-«"  that  fix- 
"S  "P  fort,  for  b,g  guns  that  nob„,ly  has  a  chance  to 

renly  to  I  low  Vn,  ,„to  the  Union  again.     A-h!"  he 

«.Wed,nd,,gus,.  "didn't  we  have  a  dose  of  that  „ 

^orUown    and     n-illi„„,shurg?     Why    .loesn't     Littl 

Mac  start  us  hell-bent  for  Richmond  and  let  us  ca    h 

em  on  fhe  iiimnS"  ^mcti 


jump: 
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For  a  while,  tlair  m.>iit|,«  full  of  nic   (I,,      u- 
"cry  .fflcor  .l„   „  C, hoi    LIT"  """■"""""••  "d 

with  otiur  officors  „f  ...iT  '"vourably 

.    •'^  '"""""'K  IlKir  <-,,m,„„„,|„-in-ohi<.f  with  „„ 
.h»».pa„.lh,p„,,,.,,.,,,^.„^^^^ 

Then  they  b,«..o,I  „f  „„;,  ;„.,;,;,,„„,         .„ 

"  He  has— merit." 

"Jerusdem!"  laughed  Wve    "if  fKo*  ■     u       ... 
in  n,«  .     1     i.  1  •  »    "   *♦  Jt»      II  that  isn  t  a  kirk 

m  the  seat  of  his  pants '  " 

Berkley  re,l.lo,.     "  Vo„Vc  „.l.t.ke„,  Arthur." 
J  ._^^  D,dn  t  you  tell  ,„e  „t  Alexandria  that  you  hated 
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army  stretcho,  ««  fur  as  that  «,nokc.     We're  the  rear- 

techmcal  fam.hanty  even  at  that  .h.tance.     "  They're 

b.ff  feUow^-those  DahlKrens  a.ul  Cohunhiacls "* 

"Oh  ho«h!"  snapped  Casson,  "  vou  can't  tell  a 
nowitzer  from  a  rocket !  " 

Wye  «at  up,  thoroughly  oft  ...j  .  •  v.,  „,^ 
your  dense  ignorance,  you  yellow  ;  oli\„  .i,,.  ,„  „  ,t 
•ne  ask  you  «  simpK.  question  \\l  „  >  ,;.),';,  .  j 
toward  you  can  you  see  it  coinlni,'   ' 

"Certainly.      Didn't  we  sc     H.e  b,  .,,!,.  ,t   ^ork- 
town — " 

"  Wait !     When  a  solid  shot  is  fire.i,  ...  you  >ee  it 
when  it  IS  coming  toward  you?  " 

"  Certainly " 

"No  you  can't,  you  ignoramus!  Vou  can  see  a 
«hell  commg  or  going;  you  can  see  a  solid  shot  going- 
never  conu„K  f ron.  the  enemy's  ^.uns.  Aw !  g„  «oak  U,at 
bull  head  of  yours  and  wear  a  lady-like  havelock '" 

The  b,ckering  discussion  became  general  for  a  nm- 
ment,  then,  still  disputing,  Casson  and  Wye  walked  off 
toward  camp,  and  Stephen  and  Berkley  fallowed 

"Haye  you  heanl  from  your  mother?"  asked  the 
latter   as  they  sauntered  along  oyer  the  grass. 

^es,  twice.  Father  was  worried  half  to  death  be- 
cause she  hadn't  yet  left  Paigecourt.  Isn't  it  strange, 
Pu  .  t  at  after  all  we're  so  near  .nother's  old  hon.? 
And  _father  was  all  against  her  going.     I  tell  you,  I'm 
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Berkley^'  ^^  '"'"''"^'^  ^°"'  ^^   *^''   *™'^'"  "^^^"-^^^ 
The  boy  nodded  doubtfully;  then:  '^  I   had  a   fi„e 
lo    or   from   Ailsa.      She   sent   me   twenty   dollars,"   he 
added  naively,  "  bt.t  our  sutler  has  g„t  it  all  " 

"What  did  Ailsa  say?"  ,,ske,l  Berkley  ca-suallv. 
Oh,  she  enquired  about  father  and  me-and  you. 
too    I  beheve.      Oh,  yes;  she  wante.l  me  to  say  to  you 
at  she  was  well-and  so  is  that  other  girl-what's 
iier  name?  " 

"  Letty  Lynden  ?  " 

"Oh.  yes-Letty  Lyn.len.  They're  in  a  horrible 
kn.d  of  a  temporary  hospital  <lown  on  the  York  River 
along  w.th  the  Sisters  of  Charity ;  an.l  she  sai<l  she  ha,l 
just  receued  orders  to  pack  up  and  start  west  with 
tne  ambulances." 

"  West  ?  " 

"  I  believe  so." 

After  a  silence  Berkley  said: 

"  I  heanl  from  her  yesterday  " 

"You  did!" 

"  Ye«.  Unless  your  father  already  knows,  it  might 
be  wc.  to  say  to  hun  that  Ailsa's  ambulance  train  is 
ordered  to  rendezvous  in  the  rear  of  the  5th  Provisional 
I  orps  head-quarters." 

"  Our  corps !  " 

"That  looks  like  it,  doesn't  it?  The  5th  Pro- 
v.s.onal  Corps  is  Porter's."  He  turned  and  looked 
Dack,  out  across  the  country. 

"  She  may  be  son.ewherL  out  yon.ler,  at  this  very 

336 


;/i4 


AILSA    PAIGE 


moment,  Steve."  He  made  a  vague  gesture  toward  tin- 
west,  stood  looking  for  a  while,  then  turned  and  walkeil 
slowly  on  with  head  lowered. 

"  I  wish  my  mother  ami  Ailsa  were  hack  in  New 
York,"  said  the  boy  fretfully.  "  I  don't  see  why  the 
whole  family  should  get  into  !iot  water  at  the  same 
time." 

"  It  wouldn't  surprise  me  very  much  if  Ailsa's  am- 
bulance landed  beside  your  mother's  door  at  Paige- 
court,"  said  Kerkley.  "  The  head-quarters  of  the  5th 
Corps  cannot  be  very  far  from  Paigecourt."  At  the 
cavalry  lines  he  offered  his  hand  to  Stephen  in  farewell. 

"  Good-bye,"  sai<l  the  boy.  "  I  wish  you  the  luck 
of  the  fith  Lancers.  Since  Hanover  Court-House 
nobody  calls  'em  *  fresh  fish '—just  because  they 
charged  a  few  Johnnies  with  the  lance  and  took  a  few 
prisoners  and  lost  thirty  horses." 

Berkley  laughed.  "Thanks;  and  I  wish  you  the 
luck  of  the  5th  Zouaves.  They're  into  everything.  I 
hear,  particularly  hen-coops  and  pigpens.  Casson 
says  they  live  high  in  the  5th  Zouaves.  .  .  .  Good-bve, 
old  fellow   .   .   .   will  you  remember  me  to  your  fathci  ;  " 

"I  will  when  he  lets  me  talk  to  him,"  grinned 
Stephen.  «'  We're  a  disciplined  regiment— I  found  that 
out  right  away— juul  there's  nothing  soft  for  me  to 
expect  just  because  my  father  is  colonel  and  Josiah 
Lent  happens  to  be  major." 


The   regimental   bands    played    the   next   day;   the 
distant   cannonade   had   ceased;   sunshine   fell    from   a 
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loud  e.,  »k3,   „„,,  ,h,  „^y  „„,_.^__ 

tho " i„.rop„i."  ,„y,  ^,,-„,.„.         ,h/„.„ "7; 

Porter,  .,,1,  r„r„,  „„„  f„™„,  ,„<,  „,.       ,„^,, 

Pn^k  "P  a  tl,„„»„„,|  ,„„„  „,  .,„„  ,„,,,  |.^,  

I™«rtl.cn<.,l  t„.„r,l  ovc„i„»    pi,.u,  «,;„„  .  ^ 

»),„  „!.  .  "port  of  a  cuniion  froii» 

unttn'o,,,!:."™™^'"   "   """■'    "-""•-   "-.V   an 
Toward  sundown  Borklov  «inu.  «  K.    •  i-. 

"?■"'  "'"■  •t  ^ •  "if- .."  escort  o/  the  .tl,  H^^ 

Men  «rou„,n,„„  „„•,,  „,„,  „,  „^^^^  ^,^^  Ge„„,/pMp 

'.ri«-...o  „,..,  the  .,„, ,:,  6,  v„','^  ;:;■''■■' ""7- 
'.■"o.edbMo,o„e.  „.,,.,„,,:;::  „^';/;-^i; 

™J  f-™' ere  pre..„tl,  f„„„...„,  '   •  ,L    ' 

ln..e..  St„te.,  an.l  .  ,,„„a„„  .,,  p,.„,.^^,^^_  .^  ^^I'J'' 

.way  t  TT'  "V'^  ""'  ' "''  "■■"*"  "-.  ride 

a.aj,  .„  the  d,...„ ;  but  „o  orders  c,u„e  ,„  ,„„<,,  „,,„„ 
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mul,  <hsconte„to<I,  uuitt.rlng,  they  went  .sullenly  about 
thnr  dut-es  wonckTing  why  they,  also,  had  „ot  boon 
called  on. 

That  nobody  had  eauffht  the  ^n-eat  Confederate 
cavalryman  did  not  c-ot.sole  the.n  :  tlu-v  had  to  list.n  to 
the  jeers  of  the  infantry,  blaming,  then,  for  Stuart's 
ffreat  raid  arotuul  the  entire  Tnion  annv ;  in  sickenin^r 
reiteration  came  the  question:  "Who  ever  saw  a  .lead 
cavalrynian?"  An<l,  besides,  one  .nornin^r  in  a  road 
near  camp,  some  of  the  Hth  I.ancers  heanl  comments 
from  a  ^rmup  of  general  officers  wiiich  were  not  at  all 
flattering  to   their  own  cavalry. 

"  Vou  see,"  said  a  burly  colonel  of  engineers,  "  that 
tins  army  doesr't  know  what  nal  cavalry  looks  like- 
c'x-cept  when  it  gets  a  glimpse  of  Jeb  Stuart's  conn 
inand." 

An  infantry  colonel  coincide  with  him,  profanely: 
That  danmed  rebel  cavalry  chases  „urs  with  a  regu- 
I'inty  and  persistence  that  makes  n.e  ill.  Did  the 
world  ever  see  the  like  of  it  .^  Vou  send  out  one  of 
our  mounted  regiments  t..  look  for  a  mounted  rebel 
rognnent,  and  the  moment  it  finds  what  it's  lookiV  for 
the  rebs  give  a  ,,leased  sort  of  yell,  and  ours  turn  tail. 
Because   it's   become  a   habit:   that's    why   our  cavalry 


And  then  the  fun  begins  '      I.ord  God  Almighty ! 


runs  I 

what's  the  matter  with  our  cavalry.-" 
1  ou  can 


served  a  colonel  of  1 


scar.'et-striped    K 


make  cavalry   in   a    few   months,"  ob- 
fuvy  artillery,  .stretching  his    f«t, 
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"•HlDixon's  Line  knows  how  to  ride.     The  Southerners 
are  horn  horsen.en.     We  in  the  North  are  not.     That's 
the   chfference.      We've   got    to   lenrn    to    ho.      Take    a 
raw  soldier  and  sen.l  hiu.  forth  n.ountecl  on  an  animal 
w.th   wh.eh   he   has   only  a   most   fonnal   acquaintance, 
and  his  terrors  are  increased  twofohh      When  vou  lWvc 
H",  a  sahre,  pistol,  and  carbine,  to  take  care 'of  when 
he  has  all  he  can  do  to  take  care  of  hin.self,  those  ter- 
rors mcrease  in  proportion.      Then  show  him  the  enemy 
and   send    hin.    into    battle-and   what    is    the    result) 
Skedaddle ! 

"  Don't  make  any  mistake;  we  haven't  anv  cavalry 
jet.  home  day  we  will,  when  our  men  learn  to  ride 
fa.ster  than  a  walk." 

"God.^"  muttered  a  hrigadier-general  under  his 
white  nmustache ;  "  it's  been  a  bitter  pill  to  swallow- 
th.s  raul  around  our  entire  army  by  fiftc^-n  hundred  of 
Jeb  Stuart's  riders  and  two  iron  guns !  " 

The  half  <lozen  lancers,  lying  on  their  bellies  in  the 
grass  on  the  bank  above  the  road  where  this  discussion 
took  place  remained  crimson,  n.ute,  paralysed  with 
morhficafon.     Was   that   what   the  ar.ny   thought   of 

But  they  ha.l  little  time  for  nursing  their  n.ortifica- 
t.on  that  n,ornmg;  the  firing  along  the  river  was  break- 
mg  out  m  patches  with  a  viciousness  an.l  vohnne  hereto- 
fore  unheard;  and  a  six-gun  Confederate  field  battery 
md  jouK.d  m,  arousing  the  entire  cau.p  of  Claymore's 
bn^fade.  Louder  and  loucler  grew  the  uproar  along  the 
nver;  smoke  rose  and  took  silvery-edged  shape  in  i\^ 
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8un8h.,K-;  bugles  were  calling  to  the  colours  regiment, 
oncampeci  on  the  right;  u  light  hatterv  trotted  out 
across  a  .hstant  n.eadow,  unlimhere.l  an.l  went  s.nurtlv 
into  action.    . 

About  noon  the  bugles  sunin,on.,l  the  .'Jr.l  Zouaves 
As  they  were  forming,  the  camps  <,f  the  8th  Lancers 
H.uf  the  loth  Light  Battery  rang  with  bugle  n.usic. 
Berkley,  stan<hng  to  horse,  saw  the  Zouaves  having  the 
'"»'  Ht  a  jog-trot,  their  red  legs  twinkling;  but  half 
way  down  the  slope  they  were  halte.l  to  dress  ranks- 
and  the  Lancers,  car.tering  ahead,  turne.l  westwani  and' 
."ove<l  off  ,d.,ng  the  edge  of  the  river  swamp  towar.l 
the  pded-up  cloud  of  smoke  <lown  stream. 

After  then,  trotted  the  lOth  New  York  Flving  Bat- 
tery as  though  on  para<le,  their  guidons  "  standing 
straight  out  behind  the  red-and-white  guidons  of  the 
Lancers. 

The  Zouaves  h/id  now  reached  wet  land,  where  a 
•staff  officer  n.et  Colonel  Craig  and  piloted  him  through 
a  field  of  brush  and  wild  grass,  and  under  the  parapets 
of  an  en,placement  for  big  g,u,s,  on  which  men  were 
nonchalantly  working,  to  the  beginning  of  a  newly  laid 
road  of  logs.  The  noise  of  nuisketry  and  the  sn.oke 
'"«!  'Hcon.e  pnxligious.  0„  the  logs  of  the  road  lay 
the  first  big  pool  of  blood  that  n.any  of  then,  had  evcT 
seen.  What  it  had  come  from  they  could  not  deter- 
mine; there  was  nothing  dead  or  dying  there. 

The  m(>n  glanced  askance  at  the  swamp  where  the 
I'lac-k  sinning  water  ha<l  risen  almost  level  with  the 
e.lgcs  of  the  road;  but   the  Colonel  and  his  staff',  still 
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mounted,    rode  coolly   over   it,   and    the   rogiuaiit    fol- 
lowed. 

The  corduroy  road  through  the  heavily  woo<le<l 
swamp  which  the  3rd  Zouaves  now  followed  was  the  only 
inlet  to  the  noisy  scene  of  local  action,  and  the  only  out- 
let, too. 

Except  for  watching  the  shells  at  Blue  Bridge,  the 
regiment   had  never  been   in   Imttle,  had   never  seen  or 
heard  a  real  battle;  many  had  never  even  seen  a  wounded 
man.     They  understood  that  they  were  going  into  bat- 
tle now;  and  ni)w  the  regiment  caught  sight  of  its  first 
wounded    men.      Stretchers    passed    close    to    them    on 
which  solditrs  lay  naked  to  the  waist,  some  with  breasts 
glisteniug   red   an<l   wet    from   unstopped   hemorrhage, 
some     ith  white  bodies  marked  only  by  the  little  round 
blue  \.     •  with  its  darker  centre.     Soldiers  passed  them, 
limping,    bloody    rags   dripping    from    thigh    or   knee; 
others  >•    <,'gered  along  with   faces  the  colour  of  clay, 
leaning  .      H)e  arms  of  comrades,  still  others  were  car- 
ried out        t  first,  sagging,  a  dead-weight  in  the  arms 
of  those  Who  bore  them.     One  man  with  half  his  fingers 
gone,  the  raw  stumps  spread,  hurried  out,  screaming, 
and  scattering  blood  as  he  ran. 

The  regiment  passed  an  artilleryman  lying  in  the 
water  whose  hea<l,  except  for  the  lower  jaw,  was  en- 
tirely missing;  and  another  on  his  back  in  the  ooze 
whose  bowels  were  protruding  between  hiK  fingers;  and 
he  was  trying  very  feebly  to  force  them  back,  while  two 
comrades  strove  iti  vain  to  lift  him. 

The  regiment  sickened  as  it  looked;  here  and  there 
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«  young  /ounvo  turne<l  dcuthly  pale,  reeled  out  of  the 
ranks,  leanetl  against  a  tree,  nauseate*!,  only  to  lurch 
forward  again  at  the  summons  of  the  provost  guard; 
here  and  there  a  soldier  disengaged  his  white  turban 
from  his  fez  an<l  dropped  it  to  form  a  sort  of  Havelock ; 
for  the  vertical  sun  was  turning  the  men  dizzy,  an<l 
the  sights  they  saw  were  rapidly  unnerving  them. 

They   hoard   the  tremendous   thunder  and    felt    the 
concussion   of  big  guns;  the  steady  raining  rattle  of 
musketry,  the  hark  of  howitzers,  the  sharp,  clean  crack 
of   rifled    field   gims   dismayed    them.     Sometimes,    far 
away,  they  could  distinguish  the  full  <leep  cheering  of 
a   I'nion   regiment;  and  once  they  caught  the  distant 
treble  battle  cry  of  the  South.      There  were  moments 
when  a  sudden  lull  in  the  noise  startled  the  entire  regi- 
ment.     Even   their  officers   looked   up  sharply   at  such 
times.     But  ahead  they  couhl  still  see  Colonel   Craig 
riding  calmly  forward,  his  big  horse  picking  its  leisurely 
way  over  the  endless  road  of  logs;  they  could  see  the 
clipped  gray  head  of  Major  Lent  under  its  red  forage- 
cap, steady,   immovable,  as   he  controlled   his   nervous 
mount  with  practised  indifference. 

It  was  broiling  hot  in  the  swamp;  the  Zouaves  stood 
bathed  in  perspiration  as  the  regiment  halt<-d  for  a  few 
minutes,  then  they  moved  forward  again  toward  a  hard 
ridge  of  grass  which  glimmered  green  beyond  the 
tangled  thicket's  edges. 

Here  the  regiment  was  formed  in  line  of  battle,  and 
ordered  to  lie  tlown. 

Stephen  .viped  his  sweaty  hands  on  his  jacket  and, 
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.r„u„..     Alrclv  „,„.  l.,.d  boon  fighting  here:  «  J. 
t    n  of  ,    ,,„„.„„^,j  ,,^„^^^  ^^^_|  .__  ^^_^  ^__^_^  _^ 

The  Zouaves  U,  i„  |„„g  ,<«Hct  row.  on  tho  g™„; 
thcT  officers  ,too,l  le«„i„g  „„  their  n,ke,l  s.ords.  peer- 
.n«  Hhe,.d  where  the  Colonel,  Major.  an,l  a  n,ou„,e,l 
bugler    wore    ,„,e„,ly    watching    .omething-the    two 
officers    us,ng   field  glasses.     I„   a    few   „.„„,c„ts   boll, 
officer.  d,.,nounled,  flung  their  bridles  to  an  orderly 
and  c„n,e  back,  walking   rather  ..uickly,   Maj.r   I.e„ 
<lraw,„g  l„s  bright,  heavy  sword  and  tucking  up  I 
gohl-embro.,lere,l  sleeves  as  he  came  on. 

"  '!'"''■•.  ^y"  »"«'  ••"'""el  Craig  cheerfully.  "  we 
are  Ko,„g  „,.     All  you've  got  ,o  do  can  be  done  quickly 
and  thorougdy  with  the  bayonet.     Don't  c..ck   vour 
muske  s.  don',  fire  unless  you're  tohl  to.     Pe.  .ap,';." 
won  t  have  to  «re  at  all.     All  ,  want  of  you  i.  to  ko^ 
-ught  on  a  ter  n.e--rigl,t  through  those  dry  woo.1,! 
theiv.     Try    to    keep   your    intervals    and    align.nent  • 
<!....  t  yell  untd  you  sigh,  the  o„en,y.  don't  ll  y„u; 
i-eads.   trust  your  officers.      Where   they   go   y„u\: 

He  .Iropped  hi.  eye-gl„»,es  into  his  »|„s|,„|  pocket 

:  .7  7:.  """  "";  .""  "  -air  of  gold- ed  spectacles 

•  he  ».,l,l,„s  saw  hun  sn,ile  „„d  say  .„„,c„,i„g  ,„  ,,,.|„^ 
L  .,.  saw  hun  b„re  his  ha„dso„,e  sword,  saw  the  hugl  „ 
'ettmtf  ,h..  sh,nn,g  h„„k,  („  ,h..;,.  |i,„,  * 

••N«..  cUrge,  you  n,l-kgged  rascals!"  shouted 
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Major  Lent;  and  up  from   the  grass  rose  a  «ave  of 
scarlet  and  flashing  steel. 

Charge!  Charge!  echoed  the  bugles;  a  walling 
storm,  high  among  the  tree  tops,  passt.I  over  theui  as 
they  entered  the  dry  woods  on  a  run ;  branches  crashed 
earthward,  twigs  and  limbs  crackl^.l  down  in  whirling 
confusion.  But  there  was  nothing  in  the  woods  except 
smoke— and  the  streaming  storm  shrilling  overhead, 
rauung  down  on  them  leaves  and  boughs  and  splintered 
sticks. 

The  iK'lt  of  woodland  was  very  narrow;  already  the 
men  could  see  sunlight  on  the  farther  edge,  and  catch 
glimpses  of  fields;  an<l  still  they  ran  forward,  keeping 
their  alignment  as  best  they  might  au.ong  the  trees; 
an.l  came,  very  soon,  to  the  wood's  i.^t\f^^.  Here  they 
were  halted  and  ordered  to  lie  down  again  :  an  1  they  lav 
there,  close  to  the  ground  among  the  dead  leaves,  while 
from  above  living  leaves  rained  on  them  in  never-en<ling 
showers,  and  the  wild  tempest  sped  overhea.l  unchecked. 

Far  out  across  the  fields  in  the  sunshine,  looking 
diminutive  as  toys  in  the  «listance,  four  cannon  puffe.l 
smoke  toward  them.  The  Zouaves  could  see  the  guns 
—see  even  the  limbers  and  caissons  behind,  and  the 
harnessed  teams,  and  the  cannoneers  very  busily  at 
work  in  the  sunshine.  Then  a  long  low  wall  of  white 
smoke  suddenly  appeared  along  a  rail  fence  in  front  of 
tin-  guns,  and  at  the  same  time  the  air  thickene<l  with 
bullets  storming  in  all  about  them. 

The  Colonel  and  the  Major  had  run  hastily  out  into 
the  field.      "  Get  up  !     Get  up !  "  shouted  the  compun.  v 
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.<Iloor,...Uftd,«,.   there!     K„r.,.r,l!     Don't  e«k 
your  nfle.,  don't   fire   u„,i|  yo„.„   ,.,,.,   ,„ 

there  on  the  left.     Forward!     Fomard! 
"  Now  yell,  jrou  red-lcga !     Yell !  " 

fMl'*"  "'"^/'"'^'^  '"""i"*.  their  regimental  colour. 
Hne  rr  rf."'*  "P-"'"'*?  i"  thegra,.;  and  the  entire 
1  ne  halted,  be.ddere.1.  The  next  in.tant  a  zouave  had 
Mted  the  colour.,  .„d  wa,  running  forward ;  and :  "  Get 
on  there!  Continue  the  movement!  What  in  heir, 
the  matter  with  you  Zouave,!"  shouted  their  lieulen- 

.trlTt      .    ^""".'^  ""««'"«  ""'"  «"'  "^''i'd  »ut, 

.nto  the  ,un.hme  with  a  cheer-the  peculiar  Zouave 
cheer-not  very  full  yet,  for  they  had  not  yet  lost  the 
troubled  wonder  of  things. 

Stephen,  running  with  shouldered  musket,  saw  close 
.head  a  l„„g  hno  of  blue  smoke  and  flame,  but  instead 
of   the  enemy   there   was   nothing   hidden    behind    the 

burner""'  '       *  "'"■'"''''  '"  "'""■  ''^  ''"•»''  •" 

Into  the  ditch  tumbled  the  regiment,  and  lay  pant- 
■■■«.  cough,„     k„,,i„g  „„j  ^^  ^^^      J  P 

ground  cosely,  because  now  the  storm  that  Z  step 
he  tree  tops  was  shnvlng  the  weeds  and  grass  around 
them ;  and  the  drone  of  bullet,  streaming  over  the  ditch 
rose  to  n  loud,  fierce  whine. 

Up  i„  the  blue  sky  little  while  clouds  suddenly  un- 
aided then„elves  with  li«ht  reports,  and  disappe'.re,", 
eavmg  jagged  ,tre«n,ers  of  vapour  afloat  hero  and 
there,  the  near  jarrmg  discharge  of  artillery  shook  the 
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ground  till  bits  of  Hod  fell  in  particles,  crumbling  from 
the  ditch's  edge;  the  outrageous  racket  of  musketry 
never  slackened. 

Lying  there,  they  heard  a  sudden  burst  of  cheering, 
and  far  to  the  left  saw  another  regiment  come  tumbling 
into  the  ditch  and  crouch,  huddled  there  in  a  blue  line 
stretching  as  far  away  as  they  could  see.  And  again 
the  firing  increased  to  a  stunning  roar,  and  there  were 
more  cheers:  and,  to  their  right,  another  regiment  came 
running  and  rolling  into  the  ditch. 

Officers,  recklessly  erect,  stoofl  here  and  there  along 
the  interior  of  the  ditch  ;  then  from  the  lair  of  each  regi- 
ment flags  emerged,  bugles  blew  clear  and  impatient; 
there  came  an  upheaval  of  bayonets,  and  the  three 
regiments  scrambled  to  their  feet,  over  the  ditch's  edge, 
and  surged  forward  into  the  sunshine. 

Across  the  fields  Stephen  saw  guns  being  Umbered 
up;  and  drivers  lashing  their  horses  to  a  gallop  across 
a  bridge.  The  regiment  on  their  left  was  firing  by 
wings  as  it  advanced,  the  regiment  on  the  right  had 
broken  into  a  heavy  run,  yelling:  "Hey!  We  want 
them  guns!  Wait  a  second,  will  yer.?'  Where  you 
takin'  them  guns  to?" 

There  was  a  new  rail  fence  <  lose  in  front  of  the 
Zouaves,  burring  their  way  to  the  bridge;  and  suddenlv, 
from  behind  it,  men  arose  with  levelled  muskets;  and 
the  Zouaves  dropped  flat  to  the  volley  that  buried  the 
fence  in  smoke. 

"Now,  boys!"  cried  Colonel  Craig,  "we've  got  to 
have  that   bridge'     So  we'll   fini.sh   this   business   right 
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hero    with   tlie   bayonet.      Come    on    and    let's    end   it 
now!  " 

Major  Lent  ran  forward  and  started  to  climb  the 
smoky  fence;  everywhere  the  Zouaves  were  swarming 
along  the  newly  split  rails  or  driving  their  bayonets 
through  the  smoke  at  the  gray  phantoms  cluster- 
ing behind.  Shots  rang  out,  the  crack  of  stock  against 
stock,  the  ringmg  clamour  and  click  of  steel  filled 
the  air. 

The  zouave  next  to  Stephen  lurched  up  against  him 
spoutmg  blood  from  the  neck;  on  the  other  side  of  him 
another,  a  sergeant,  too,  had  gone  stark  mad,  apparent- 
ly, and  «as  swinging  his  terrible  sabre  bayonet  without 
regard  to  friend  or  foe;  and  still  another  man  of  his 
squad,  swearing  horridly,  had  clutched  a  ghostly  enemy 
m  the  smoke  across  the  fence  and  was  trying  to 'strangle 
him  with  his  bare  hands. 

Stephen,  bewildered  by  a  blow  which  glanced  from 

ns  head  to  his  left  shoulder,  clung  to  his  musket  and 

tried  to  stagger  forward,  but  a  bayonet  seared  his  right 

temple,  tearing  the  scalp  and  letting  down  a  rush  of 

blood   all   over  his   face   and   eyes.      Blinded,   the   boy 

called  instinctively:  "Father!     I'm  hurt !     Could  yo'u 
help  me !  " 

Colonel  Craig  turned  white  under  his  tan,  and 
looked  back. 

"  I  can't  help  you,  my  boy.  Sergeant,  will  you 
look  a  ter  my  son.P"  And  he  ran  forward  into 'the 
infernal  network  of  bayonets,  calling  out:  "Get 
through  there,  boys.     We  might  as  well  clean  up  this 
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mess  while  we're  about  it.  Pull  down  that  fence! 
Never  mind  those  men  behind  it! — rush  it!  Kick  it 
over!  Now  come  on  !  I  don't  ask  you  to  do  anything 
that  I  don't  do.  Major  Lent  and  I  will  take  you 
through.     Come  on  and  take  that  bridge !  " 

A  captain,  fighting  back  the  bayonets  with  his 
sword,  suddenly  floundered  to  the  fence  top  and  clung, 
balanced  on  his  belly,  shouting  hysterically: 

"  Look  at  the  Lancers !  Look  at  'em  coming ! 
Now,  Zouaves!  Pull  down  the  fence  and  give  them  a 
chance  to  charge  the  bridge !  " 

Over  a  low  swell  of  land  some  horsemen  trotted  into 
view;  behind  them  the  horizon  was  suddenly  filled  with 
the  swimming  scarlet  pennons  of  the  Lancers.  A 
thousand  horses'  heads  shot  up  against  the  sky  line, 
manes  tossing ;  a  thousand  lance  points  fell  to  a  glitter- 
ing level. 

They  were  cheering  shrilly  as  they  came  on;  the 
Zouaves  heard  them,  the  gray  infantry  regiment  gave 
way,  turned,  filed  off,  retreating  toward  the  bridge  at 
a  slow  tr  ^t  like  some  baffled  but  dangerous  animal;  and 
after  it  ran  the  Zouaves,  firing,  screaming,  maddened 
to  hysteria  by  their  first  engagement,  until  their  pant- 
ing officers  and  their  bugles  together  barely  managed 
to  halt  thcin  short  of  the  edges  of  utter  annihilation 
just  as  a  full  Confederate  brigade  rose  grimly  from  the 
wood's  edge  across  the  stream,  ready  to  end  their 
liysterical  yelling  for  ever. 

Stephen,  sitting  on  the  grass  among  the  dead  and 
stricken,  tied  his  bloody  turban,  pulled  the  red  fez  close 
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over  it   smeared  the  blood  from  his  eyes,  and,  clutching 
his  musket,  stood  up  unsteadily. 

He  could  see  the  charge  of  the  8th  Lancers-see  the 
horsemen  wheel  and  veer  wildly  as  they  received  the  fire 
of  the  Confederate  troops  from  the  woods  across  the 
stream,  squadron  after  squadron  sheeri  ig  off  at  a  gal- 
lop and  driving  past  the  infantry,  pell-mell,  a  wild  riot 
of  nuuldenod  horses,  yelling  riders,  and  streaming  scur- 
et  pennons  descending  in  one  vivid,  headlong  torrent  to 
the  bndge.     But  the  structure  was  alreadv  hopelessly 
afire;  and  the  baffled  carbineers  of  the  ad;ance  reinei 
up  at  the  edge  of  the  burning  timbers  and  sent  an  angry 
valley  after  the  gray  infantry  now  jogging  back  int'o 
he  woods  beyond.     Then,  suddenly,  the  Zouaves  heard 
the  Lancers  cheering  wildly  in  the  smoke  of  the  burning 
structure,  but  did  not  know  what  it  meant. 
It  meant — Berkley. 

Fear  had  squired  him  that  day.     When  the  bugles 
sounded  through  the  cannon  thunder  and  his  squadron 
trotted  out.  Fear,  on  a  paler  horse  than   Death  be- 
s  rides,  cantered  with  him,  knee  to  knee.     Fear's  star- 
tled eyes  looked  into  his  through  the  jetted  smoke  of 
musketry,  through  the  tumult  of  the  horses  and  the 
trumpets;  Fear  made  his  voice  light  and  thin,  so  that 
he  scarcely  heard  it  amid  the  fierce  cheering   of  his 
comrades,  the  pounding  of  hoofs,  the  futile  clattering 
or  equipments. 

It  was  all  a  swift  and  terrible  nightmare  to  him- 
the  squadrons  breaking  into  a  gallop,  the  woods  sud- 
denly  belted  with  smoke,  the  thud  and  thwack  of  bullets 
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pelting  leather  and  living  flesh,  the  frantic  plunging 
of  stricken  horses,  the  lightning  down-crash  of  riders 
hurled  earthward  at  full  speed,  the  brief  glimpses  of 
scarlet  streaks  under  foot — of  a  horse's  belly  and  agon- 
ised iron-hhod  feet,  of  a  white  face  battered  instantly 
into  obliteration,  of  the  ruddy  smoke  flowing  with 
sparks  amid  which  bugles  rang  above  the  clashing  halt 
of  maddened  squadrons. 

Then,  through  the  rolling  ocean  of  smoke,  he  saw 
officers  and  men  trying  to  hack  away  and  beat  out  the 
burning  timbers— saw  a  reckless  carbineer— his  own 
tent-mate — dismount  and  run  out  across  the  planking 
which  was  already  afire,  saw  him  stumble  and  roll  over 
as  a  bullet  hit  him,  get  to  his  knees  blindly,  trip  and 
fall  flat  in  the  smoke.  Then  Fear  bellowed  in  Berkley's 
ear;  but  he  had  already  clapped  spurs  to  his  horse, 
cantering  out  across  the  burning  planking  and  straight 
into  the  smoke  pall. 

"  Where  are  you,  Burgess.?  "  he  shouted.  The  Fear 
of  Death  stifl'ened  his  lips  as  he  reined  up  in  the  whirl- 
ing spark-shot  obscurity.  "  Burgess— damn  you— 
answer  me,  can't  you !  "  he  stammered,  half  strangled 
in  the  smoke,  trying  to  master  his  terrified  mount 
with  rein  and  knee  and  heel. 

Vaguely  he  heard  comrades  shouting  for  him  to 
come  back,  heard  shells  exploding  amid  the  smoke, 
wheeled  his  staggering  horse,  bent  swiftly  and  grasped 
at  an  inanimate  form  in  the  smoke,  missed,  dismounted 
and  clutched  the  senseless  carbineer— his  comrade — 
and  once  his  valet. 
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Out  of  the  fiery  tunnel  came  tearing  his  terrified 
horse  rulerless;  out  of  the  billowing,  ruddy  vapour, 
reeled  Berkley,  dragging  the  carbineer. 

It  was  the  regiment  checing  him  that  the  Zouaves 


n 


The  fields  were  now  swimming  in  bluish  smoke; 
tl>rough  ,t  the  Zouaves  were  reforming  as  they 
marched.  Little  heaps  of  brilliant  colour  dotting  the 
meadow  were  being  lifted  and  carried  off  the  fiefd  by 
comrades ;  a  io.  dismounted  carbineers  ran  hither  and 
thither,  shooting  hopelessly  crippled  horses.  Here  and 
there  a  dead  lancer  lay  flat  in  the  grass,  his  scarlet 
pennon  a  vivid  spot  beside  him. 

The  hill  road  to  the  burning  bridge  was  now  choked 
w,th  Colonel  Arran's  regiment,  returning  to  the  cr  .st 
of  the  hdl;  through   the  blackish  and   rolling  smoke 
from  the  bndge  mfantry  were  creeping  swiftly  forwaru 
to..rd  the  nver  bank,  and  very  soon  the  intermittent 
picket  finng  began  again,  running  up  and  down  the 
creek  bank  and  out  across  the  swamp  lands,  noisily  in- 
creasmg  as  it  woke  up  vicious  volleys  from  the  woods 
on  the  opposite  bank,  and  finally  aroused  the  cannon 
to  tnunderous  anger. 

Berkley,  standing  to  horse  with  his  regiment  on  the 
sparsely  wooded  hill  crest,  could  see  the  crowding  con- 
volutions of  s„,oke  rising  fr„„  the  thickets,  as  each 
gun  spoke  from  the  Confederate  batteries.  But  to  him 
the.r  thunder  was  like  the  thunder  in  a  dream 

Hour  after  hour  the  regiment  stood  to  horse;  hour 
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after  hour  the  battle  roared  west  and  south  of  them. 
An  irregular  cloud,  slender  at  the  base,  spreading  on 
top,  towered  to  mid  zenith  above  the  forest.  Otherwise, 
save  for  the  fleecy  explosio,  of  shells  in  the  quivering 
blue  vault  above,  nothing  troubled  the  sunshine  that 
lay  over  hill  and  valley,  wood  and  river  and  n.eadow- 
land. 

McDunn's  battery  was  not  firing;  the  Zouaves  lay 
dozmg  awake  in  the  young  clover,  the  Lancers,  stand- 
ing to  horse,  looked  out  across  the  worl.l  (,f  trees  and 
saw  nothing  stirring  save  a  bird  or  two  winging  hastily 
northward. 

Berkley  could  distinguish  a  portion  of  the  road  that 
ran  dou-n  to  the  burning  bridge,  where  part  of  Mc- 
Dunn's battery  was  in  position.  Across  the  hills  to  the 
left  a  scarlet  windrow  undulating  on  either  flank  of 
the  battery  marked  the  line  of  battle  where  the  Zouaves 
lay  in  a  clover-field,  within  supporting  distance  of  the 
guns. 

Except  for  these,  and  a  glimpse  of  Lowe's  balloon 
overhead,  Berkley  could  not  see  anything  whatever 
even  remotely  connected  with  the  uproar  which  contin- 
ued steadily  in  the  west  and  south.  Nobody  seemed  to 
know  whose  troops  were  engaged,  where  they  came 
from,  whither  they  were  trying  to  force  a  fiery  road 
through  a  land  in  arms  against  their  progress. 

At  times,  to  Berkley,  it  seemed  as  though  every 
tree,  every  hill,  every  thicket  was  watching  him  with 
sombre  intent ;  as  if  Nature  herself  wore  hostile,  stealthy, 
sinister,  screening  terrors  yet  unloosed,  silently  stor- 
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."K  up  v,olenco  in  dim  woods,  aiding  and  ahettin^  a.n- 
I'ush  w.th  all  luT  clustering  foliage;  an.l  timt  every 
nver,  ever^.  swa.np,  every  sunny  vista  conceale,!  son.; 
liidden  path  to  dmtli. 

He  stood  ri.id  at  his  horse's  head,  lance  in  hand, 
<J.rty  srnoke-hiaekened,  his  oars  <leafened  by  the  can- 
nonade his  eyes  cool  and  alert,  warily  scanning  hill 
and  hollow  and  thicket. 

Dead  men  of  his  regin.ent  were  borne  past  him; 
he  glanced  furtively  at  then.,  not  yet  certain  that  the 
ower  form  of  fear  had  left  hin.,  „„t  yet  ,uite  realising 
that  he  had  blundered  into  n.anhood-that  for  the 
first  t.me  in  his  life  he  was  ready  to  take  his  chance 
with  life. 

But  little  by  little,  as  the  hours  passed,  there  in 
the  f rodden  grass  he  began  to  understand  something 
of  the  unformulated  decision  that  had  been  slowly 
growing  in  hi,n-of  the  deternunation,  taking  shape, 
to  deal  "-re  nobly  with  Imnself-with  this  harmless 
self  which  had  accepted  unworthiness  and  all  its  at- 
tributes, and  which  riven  pride  would  have  flung  back 

«t  the  cvihsation  which  branded  him  as  base 

It  came-this  knowledgc^like  a  slowly  increasing 

flare  of  hght;  and  at  last  he  said  under  his  breath,  to 

himself: 

"Nothing  is  unworthily  born  that  i»  born  of  God's 
own    aw.     I  have  been  what  I  chose.     I  can  be  what 

1    Will." 

A  gracious   phantom   grew   under   his   eyes   taking 
exquisite  shape  before  him;  and  dim-eyed,  he  stared  at 
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it  till  it  dwindled,  faded,  dissolved  into  c.pty  air  an.l 
sunshine. 


No;  he  could  never  marry  without  revealing  what 
he  was;  and  that  he  would  never  ,lo  because  of  loyalty 
to  that  tender  ghost  which  he  nn.st  shield  for  ever' even 
us  lie  would  have  shielded  her  in  life. 

No  living  soul  had  any  right  to  know.  No  love 
of  his  for  any  wo,„an  could  ever  justify  betrayal  of 
wtiat  alone  concerned  the  dead. 

The  shells,  which,  short  fused,  had  been  bursting 
h.gh  above  the  swamp  to  the  right,  sudde.dy  began  to 
fall  nearer  the  cavalry,  and  after  a  while  a  shell  ex- 
ploded among  them,  killing  a  horse. 

They  retired  by  squadrons,  leisurely,  and  in  good 
order;  but  the  shells  followed  then.,  searching  them  out 
and  now  and  then  Hnding  then,  with  a  .leafening  racket 
and  cloud  of  s„,oke,  out  of  which  mangled  horses  reared, 
staggerc-d,  and  rolled  over  screanung;  out  of  which 
a  nder  here  and  there  was  hurled  sideways,  head  first, 
or  sent  spnining  and  headless  an.ong  hi^  white-faced 
comrades. 

McDunn's   gun,   |„.d  ope.u,!   no.-,  attempting  to 
ext„,gu.h  t he  fire  of  the  trouble.o.ne  Confederate  bat- 

ranks    and  hung  to  hi,  hor,e',  head  until  he  got  the 
animal  calmed  atrjnn      (\,        c  i  •      i 

«.th  blood   from  a  comrade's   horse,  blown   into   fra^.- 
meats  beside  Jiim.  ° 
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He  could  sec  McDunn's  gunners  working  n.othod- 
inill^r  Htnicl  the  VHpour.s  .steaming  back  from  the  battery 
a.s  it  fire.l  by  sections;  suw  the  guns  jump,  buried  in 
«rnoke;  saw  the  long  flame«  flicker,  flicker,  flicker 
through  the  cannon  mist;  felt  the  solid  air  strike  him 
in  the  face  at  each  discharge. 

Hallam,  white  as  a  sheet,  stood  motionless  at  the 
head  of  his  troop;  a  shell  had  just  burst,  but  it  was  as 
though  he  dared  not  look  back  until  Colonel  Arran 
rode  slowly  over  to  the  stricken  con.pany-and  saw 
Berkley  still  standing  at  his  horse's  head,  and  gave  him 
a  look  that  the  younger  man  never  forgot. 

Again,  by  troops,  the  Lancers  retired;  and  again 
the  yelling  shells  fou.id  them,  and  they  retired  to 
the  base  of  a  hill.  And  came  upon  a  division  in  full 
panic. 

Over  a  culvert  and  down  a  wooded  road  troops  of 
all  arms  were  riotously  retreating,  cavalry,  baggage- 
waggons,  battered  fragments  of  infantry  regiments,  am- 
bulances, all  mixed  and  huddle.^  pell-mell  into  a  head- 
long retreat  that  stretched  to  the  rear  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  see. 

Astonished,  the  Lancers  looked  on,  not  understand- 
ing, fearful  of  some  tremendous  disaster.  A  regiment 
of  regular  cavalry  of  the  Provost  Guard  was  riding 
through  the  fugitives,  turning,  checking,  cutting  out, 
driving,  separating  the  disorganised  mob;  but  it  was 
hard  work,  and  many  got  away,  and  teamsters  began 
to  cut  traces,  and  skulking  cavalrymen  clapped  spurs 
and  rode  over  screeching  deserters  who  blocked  their 
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l'"H.      It  was  a  .sq„ali,J  sight;  the  Lnncer.H  looko.l  on 
app/t||c(|. 

Coiond  Arran  rode  his  horse  slowly  ah.ng  the  front 
of  his  regiment,  talking  (juietly  to  his  nu-n. 

"  It's  only  one  or  two  of  the  raw  bri«a<les  and  a 
few  teamsters  and  frightened  sutlers-that's  all  Bet- 
ter that  the  Provost  (Juanl  sho„M  let  then,  thr..ugh  • 
better  to  sift  out  that  kin.l  of  soldier."  .  .  .  He  calmly 
turned  his  horse's  head  and  ro.le  hack  along  the  line. 
of  l.orses  and  dismou..te.l  troopers,  eommenting  reas- 
suringly on  what  was  taking  place  an.un.l  then.. 

"There  is  never  any  safety  in  running  awav  unless 
your  officers  order  you  to  run.  The  discipline  of  a 
regnnent  is  the  only  security  for  the  individual.  There 
.s  every  chance  of  safety  as  long  as  a  regin.ent  holds 
together;  no  chance  at  all  if  it  disintegrates. 

"  The  regulars  understand  that ;  it  is  what  makes 
them  formidable;  it  is  what  preserves  them  individu- 
ally, and  every  man  knows  it.  The  regulars  don't  run ; 
It  happens  to  be  contrary  to  their  traditions;  but  those 
traditions  originated  less  in  sentiment  than  in  plain 
common-sense." 

He  turned  his  horse  and  walked  the  animal  slowly 
along  the  lines. 

"  I  am  exceedingly  gratified  by  the  conduct  of  this 
regiment,"  he  said.  "  You  have  done  all  that  has  been 
asked  of  you.  To  do  more  than  is  asked  of  you  i.  not 
commendable  in  a  soldier,  though  it  nmv  display  indi- 
vidual   courage The    carbineer.    Burgess,'    10th 

troop,  Captain  Hallam,  was  foolhardy  to  attempt  the 
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bridge  without  orders.  .  .   .  The  lancer,  Ormond,  10th 
troop,  Captain   Hallam,  however,  did  his   full  duty — 
admirably — when  he  far   J  death  to  rescue  a  wounded 
con.radc  from  the  flames.  ...  In  England  a  Victoria 
Cross  is  given   for  deeds  of  this  kind.     The  regiment 
respects   him — and  respects  itself.   ...  I  care  to  be- 
lieve that   there   is   not   one  officer  or   trooper  in   my 
command  who  is  not  ready  to  lay  down  his  life  for  a 
friend.   ...  I  am  happy  in  the  consciousness  that  it 
is  not  courage  which  is  lacking  in  this  command;  it  is 
only  experience.     And  that  will  come ;  it  came  with  the 
shells  on  the  slope  yonder.    There  is  no  more  severe  test 
of  a  regiment's  discipline  than  to  endure  the  enemy's 
fire  without  being  able  to  retaliate." 

The  regiment's  eyes  were  fastened  on  their  colonel's 
tall  heavy  figure  as  he  walked  his  powerful  horse  slowly 
to  and  fro  along  their  front,  talking  to  them  in  his 
calm,  passionless  manner.  Strained  muscles  and  tense 
nerves  relaxed;  breath  came  more  regularly  and  nat- 
urally; men  ventured  to  look  about  them  more  freely, 
to  loosen  the  spasmodic  grip  on  curb  and  snaffle,  to 
speak  to  comrades  in  low  tones,  inquiring  what  damage 
other  troops  had  sustained. 

The  regular  cavalry  of  the  Provost  Guard  had. 
turned  the  tide  of  stragglers  now  letting  through  only 
the  wounded  and  the  teams.  But  across  the  open  fields 
wreckage  from  the  battle  was  streaming  in  every  direc- 
tion ;  and  so  stupid  and  bewildered  with  fear  were  some 
of  the  fugitives  that  McDunn's  battery  had  to  cease  its 
fire  for  a  time,  while  the  officers  ran  forward  through 
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the  smoke,  shouting  and  gesticulating  to  warn  the  mass 
of  skulkers  out  of  the  way. 

And  now  a  fearful  uproar  of  artillery  arose  im- 
mediately to  the  west,  shells  began  to  rain  in  the  river 
woods,  then  shrapnel,  then,  in  long  clattering  cadence, 
volley  succeeded  volley,  faster,  faster,  till  the  outcrash 
became  one  solid,  rippling  roar. 

Far  to  the  west  across  the  country  the  Lancers  saw 
regiments  passing  forward  through  the  trees  at  a  quick- 
step ;  saw  batteries  galloping  hither  and  thither,  aides- 
de-camp  and  staff-officers  racing  to  and  fro  at  full 
speed. 

The  3rd  Zouaves  rose  from  the  clover,  shouldered 
muskets,  and  moved  forward  on  a  run;  a  staff-officer 
wheeled  out  of  the  road,  jumped  his  horse  over  the 
culvert,  and  galloped  up  to  Colonel  Arran.  And  the 
next  moment  the  Lancers  were  in  the  saddle  and  moving 
at  a  trot  out  toward  the  left  of  McDunn's  battery. 

They  stood  facing  the  woods,  lances  poised,  for 
about  ten  minutes,  when  a  general  officer  with  dragoon 
escort  came  galloping  down  the  road  and  through  the 
meadow  toward  McDunn's  battery.  It  was  Claymore, 
their  general  of  brigade. 

"  Retire  by  prolonge !  "  he  shouted  to  the  battery 
commander,  pulling  in  his  sweating  horse.  "  We've  got 
to  get  out  of  this !  "  And  to  Colonel  Arran,  who  had 
ridden  up,  flushed  and  astonished :  "  We've  got  to  leave 
this  place,"  he  repeated  shortly.  "  They're  driving  the 
Zouaves  in  on  us." 

All  along  the  edge  of  the  woods  the  red  breeches  of 
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the  Zouaves  were  reappearing,  slowly  retreating  in  ex- 
cellent order  before  something  as  yet  unseen.  The  men 
turned  every  few  paces  to  fire  by  companies,  only  to 
wheel  again,  jog-trot  toward  the  rear,  halt,  load,  swing 
to  deliver  their  fire,  then  resume  their  jogging  retreat. 

Back  they  fell,  farther,  farther,  while  McDunn's 
battery  continued  to  fire  and  retire  by  prolonge,  and 
the  Lancers,  long  weapons  disengaged,  accompanied 
them,  ready  to  support  the  guns  in  an  emergency. 

The  emergency  seemed  very  near.  Farther  to  the 
left  a  Wue  regiment  appeared  enveloped  in  spouting 
smoke,  fairly  hurled  bodily  from  the  woods;  Egerton's 
20th  Dragoons  came  out  of  a  concealed  valley  on  a 
trot,  looking  behind  them,  their  rear  squadron  firing 
from  the  saddle  in  orderly  retreat;  the  Zouaves,  pow- 
der soiled,  drenched  in  sweat,  bloody,  dishevelled,  passed 
to  the  left  of  the  battery  and  lay  down. 

Then,  from  far  along  the  stretch  of  woods,  arose 
a  sound,  incessant,  high-pitched— a  sustained  treble 
cadence,  nearer,  nearer,  louder,  shriller,  like  the  excited 
cry  of  a  hunting  pack,  bursting  into  a  paroxysm  of 
hysterical  chorus  as  a  long  line  of  gray  men  leaped  from 
the  wood's  edge  and  swept  headlong  toward  the  guns. 

Berkley  felt  every  nerve  in  his  body  leap  as  his 
lance  fell  to  a  level  with  eight  hundred  other  lances;  he  " 
saw  the  battery  bury  itself  in  smoke  as  gun  after  gun 
drove  its  cannister  into  obscurity  or  ripped  the  smoke 
t^'ith  sheets  of  grape;  he  saw  the  Zouaves  rise  from  the 
grass,  deliver  their  fire,  sink  back,  rise  again  while  their 
front  spouted  smoke  and  flame. 
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The  awful  roar  of  the  firing  to  the  right  deafened 
him;  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  squadrons  of  regular  cav- 
alry in  the  road,  slinging  carbines  and  drawing  sabres ; 
a  muffled  blast  of  bugles  reached  his  ears ;  and  the  next 
moment  he  was  trotting  out  into  the  smoke. 

After  that  it  was  a  gallop  at  full  speed;  and  he 
remembered     nothing     very     distinctly,     saw     nothing 
clearly,  except  that,  everywhere  among  his  squadron  ran 
yelling  men  on  foot,  shooting,  lunging  with  bayonets, 
striking  wiih    lubbcd  rifles.     Twice  he  felt  the  shocking 
impact  of  his  lance  point ;  once  he  drove  the  ferruled 
counterpoise  at  a  man  who  went  down  under  his  horse's 
feet.     One  moment   there  was  a  perfect  whirlwind  of 
scarlet  pennons  flapping  around  him,  another  and  he 
was  galloping  alone  across  the  grass,  lance  crossed  from 
right  to  left,  tugging  at  his  bridle.     Then  he  set  the 
reeking  ferrule  in  his  stirrup  boot,  slung  the  shaft  from 
the  braided  arm  loop,  and  drew  his  revolver— the  new 
weapon  lately  issued,  with  its  curious  fixed  ammunition 
and  its  cap  imbedded. 

There  were  groups  of  gray  infantry  in  the  field, 
walking,  running,  or  standing  still  and  firing;  groups 
of  lancers  and  dragoons  trotting  here  and  there,  wheel- 
ing, galloping  furiously  at  the  men  on  foot.  A  number 
of  foot  soldiers  were  crowding  around  a  mixed  company 
of  dragoons  and  Lancers,  striking  at  them,  shooting 
into  them.  He  saw  the  Lieutenant-colonel  of  his  own 
regiment  tumble  out  of  his  saddle;  saw  Major  Lent  put 
his  horse  to  a  dead  run  and  ride  over  a  squad  of  in- 
fantry; saw  Colonel  Arran  disengage  his   horse  from 
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the  crush,  wheel,  and  begin  to  use  his  heavy  sabre  in 
the  mass  around  him. 

Bugles  sounded  persistently;  he  set  spurs  to  his 
tired  horse  and  rode  toward  the  buglers,  and  found 
himself  beside  Colonel  Arran,  who,  crimson  in  the  lace, 
was  whipping  his  way  out  with  dripping  sabre. 

Across  a  rivulet  on  the  edge  of  the  woods  he  could 
see  the  regimental  colours  and  the  bulk  of  his  regiment 
re-forming;  and  he  spurred  forward  to  join  them,  skirt- 
ing the  edge  of  a  tangle  of  infantry,  dragoons,  and 
lancers  who  were  having  a  limited  but  bloody  affair  of 
their  own  in  a  cornfield  where  a  flag  tossed  wildly— a 
very  beautiful,  square  red  flag,  its  folds  emblazoned 
with  a  blue  cross  se'     •'^h  stars. 

Out  of  the  melee  a  score  of  dishevelled  lancers  came 
plunging  through  the  corn,  striking  right  and  left  at  the 
infantry  that  clung  to  them  with  the  fury  of  panthers ; 
the  square  battle  flag,  flung  hither  and  thither,   was' 
coming  close  to  him;  he  emptied  his  revolver  at  the  man 
who  carried  it,  caught  at  the  staff',  missed,  was  almost 
blinded  by  the  flashing  blast  from  a  rifle,  set  spurs  to 
his  horse,  leaned  wide  from  his  saddle,  seized  the  silk, 
jerked  it  from  its  rings,  and,  swaying,  deluged  with 
blood  from  a  sword-thrust  in  the  f      .  let  his  frantic 
horse  carry  him  whither  it  listed,  a  away,  over  the 

swimming  green   that  his   sickened   eyes   could  see  no 
longer. 
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CHAPTER    XVI 

On  every  highway,  across  every  wood  trail,  foot- 
path, and  rneadow  streamed  the  wreckage  of  seven  bat- 
tle-fields.    Through  mud  and  rain  crowded  heavy  artil- 
lery, waggons,  herds  of  bellowing  cattle,  infantry,  light 
batteries,  exhausted  men,  wounded  men,  dead  men  on 
stretchers,  men  in  straw-filled  carts,  some  alive,  some 
dying.     Cannoneers  cut  traces  and  urged  their  jaded 
horses  through  the  crush,  cursed  and  screamed  at  by 
those  on  foot,  menaced  by  bayonets  and  sabres.     The 
infantry,  drenched,  starving,  plastered  with  mud  to  the 
waists,  toded  doggedly  on  through  the  darkness ;  bat- 
tenesm  deplorable  condition  struggled  from  mud  hole 
o  mud  hole;  the  reserve  cavalry  division,  cut  out  and 
forced  east,  limped  wearily  ahead,  its  rear-guard  firing 
at  every  step.  ® 

To  the  north,  immense  quantities  of  stores— cloth- 
^^g,  provisions,  material  of  every  description  were  on 
fire,  darkemng  the  sky  with  rolling,  inky  clouds;  an 
entire   army   corps   with  heavy  artillery   and   baggage 
crossed  the  nver  enveloped  in  the  pitchy,  cinder-1fde„ 
smoke    rom  two  bridges  on  fire.    The  forests,  which  had 
been  felled  from  the  Golden  Farm  to  Fair  Oaks  to  form 
an  army  s  vast  abattis,  were  burning  in  sections,  send- 
ing roaring  tornadoes  of  flame  into  rifle  pits,  redoubts, 
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and  abandoned  fortifications.  Cannon  thundered  at 
Ellison's  Mills;  shells  rained  hard  on  Gaines's  Farm; 
a  thousand  simultaneous  volleys  of  musketry  mingled 
with  the  awful  uproar  of  the  cannon;  uninterrupted 
sheets  of  light  from  the  shells  brightened  the  smoke  pall 
like  the  continuous  flare  of  electricity  against  a  thunder- 
cloud. The  Confederacy,  victorious,  was  advancing 
wrapped  in  flame  and  smoke. 

At  Savage's  Station  the  long  railroad  briiige  was 
now  on  fire;  trains  and  locomotives  burned  fiercely; 
milhons  of  boxes  of  hard  bread,  barrels  of  flour,  rice, 
sugar,  coff"ee,  salt  pork,  cases  of  shoes,  underclothing, 
shirts,  uniforms,  tin-ware,  blankets,  ponchos,  harness, 
medical  stores,  were  in  flames;  magazines  of  ammuni- 
tion, flat  cars  and  box  cars  loaded  with  powder,  shells, 
and  cartridges  blazed  and  exploded,  hurling  jets  and 
spouting  fountains  of  fire  to  the  very  zenith. 

And  through  the  Wiiite  Oak  Swamp  rode  the  com- 
mander-in-chief of  an  army  in  iull  retreat,  followed  by 
his  enormous  staff  and  escort,  abandoning  the  siege  of 
Richmond,  and  leaving  to  their  fate  the  wretched  mass 
of  sick  and  wounded  in  the  dreadful  ho.  pitals  at  Liberty 
Hall.  And  the  red  battle  flags  of  the  Southland  flut- 
tered on  every  hill. 

Claymore's  mixed  brigade,  still  holding  together, 
closed  the  rear  of  Porter's  powder-scorched  corps 
d'armee. 

The  Zouaves  of  the  3rd  Regiment — what  was  left 
of  them— marched  as  flankers ;  McDunn's  battery,  still 
intact,  was  forced  to  unlimber  every  few  rods ;  and  the 
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pouring  rain  turned  to  a  driving  g„,.,en  fire  in  the  red 
g  are  „  the  guns,  whieh  lighted  up  the  halte,!  .squadrons 
of  the  Lancers  ranged  aluajs  in  support. 

Ever.v  rod  in  retreat  .as  a  running  eombat.  In  the 
darkness  the  discharge  of  the  Zouaves'  rifles  ran  from 
the  gu„s  muzzles  like  streams  of  molten  metal  spillin. 
out  on  the  gr„.,s.  McDunn's  guns  spirted  great  lumpt 
of  incandescence;  the  fuses  of  the  shells  in  the  skv 
showered  the  darkness  with  swarming  sparks 

Toward  ten  o'clock  the  harried  column  halted  on  a 
hdl  and  h.vouacked  without  fires,  food,  or  shelter.    The 
Zouaves  slept  on  their  arms  in  the  drenched  herbage- 
the  Lancers,  not  daring  to  unsaddle,  lay  down  on  L' 
grass  under  their  patient  horses,  bridle  tied  to  wrist 
An  awfu   anxiety  clutched  officers  and  men.    Few  slept  •' 
the  ceaseless  and  agonised  shrieking  from  an  en.ergencv 
hospital  somewhere  near  them  in  the  darkness  almos't 
unnerved  them. 

At  dawn  shells  began  to  plunge  downward  among 
the  Dragoons  McDunn's  battery  roused  itself  to  J- 
ply,  but  muddy  staff-ofilcer,  arrived  at  fuU  speed  with 
orders  for  Claymore  to  make  haste;  and  the  starving 
command  staggered  off  stiffly  through  the  mud,  their 
ears  sickened  by  the  piteous  appeals  of  the  winded 
begging  not  to  be  abandoned. 

Berkley,  his  face  a  mass  of  bloody  rags,  gazed  from 
his  wet  saddle  with  feverish  eyes  at  L  brl™  eon.rac" 
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ing,  catching  at  stirrups,  plucking  feebly,  blindly  at 
the  horses'  manes  for  support. 

"Oh,  my  God!"  sobbed  a  wounded  artilleryman, 
lifting  himself  from  the  blood-stained  grass,  "  is  this 
what  I  enlisted  for?  Are  you  boys  going  to  leave  us 
behmd  to  rot  in  rebel  prisons?" 

"  Damn  you !  "  shrieked  another,  «  you  ain't  licked ! 
What'n  hell  are  you  runnin'  away  for?  Gimme  a 
gun  an'  a  boss  an'  I'll  go  back  with  you  to  the 
river !  " 

And  another  pointed  a  mangled  and  shaking  hand 
at  the  passing  horsemen. 

"  Oh,  hell!  "  he  sneered,  "  we  don't  expect  anything 
of  the  cavalry,  but  why  are  them  Zouaves  skcdaddlin'? 
They  fit  like  wild  cats  at  the  river.  Halt!  you  red- 
legged  devils.    You're  goin'  the  wrong  way !  " 

A  Sister  of  Charity,  her  snowy,  wide-winged  head- 
dress limp  in  the  rain,  came  out  of  a  shed  and  stood  at 
the  roadside,  slender  hands  joined  imploringly. 

"  You  mustn't  '-ave  your  own  wounded,"  she  kept 
repeating.  «  You  wouldn't  do  that,  gentlemen,  would 
you?  They've  behaved  so  well;  they've  done  all  that 
they  could.  Won't  somebody  tell  General  McClellan 
how  brave  they  were?  If  he  knew,  he  would  never  l^kve 
them  here." 

The  Lancers  looked  down  at  her  miserably  as  they 
rode;  Colonel  Arran  passed  her,  saluting,  but  with 
heavy,  flushed  face  averted ;  Berkley,  burning  with  fever, 
leaned  from  his  saddle,  cap  in  hand. 

"  We  can't  help  it,  Sister.     The  same  thing  may 
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happen  to  us  in  an  hour.     But  we'll  surely  come  back  • 
yon  never  must  doubt  that !  " 

Farther  on  they  came  on  a  broken-down  ambulance, 
the  mules  gone,  several  dead  men  half  buried  in  the  wc^ 
straw,  and  two  Sisters  of  Charity  standing  near  by  in 
palhd  despair.  *^ 

Colonel   Arran   offered   them   lead-horses,   but   they 

were  frnid  and  frightened;  and  Burgess  gave  his  hors'e 

o  the  older  one,  and  Berkley  took  the  other  up  behind 

hu^  where  she  sat  sideways  clutching  his  belt,  white 

coiffe  aflutter,  feet  dangling. 

At  noon  the  regiment  halted  for  forage  and  rations 
procured  from  a  waggon  train  which  had  attempted  to 
cross  the.r  line  of  march.  The  rain  ceased;  a  hot  sun 
■set  their  drenched  clothing  and  their  horses'  flanks 
steaming.  At  two  o'clock  they  resumed  their  route; 
the  raggea,  rain-blackened  pennons  on  the  lance  heads 
dned  out  scarlet;  a  hot  breeze  set  in,  carrying  with  it 
the  distant  noise  of  battle. 

All  that  afternoon  the  heavy  sound  of  the  cannon- 
ade jarred  their  ears.    And  at  sunset  it  had  not  ceased. 
Berkley's   Sister   of  Charity   clung  to   his   belt   in 
silence  for  a  while.     After  a  mile  or  two  she  began  to 
free  her  mind  in  regard  to  the  distressing  situation  of 
her  companion  and  herself.     She  informed  Berkley  that 
he  negro  drivers  had  become  frightened  and  h^d  cut 
the  traces  and  galloped  off;   that  she  and  the  other 
Sister  were  on  their  way  to  the  new  base  at  Azalea  Court 
House,  where  thousands  of  badly  wounded  were  bein^ 
gathered  from  the  battles  of  the  last  week,  and  wher^e 
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conditions  were  suid  to  be  deplorable,  although  the 
hospital  boats  had  been  taking  the  sick  to  Alexandria 
as  fast  as  they  could  be  loaded. 

She  was  a  gentle  little  thing,  with  ideas  of  her  own 
concerning  the  disaster  to  the  army  which  was  abandon- 
ing thousands  of  its  wounded  to  the  charity  and  the  pris- 
ons of  an  enemy  already  too  poor  to  feed  and  clothe 
its  own. 

"  Some  of  our  Sisters  stayed  behind,  and  many  of 
the  medical  staff  and  even  the  contract  surgeons  re- 
mained. I  hope  the  rebels  will  be  gentle  with  them. 
I  expected  to  stay,  but  Sister  Aurclienne  and  I  were 
ordered  to  Azalea  last  night.  I  almost  cried  my  eyes 
out  when  I  left  our  wounded.  The  shells  were  coming 
into  the  hospital  yesterday,  and  one  of  them  killed  two 
of  our  wounded  in  the  straw.  Oh,  it  was  sad  and  ter- 
rible. I  am  sure  the  rebels  didn't  fire  on  us  on  purpose. 
Do  you  think  so  ^  " 

"  No,  I  don't.    Were  you  frightened.  Sister." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  said  naively,  "  and  I  wished  I  could 
run  into  the  woods  and  hide." 

"But  you  didn't.?" 

"  Why,  no,  I  couldn't,"  she  said,  surprised. 

The  fever  in  his  wound  was  making  him  light-head- 
ed. At  intervals  he  imagined  that  it  was  Ailsa  seated 
behind  him,  her  arms  around  his  waist,  her  breath  cool 
and  fragrant  on  his  neck;  and  still  he  knew  she  was  a 
phantom  bom  of  fever,  and  dared  not  speak — became 
sly,  pretending  he  did  not  know  her  lest  the  spell  break 
and  she  vanish  into  thin  air  again. 
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What  the  little  sister  said  was  becoming  to  him 
only  a  pretty  confusion  of  soft  sounds;  at  moments 
he  was  too  deaf  to  hear  her  voice  at  all;  then  he  heard 
It  and  still  believed  it  to  be  Ailsa  who  was  speaking; 
then,  for  a  few  seconds,  reality  cleared  his  clouded 
senses;  he  heard  the  steady  thunder  of  the  cannonade, 
the  steady  clattering  splash  of  his  squadron ;  felt  the 
hot,  dry  wind  scorching  his  stiffened  cheek  and  scalp 
where  the  wound  burned  and  throbbed  under  a  clotted 
bandage. 

When  the  regiment  halted  to  fill  canteen,  che  little 
sister  washed  and  re-bandaged  his  face  and     oad. 

It  was  a  ragged  slash  running  from  the  left  ear 
across  the  cheek-bone  and  eyebrow  into  the  hair  above 
the  temple— a  deep,  swollen,  angry  wound. 

"What  were  you  doing  when  you  got  this?"  she 
asked  in  soft  consternation,  making  him  as  comfortable 
as  possible  with  the  scanty  resources  of  her  medical 
satchel.  Later,  when  the  bugles  sounded,  she  came 
back  from  somewhere  down  the  line,  suffered  him  to 
lift  her  up  behi.id  him,  settled  herself,  slipped  both  arms 
confidently  around  his  waist,  and  said: 

"  So  you  are  the  soldier  who  took  the  Confederate 
battle  flag?  Why  didn't  you  tell  me?  Ah-I  know. 
Ihe  bravest  never  tell.'* 

"There  is  nothing  to  tell,"  he  replied.  "They 
captured  a  guidon  from  us.     It  evens  the  affair." 

She  said,  aftei  a  moment's  thought:  "It  speaks 
well  for  a  man  to  have  his  comrades  praise  him  as  yours 
praise  you." 
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'*  You  moan  the  trooper  Burgess,"  he  said  wearily. 
He's  always  chattering." 

"  All  who  spoke  to  me  praised  you,"  she  observed. 
"Your  colonel  said:  'He  does  not  understand  what 
fear  is.    He  is  absolutely  fearless.'  " 

"  My  colonel  has  been  misinformed,  Sister.  I  am 
intelligent  enough  to  be  afraid— philosopher  enough 
to  realise  that  it  doesn't  help  me.  So  nowadays  I  just 
go  ahead." 

"  Trusting  in  God,"  she  murmured. 

He  did  not  answer. 

"Is  it  not  true,  soldier?" 

But  the  fever  was  again  transfiguring  her  into  the 
shape  of  Ailsa  Paige,  and  he  remained  shyly  silent, 
fe.Ting  to  disturb  the  vision— yet  knowing  vaguely 
that  it  was  one. 

She   sighed;   later,   in   silence,   she   repeated    some 
Credos  and  Hail  Marys,  her  tyes  fixed  on  space,  the 
heavy  cannonade  dinning  in  her  ears.     All  around  her 
rode  the  Lann  rs,  tall  pennoncd  weapons  swinging  from 
stirrup   and   loop,   bridles    loose   under    their    clasped 
hands.     The  men  seemed  stupefied   with   fatigue;  yet 
every  now  and  then  they  roused  themselves  to  inquire 
after  her  comfort  or  to  offer  her  a  place  behind  them. 
She   timidly   asked   Berkley   if  she  tired   him,  bi-f   he 
begged  her  to  stay,  alarmed  lest  the  vision  of  A;.»a 
depart  with  her;  and  she  remained,  feeling  contented 
and    secure   in    her    drowsy    fatigue.      Colonel    Arran 
dropped  back  from  the  head  of  the  column   once   to 
ride  beside  her.     He  questioned  her  kindly;  spoke  to 
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»av  Hint  he  did  not  »uffir. 

Hut  .11.  little.  Si»t.r  of  CliHrit.v  hdiind  lii,  buck  I,.id 

olon..  Arriin;  «„d  „,,„„  „,.  o„l,„u.|  ,.„,.,„  „„,,  ,„%,,^. 
l.o«d  of  „,e  .ear,-  column  hi,  face  «.„icd  oven  graver 
iind  more  eureworn. 

^y  Me  afternoon  they  were  lieyond  sound  of  the 
cannonade  nding  through  .  golden  light  between 
fids  of  s^ke,  wheat.     Far  behind  in  •       vallev  thev 

the  ,n,h  ,   .  "*  '""  «"'""■"'''  ""  "-e  gun.,  of 

tl  e  10th  battery.     Along  a  parallel  road  endlel,  line, 

of  waggons  .tretehed  from  north  to  south,  eseorled  by 
Jigerton's  Dragoons. 

To  Berkley  the  sunset  world  had  become  only  an 
.nfernal  pit  of  scarlet  strung  with  raw  nerves.     The 
terrible  pain  in  his  face  and  head  almost  made  him  lose 
conseiousnesss      Later  he  seemed  to  be  drifting  into 
a  lurid  sea  of  darkness,  where  he  no  longer  felt  his 
-ddle  or  the  movement  of  his  horse;  he  scarcely  saw 
tlie  lanterns  clustering,  scarcely  heard  the  increasing 
murmur  around  him,  the  racket  of  picket  firing,  the 
noise  of  many  bewildered  men,  the  cries  of  staff-offloers 
directing    divisions    and    brigades    to    their    camping 
ground,  the  confused  tumult  which  grew  nearer,  nearer 
mounting  hke  the  ominous  clamour  of  the  sea  as  the 
regiment  rode  through  Azale,  under  the  July  stars. 
He  might  have  fallen  from  his  saddle,  or  somebody 
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perhaps  lifted  him,  for  all  he  knew.  In  the  glare  of 
torches  he  found  himself  lying  on  a  moving  stretcher. 
After  that  he  felt  straw  under  him ;  and  vaguely  won- 
dered why  it  did  not  catch  fire  from  his  body,  which 
suiely  now  wa?   but  a  mass  of  smouldering  flame. 

For  days  the  fever  waited  him — not  entirely,  for 
at  intervals  he  heard  cannon,  and  always  the  inter- 
minable picket  firing;  and  he  hoard  bugles,  too,  and 
recognised  the  various  summons.  But  it  was  no  use 
trying  to  obey  them — no  use  trying  to  find  his  legs. 
He  could  not  get  up  without  his  legs — he  laughed 
weakly  at  the  thought;  then,  drowsy,  indifferent,  de- 
cided that  they  had  been  shot  away,  but  could  not  re- 
member when;  and  it  bothered  him  a  good  deal. 

Other  things  bothered  him;  he  was  convinced  that 
his  mother  was  in  the  room.  At  intervals  he  was  aware 
of  Hallam's  ha  dsome  face,  cut  out  like  a  paper  picture 
from  Harper's  Weekly  and  pasted  flat  on  the  tent 
wall.  Also  there  were  too  many  fire  zouaves  around 
his  bed — if  it  was  a  bed,  this  vague  vibrating  hammock 
he  occupied.  It  was  much  more  like  a  hollow  nook 
inside  a  gigantic  pendulum  which  swung  eternally  to 
and  fro  until  it  swung  him  into  senselessness — or 
aroused  him  with  fierce  struggles  to  escape.  But 
his  mother's  slender  hand  sometimes  arrested  the  mad- 
dening motion,  or — and  this  was  curiously  restful — 
she  cleverly  transferred  him  to  a  cradle,  which  she 
rocked,  leaning  c'ose  over  him.  Only  she  kept  him 
wrapped  up  too  warmly. 
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And  after  a  long  while  there  came  «  day  when  hi. 
/.ce  becan,e  cooler,  and  hi,  ,ti„  g.^w  wet  with  Tea^ 
and  on  hat  da.v  he  partly  unelosed  Ws  eyes  and  Taw 
t  olonel  Arran  sitting  beside  him. 

.1.  ^"''r'f :,  '■"  ""™'P'«'  '"  •"''  "P-  ■'"'  ->*  a  mus- 
cle of  h,s  body  obeyed  him,  and  he  lay  there  stZ 

wno  spoke  cautiously, 

"  Berkley,  do  you  know  me?  " 

His  lips  twitched  a  voiceless  affirmative. 

Colonel  Arran  said:  "  Vou  are  going  to  get  well, 

+K      ir         /  ■  '  '^  '*  y^""  ^^sirc  to  sav?     Make 

the  effort  if  you  wish."  ' 

Berkley's  sunken  eyes  remained  focussed  on  space- 

tOHard  Colonel  Arran  again. 
"  Ailsa  Paige.?  "  he  whispered 

near'^t  T'  Tu   '""*^''-'  "  ^^^  '^  ^'  *^'^  ^«-  hospital 
near  Azalea.     I  have  seen  her.     She  is  well.  .  .  .   /did 

n      tell  her  you. ere  ill.     She  could  not  have  left  ant 
Berkk^v:"'  '"  ""'  ^""^  "^"  -*^^  the  army, 

^^^J' Whipped?"     His    lips   barely    formed   the   ques- 

Colonel  Arran's  careworn   features   flushed. 

1  he  army  has  been  withdrawing  fro.n  the  Penin- 
•      '^  -  ^'.0  com,nander-in-chief  who  has  been  de- 
le  Army  of  the  Potomac." 
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"Yes,  certainly  we  shall  go  back.  This  rebellion 
seems  to  be  taking  more  time  to  extinguish  than  the 
people  and  the  national  authorities  supposed  it  would 
require.  But  no  man  must  doubt  our  ultimate  success. 
I  do  not  doubt  it.  I  never  shall.  You  must  not.  It 
will  all  come  right  in  the  end." 

"  Regiment  ?  "  whispered  Berkley. 

"  The  regiment  is  in  better  shape,  Berkley.  Our 
remounts  have  arrived;  our  wounded  are  under  shel- 
ter, and  comfortable.  We  need  rest,  and  we're  getting 
it  here  at  Azalea,  although  they  shell  us  every  day. 
We  ought  to  be  in  good  trim  in  a  couple  of  weeks. 
You'll  be  in  the  saddle  long  before  that.  Your  squad- 
ron has  become  very  proud  of  you;  all  the  men  in  the 
regiment  have  inquired  about  you.  Private  Burgess 
spends  his  time  off  duty  under  the  oak  trees  out  yon- 
der watching  your  window  like  a  dog.  .  .  .  I — ah — 
may  say  to  you,  Berkley,  that  you — ah — have  become 
a  credit  to  the  regiment.  Personally — and  as  your 
commanding  officer — I  wish  you  to  understand  that  I 
am  gratified  by  your  conduct.  I  have  said  so  in  my 
official  reports." 

Berkley's  sunken  eyes  had  reverted  to  the  man  be- 
side him.  After  a  moment  his  lips  moved  again  in 
soundless  inquiry. 

Colonel  Arran  replied :  "  The  Zouaves  were  very 
badly  cut  up ;  Major  Lent  was  wounded  by  a  sabre  cut. 
He  is  nearly  well  now.  Colonel  Craig  and  his  son  were 
not  hurt.  The  Zouaves  are  in  cantonment  about  a 
mile  to  the  rear.     Both  Colonel  Craig  and  his  son  have 
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been  here  to  see  you-"  he  hesitated,  rose,  stood  a  mo- 
ment  undecided. 

-  Mrs.  Craig-the  wife  of  Colonel  Craig-has  been 
here  Her  plantation,  Paigecourt,  is  in  this  vicinity 
I  beheve.  She  has  requested  the  medical  authorities  to 
send  you  to  her  house  for  your  convalescence.  Do  you 
wish  to  go.?  "  ^ 

The  hollow-eyed,  heavily  bandaged  face  looked  up 
at  him  from  the  straw;  .nd  Colonel  Arran  looked  down 
at  It,  lips  aquiver. 

!'  Berkley-if  you  go  there,  I  shall  not  see  vou 
again  until  you  return  to  the  regiment.  I_»  sud- 
denly his  gray  face  began  to  twitch  again-and  he 
set  his  jaw  savagely  to  control  it. 

"Good-bye,"  he  said.  .  .  "  I  wish-some  day-you 
could  try  to  think  less  harshly  of  me.  I  am  a-very- 
ionely  man."  -^ 

Berkley  closed  his  eyes,  but  whether  from  weakness 
or  sullen  resentment  the  older  man  could  not  know  He 
stood  looking  down  wistfully  at  the  boy  for  a  moment, 
then  turned  and  went  heavily  away  with  blurred  eyes 
that  did  not  recognise  the  woman  in  bonnet  and  light 
summer  gown  who  was  entering  the  hospital  tent.  As 
he  stood  aside  to  let  her  pass  he  heard  his  name  pro- 
nounced   in   a   cold,   decisive   voice;   and,  passing   his 

cla  Cra'g    '""'  ^"  '^''  '"  '^'"  '^'"^^  ^^^°^"^^^^ 
^  «  Colonel  Arran,"  she  said  coolly,  «  is  it  necessa'y 
"^^  to  request  yo'  permission  befo'  I  am  allowed  to 
move  Phihp  Berkley  to  my  o>  n  house?" 
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"  No,  madam.  The  brigade  surgeon  is  in  charge. 
But  I  think  I  can  secure  for  you  the  necessary  authority 
to  do  so  if  you  wish." 

She  thanked  him  haughtily,  and  passed  on ;  and  he 
turned  and  walked  out,  impassive,  silent,  a  stoop  to  his 
massive  shoulders  which  had  already  become  character- 
istic. 

And  that  evening  Berkley  lay  at  Paigecourt  in  the 
chintz-hung  chamber  where,  as  a  girl,  his  mother  had 
often  slept,  dreaming  the  dreams  that  haunt  young 
hearts  when  the  jasmine  fragrance  grows  heavier  in  the 
stillness  and  the  magnolia's  snowy  chalice  is  offered  to 
the  moon,  and  the  thrush  sings  in  the  river  thick- 
ets, and  the  fire-fly's  lamp  drifts  through  the  fairy 
woods. 

Celia  told  him  this  on  the  third  day,  late  in  the 
afternoon — so  late  that  the  westering  sun  was  already 
touching  the  crests  of  the  oak  woods,  and  all  the  thick- 
ets had  turned  softly  purple  like  the  bloom  on  a  plum ; 
the  mounting  scent  of  phlox  from  the  garden  was 
growing  sweeter,  and  the  bats  fluttered  and  dipped  and 
soared  in  the  calm  evening  sky. 

She  had  been  talking  of  his  mother  when  she  was 
Constance  Paige  and  wore  a  fillet  over  her  dark  ringlets 
and  rode  to  hounds  at  ten  with  the  hardest  riders  in  all 
Prince  Clarence  County. 

"  And  this  was  her  own  room,  Phil ;  nothing  in  it 
has  been  moved,  nothing  changed ;  this  is  the  same  bird 
and  garland  chintz,  matching  the  same  wall-paper ;  this 
is  the  same  old  baid  with  its  fo'  ca'ved  columns  and  its 
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faded  canopy,  the  same  gilt  mirror  where  she  looked 
and  saw  reflected  there  the  loveliest  face  in  all  the  valley 
...  A  child's  face,  Phil-even  a  child's  face  when  she 

drew  aside  her  bridal  veil  to  look Ah-God-" 

She  sighed,  looking  down  at  her  clasped  hands,  « if 
youth  but  knew— if  youth  but  knew!  " 

He  lay  silent,  the  interminable  rattle  of  picket  fir- 
mg  m  his  ears,  his  face  turned  toward  the  window. 
Through  It  he  could  see  green  grass,  a  magnolia  in 
bloom,  and  a  long  flawless  spray  of  Cherokee  roses 
pendant  .ijm  the  gallery. 

Celia  .ighed,  waited  for  him  to  speak,  sighed  again, 
and  picked  up  the  Baltimore  newspaper  to  resume  her 
reading  if  he  desired. 

Searching  the  columns  listlessly,  she  scanned  the 
headings  glanced  over  the  letter  press  in  silence,  then 
turned  the  crumpled  page.     Presently  she  frowned. 

Listen  to  this,  Philip;  they  say  that  there  is  yel- 
low fever  among  the  Yankee  troops  in  Louisiana.  It 
would  be  like  them  to  bring  that  horror  into  the  Ca'linas 
and  Virginia " 

He  turned  his  head  suddenly,  partly  rose  from 
where  he  lay;  and  she  caught  her  breath  and  bent 
swif  ly  over  him,  placing  one  hand  on  his  arm  and 
gently  forcing  him  down  upon  the  pillow  again 

"  Fo'give  me,  dear,"  she  faltered.  "  I  forgot  what 
1  was  reading -" 

He  said,  thoughtfully:  «  Did  you  ever  hear  exactly 
how  ,„y  mother  died,  Telia?  .  .  .  But  I  know  you  never 
did.   ...  And  I  think  I  had  better  tell  you." 
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"  She  died  in  the  fever  camp  at  Silver  Bayou,  when 
you  were  a  Httle  lad,"  whispered  Celia. 
"  No." 

"  Philip !    What  are  you  saying?  " 

"You  don't  know  how  my  mother  died,"  he  said 
quietly. 

"Phil,  we  had  the  papers— and  the  Governor  of 

Louisiana  wrote  us  himse'f " 

"  I  know  what  he  wrote  and  what  the  papers  pub- 
lished was  not  true.  I'll  tell  you  how  she  died.  When 
I  was  old  enough  to  take  care  of  myself  I  went  to  Silver 
Bayou.  .  .  .  Many  people  in  that  town  had  died;  some 
still  survived.  I  found  the  parish  records.  I  found 
one  of  the  camp  doctors  who  remembered  that  accursed 
year  of  plague— an  old  man,  withered,  indiflFerent,  sleep- 
ing his  days  away  on  the  rotting  gallery  of  his  tumble- 
down house.    He  knew And  I  found  some  of  the 

mihtia  still  surviving;  and  one  among  them  retained  a 
confused  memory  of  my  mother-among  the  horrors  of 

that  poisonous  year^ " 

He  lay  silent,  considering;  then:  "I  was  old  enough 
to  remember,  but  not  old  enough  to  understand  what  I 

understood  later Do  you  want  to  know  how  my 

mother  died.?  " 

Ceha's  lips  moved  in  amazed  assent. 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you They  had  guards  north, 

east,  and  west  of  us.  They  had  gone  mad  with  fright; 
the  whole  land  was  quarantined  against  us;  musket, 
flintlock,  shotgun,  faced  us  through  the  smoke  of  their 
burning  turpentine.     I  was  only  a  little  lad,  but  the 
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terror— not  for  herself,  for  me." 

He  lay  on  hi,  side,  thin  hands  clasped,  looking  not 

.t  Ceha  but  beyond  her  at  the  dreadful  sce,.e  his  Lev 

was  pa.t,„g  on  the  wall  of  his  mother's  rooj  ' 

Often,  at  night,  wo  heard  the  shots  along  the  dead 

line.    Once  they  .urdered  a  man  behind  our  !ater  Z- 

den     Our  negroes  moaned  and  sobbed  all  day,  TnZ 

helpless,  utterly  demoralised.     Tho  were  '  o      1.' 

::nnTherr^^- '------". 

"I  saw  men  fall  down  i„  the  street  with  the  blaok 
vom,t-w.men,  also-and  once  I  saw  two  little  liU  1 
™«  dead  against  a  garden  wall  in  St.  Catharine^  Al- 
ley.    1  was  young,  but  I  remember." 

A  terrible  pallor  came  into  his  wan  face. 
"And  I  remember  my  mother,"  he  said;  "and  her 
Pleadmg  w,th  the  men  who  came  to  the  house  to  let  her 
send  me  across  the  river  where  there  was  no  fever  I 
remember  her  saying  that  it  was  murder  to  imprison 
chddren  there  in  Silver  Bayou;  that  I  was  per'  t  y 
"ell  so  far.     Thev  refusod      b„ij-  F^'ecuy 

Tl,  •  .  .      ,.  ■'^  re'used.     Soldiers  came  ..nd  went. 

Their  captain  died;  others  died,  we  heard.     Then  my 

Gallery     And  the  quarters  went  insane  that  day 
^rand7»r    "'^"^  ."""'   '"    '•'''    ^y-^^'^nt    of   my 

I  Thou       ",""";'''  "'  ""'*''"'^  '"•''■     '  '-"I  >"■», 
I  thought  It  was  Death.     I  was  half  dead  with  terror 

when  mo    er  awoke  and  whispered  to  me  to  dress  i    the 
dark  and  to  make  no  sound. 
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"I  remember  it  perfectly— remember  saying-  'I 
won't  go  if  you  don't,  mother.  I'd  rather  be  with  you.' 
And  I  remember  her  saying:  'You  shall  not  stay  here 
to  die  when  you  are  perfectly  well.  Trust  mother, 
darhng;  Jerry  will  take  you  to  Sainte  Jacqueline  in 
a  boat.' 

"And  after  that  it  is  vaguer-the  garden,  the 
trench  dug  under  the  north  wall-and  how  mother  and 
I,  in  deadly  fear  of  moccasins,  down  on  all  fours,  crept 
after  Jerry  along  the  ditch  to  the  water's  edge " 

His  face  whitened  again;  he  lay  silent  for  a  while, 
crushing  his  wasted  hands  together. 

"  Celia,  they  fired  on  us  from  the  levee.    After  that 
I  don't  know;  I  never  knew  what  happened.     But  that 
doctor  at  Silver  Bayou  said  that  I  was  found  a  mile 
below  in  a  boat  with  the  first  marks  of  the  plague  yel- 
lowmg  my  skin.     Celia,  they  never  found  my  mother's 
body.     It  is  not  true  that  she  died  of  fever  at  Silver 
Bayou.    She  fell  under  the  murderous  rifles  of  the  levee 
guard-gave  her  life  trying  to  save  me  from  that  pest- 
.-tucken  prison.     Jerry's  body  was  found  stranded  in 
the  mud  twenty  miles  below.    He  had  been  shot  through 
the   body.  ...  And   now  you   know  how   my   mother 
died." 

He  raised  himself  on  one  elbow,  watching  Celia's 
shocked  white  face  for  a  moment  or  two,  then  wearily 
turned  toward  the  window  and  sank  back  on  his  pil- 
lows. 

In  the  still  twilight,  far  away  through  the  steady 
fusillade  from  the  outposts,  he  heard  the  dull  boom- 
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booming  of  cannon,  «n,l  the  heavy  »hoek,  of  the  ereal 
guns  „hoard  the  Union  gun-boa.s.    But  it  .ounde-C 

the  It  *  "■"?'""«-'>'•"'  -"«  'l-e  under  hi,  window; 
h  a,t  rosy  bar  faded  fron,  the  fleecy  cloud  bank  in 
the  east.  N.ght  came  abruptly-the  swift  Southern 
darkness  ,u,ckly  emblazoned  with  stars;  and  the  whi" 
poor-wdls  began  their  ghostly  calUng;  and  the  spectres 
of  the  m,sl  crept  stealthily  inland. 
"  Celia.>  " 

him.""  '""  ™"^  """'"''   '■■'""  "■'  '■"■■''"«'  "»' 

He  said :  "  I  knew  this  was  her  room  before  you  told 
me.     I  have  seen  her  several  times  " 

sayilgt"'^"''  '■'""■'"  ^"^  ""'-"•"«'•'"-  you 

here" '  ''°"''  ''"°'-  '  '  '  '  ^"^  »>"  'h-  night  I  came 
After  a  long  silence  Celia  rose  and  lighted  a  candle 
Hold,ng  ,t  a  little  above  her  pallid  face  she  glided  to 
h.s  beds.de  and  looked  down  at  him.    After  a  moment! 
bend.ng,  she  touched  his  face  with  her  palm;  then  he 
cool  finger-t,ps  brushed  the  quiet  pulse  at  his  wrist. 
Have  I  any  fever.?  " 
"  No,  Phil." 

"I  thought  not.  ...  I  saw  mother's  face  a  few 
moment    ago  m  that  mirror  behind  you  " 

Celia  sank  down  on  the  bed's  edge,  the  candle  trem- 
bhng  ,n  her  hand.  Then,  slowly,  she  turned  her  h  rd 
and  coked  over  her  shoulder,  moving  cautiouslv  u  ,1 
her  fascnated  eyes  found  the  glass  behind  her.     The 
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mirror  hung  there  reflecting  the  flowered  wall  opposite; 
a  corner  of  the  bed ;  nothing  else. 
He  said  in  an  even  voice: 

"  Fron.  the  first  hour  that  you  brought  me  into  this 
room,  she  has  been  here.  I  knew  it  instantly.  ...  The 
first  day  she  was  behind  those  curtains— was  there  a 
long  while.  I  knew  she  was  there;  I  watched  the  cur- 
tains, expecting  her  to  step  out.  I  waited  all  day,  not 
understanding  that  I-that  it  was  better  that  I  should 
speak.  I  fell  asleep  about  dusk.  She  came  out  then 
and  sat  where  you  are  sitting." 

"  It  was  a  dream,  Phil.  It  was  fever.  Try  to  real- 
ise what  you  are  saying !  " 

"I  do.  The  next  evening  I  lay  watching;  and  I 
saw  a  figure  reflected  in  the  mirror.  It  was  not  yet 
dusk.  Celia,  in  the  sunset  light  I  saw  her  standing  by 
the  curtains.  But  it  was  star-light  before  she  came  to 
the  bed  and  looked  down  at  me. 

"I  said  very  quietly:  'Mother  dear."  Then  she 
spoke  to  me;  and  I  knew  she  was  speaking,  but  I  could 
not  hear  her  voice.  ...  It  was  that  way  while  she 
stood  beside  me— I  could  not  hear  her,  Celia.  I  could 
not  hear  what  she  was  saying.  It  was  no  spirit  I  saw 
-no  phantom  from  the  dead  there  by  my  bed,  no  ghost 
—no  restless  wraith,  grave-driven  through  the  night 

I  believe  she  is  living.     She  knows  I  believe  it As 

you  sat  here,  a  moment  ago,  reading  to  me,  I  saw  her 
reflected  for  a  moment  in  the  mirror  behind  you,  pass- 
ing mto  the  room  beyond.  Her  hair  is  perfectly  white, 
Ceha— or,"  he  said  vaguely  to  himself,  «  was  it  some- 
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thing  Hhe  wore?~like  the  bandeaux  of  the  Sisters  of 
Chanty ♦♦ 

The  lighted  candle  fell  from  Celia's  nerveless  fingers 
and  rolled  over  and  over  across  the  floor,  trailing  a 
Bmokmg  w,ck.     Berkley's  hand  steadied  her  trembling 

"Why    are   you    frightened?"    he    asked    calmly. 

Ihere  is  nothing  dead  about  what  I  saw  " 

"I  c-can't   he'p  myse'f,"  stammered   Celia;  "you 

say  such  fnghtful  things  to  me-you  tell  me  that  they 

happen  ,n  my  own  house-in  her  own  room-     How 

can  I  be  calm?     How  can  I  believe  such  things  of-of 

Constance  Berkley-of  yo'  daid  mother » 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said  dully. 
The  star-light  sparkled  on  the  silver  candle-stick 
where  It  lay  on  the  floor  in  a  little  pool  of  wax.  Quiver- 
ing  all  over,  Celia  stooped  to  lift,  relight  it,  and  set  it 
on  the  table.  And,  over  her  shoulder,  he  saw  a  slim 
shape  enter  the  doorway. 

"Mother  dear?  "he  whispered. 

And  Celia  turned  with  a  cry  and  stood  swaying 
there  m  the  rays  of  the  candle.  ^  ^ 

But  it  was  only  a  Sister  of  Charity-a  slim,  childish 
sfa": V  ^  r''^  ^''''  Head-dress-who  had  halted 
sion  Medical  Director,  and  the  sentries  had  misinformed 

have  frightened  anybody-but  the  case  was  urgont-a 
Sister  shot  near  the  picket  line  on  Monday;  fnd  au^ 
thonty  to  send  her  North  was  what  she  had  come  to 
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«eek.  Because  the  Sister  had  loMt  her  min.l  completely, 
had  gone  insane,  and  no  longer  knew  them,  knew  no- 
body, not  even  herself,  nor  the  hospital,  nor  the  doctors, 
nor  even  that  she  lay  on  a  battle-field.  And  she  was 
•ayng  strange  and  dreadful  things  about  herself  and 
about  people  nobody  had  ever  heard  of.  .  Could 
anybody  tell  her  where  the  Division  Medical  Director 
could  be  found? 

It  was  not  yet  daybreak  when  Berkley  awoke  in 
h.s  bed  to  find  lights  in  the  room  and  medical  offi- 
cers passing  swiftly  hither  and  thifher,  the  red  flames 
from  their  candles  blowing  smokily  in  the  breezy  door- 
ways. 

The  picket  firing  along  the  river  had  not  ceased. 
At  the  same  instant  he  felt  the  concussion  of  heavy 
guns  shakirj  his  bed.  The  lawn  outside  the  drawn 
curtams  resounded  with  the  hurrying  clatter  of  wag- 
gons, the  noise  of  pick  and  spade  and  crack  of  ham- 
mer  and  mallet. 

He  drew  himself  to  a  sitting  posture.  A  regimental 
surgeon  passing  through  the  room  glanced  at  him 
humorously,  saying:  "You've  got  a  pretty  snug  berth 
here,  son.  How  does  it  feel  to  sleep  in  a  real  bed  P  " 
And  extinguishing  his  candle,  he  went  away  through 
the  door  without  waiting  for  any  answer. 

Berkley  turned  toward  the  window,  striving  to 
reach  the  drawn  curtains.  And  at  length  ho  man- 
aged to  part  them,  but  it  was  all  dark  outside.  Yet  the 
grounds   were   evidently   crowded   with   waggons    and 
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men;  he  recognised  sound,  which  indicated  that  tmtg 
were  bemg  erected,  drains  and  sinks  dug;  the  rattle 
of  planks  and  boards  were  significant  of  preparation 
for  the  construction  of  "  shebangs." 

Farther  away  on  the  dark  highway  he  could  hear 
he  sw.ft  gallop  of  ^Hvalry  and  the  thudding  clank  of 
ight  batteries,  all  passing  in  perfect  darkncsss.  Then 
loaning  closer  to  the  sill,  he  gazed  between  the  cur- 
tains far  into  the  southwest;  and  saw  the  tall  curve  of 
(  onfederate  shells  traced  in  whirling  fire  far  down  the 
river  the  awful  glare  of  light  as  the  enormous  guns 
on  the  Union  warships  replied. 

Celia,  her  lovely  hair  over  her  shoulders,  a  scarf 
covering  her  night-dress,  came  in  carrying  a  lighted 
candle;  and  instantly  a  voice  from  outside  the  window 
bade  her  extinguish  the  light  or  draw  the  curtain. 
J^ho  looked  at  Berkley  in  a  startled  manner,  blow 
out  the  flame,  and  came  around  between  his  bed  and  the 
window,  drawing  the  curtains  entirely  aside. 

"  General  Claymore's  staff  has  filled  eve'v  room  in 
the  house  except  yours  and  mine,"  she  said  in  her 
gentle,  bewildered  way.  «  There's  a  regiment— Curfs 
Zouaves— encamped  befo'  the  west  quarters,  and  a  bat- 
tery across  the  drive,  and  all  the  garden  is  full  of  their 
horses  and  caissons." 

"  Poor  little  Celia,"  he  said,  oaching  out  to  touch 
her  hand,  and  drawing  her  to  the  bed's  edge,  where  she 
sat  down  helplessly. 

"  The  Yankee  officers  are  all  over  the  house,"  she 
repeated.      "They're   up    in    the    cupola    with    night- 
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glasses  noH-.  They  are  ve'y  polite.  Curt  took  off  his 
ruhng  l,oots  and  went  to  sleep  on  my  hed-and  oh  he 
IS  so  dirtv!-my  darling  Curt!  n.y  own  husband !-t„o 
d"-ty  to  touch !  I  could  cry  just  to  look  at  his  unifo'n., 
all  black  and  stained  and  the  gold  entirely  gone  froni 
one  sleeve!  And  Stephen  !-oh,  Phil,  s^n.e  n.ise'ble 
barber   has   shaved   the   heads   of  all   the  Zouaves,  and 

Steve  ,s  perfec'ly  disfigured  !-the  poor,  dear  bov"-she 
aughed    hysterically-"  he    had    a    hot    bath    and    I've 

been  meruing  the  rags  that  he  and  Curt  call  unifo'n.s 

-and    I    found   clean   flannels    fo'    them    both    in    the 

attic- 


»» 


"What  does  all  this  mean-all  this  camping  out- 
side?     he  interrupted  gently. 

"  Curt  doesn't  know.  The  camps  and  hospitals 
west  of  us  have  been  shelled,  and  all  the  river  rcmds 
are   packed   full   of  an.bulances   and   stretchers   going 

"  Where  is  my  regiment?  " 

"  The  Lancers  rode  away  yesterday  with  General 
Stonenmn-all  except  haidqua'ters  and  one  squadron 
—yours,  I  think— and  they  are  acting  escort  to  Gen- 
eral Sykes  at  the  overseer's  house  beyond  the  oak  grove. 
\  our  colonel  is  on  his  staff,  I  believe." 

He  lay  silent,  watching  the  burning  fuses  of  the 
shells  as  they  soared  up  into  the  night,  whirling  like 
fiery  planets  on  their  axes,  higher,  higher,  mounting 
through  majestic  altitudes  to  the  pallid  stars,  then 
curvmg,  falling  faster,  faster,  till  their  swift  down- 
ward glare  split  the  darkness  into  broad  sheets  of  light. 
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"  Phil,"  she  whispered,  "  I  think  there  is  a  house 
on  fire  across  the  river !  " 

Far  away  in  the  darkness  rows  f  iiny  windows 
in  an  unseen  mansion. had  sudden  1 ,  liecoino  'ori'liantly 
visible. 

"  It— it  must  be  Mr.  Ruffin's  houst,"  :,i  .»  said  in  an 
awed  voice.  "Oh,  Phil!  It  is!  Look!  It's  all  on  fire 
—it's— oh,  see  the  flames  on  the  roof!  This  is  terri- 
ble—terrible—"    She  caught  her  breath. 

"Phil!  There's  another  house  on  fire!  Do  you 
see— do  you  see!  It's  Ailsa's  house— Marye-mJad ! 
Oil,  how  could  they  set  it  on  fire— how  could  they  have 
the  heart  to  burn  that  sweet  old  place !  " 
"  Is  that  Marye-inead?  "  he  asked. 
"  It  viust  i)e.  That's  where  it  ought  to  stand— and 
—oh !  oh !  it's  all  on  fire,  Phil,  all  on  fire !  " 

"  Shells  from  the  gun-boats,"  he  muttered,  watch- 
ing the  entire  sky  turn  crimson  as  the  flames  burst 
into  fury,  lighting  up  clumps  of  trees  and  outhouses. 
And,  as  they  looked,  the  windows  of  another  house  be- 
gan to  kindle  ominously ;  little  tongues  of  fire  fluttered 
over  a  distant  cupola,  leaped  across  to  a  gallery,  ran 
up  in  vinelike  tendrils  which  flowered  into  flame,  vein- 
ing  everything  in  a  riotous  tangle  cf  '>rilliancy.  And 
through  the  kindling  darkness  the  sinster  boom— boom ! 
of  the  guns  never  ceased,  and  the  shells  continued  to 
mount,  curve,  and  fall,  streaking  the  night  with  golden 
incandescence. 

Outside   the   gates,   at   the  end    of   the    cedar-lined 
». -enue,  where  the  highway  passi's,  the  tumult  wa.s  in- 

387 


^  il 


m 


% 


AILSA    PAIGE 


creasmg  every  moment  amid  shouts,  cracking  of  whips, 
the  jmgle  and  clash  of  traces  and  metalhc  racket  of 
wheels       The   house,    too,    resounded   with   the   heavy 
hurned  tread  of  army  boots  trampling  up  and  down 
stairs  and  crossmg  the  floors  above  in  every  direction. 
In   the  summer   kitchen   loud-voiced  soldiers   were 
cooking;    there    came   the    clatter    of   plates    from   the 
d.nmg-room,    the    odour    of    hot    bread    and    frying 
pork.  *     » 

"  All  my  negroes  except  old  Peter  and  a  quadroon 
maid  have  gone  crazy,"  said  Celia  hopelessly.  "  I  had 
them  so  comfo'tably  qua'tercd  and  provided  f oh  •- 
C  ary,  the  ove'seer,  would  have  looked  after  them  while 
the  war  lasts-but  the  sight  of  the  blue  unifo'ms  un- 
balanced them,  and  they  swa'med  to  the  river,  whore 
the  contraband  boats  were  taking  runaways.  .  .       Such 

foohsh    creatures!      Thev   werp   vr.N.    i  t_ 

•  .  -  -^   ^^^^   ^^y    happy   here   and 

dosertod,  old  and  young  !_toti„g  their  bundles   and 
baskets  on  their  silly  haids-^very  negro  on  Paigecourt 
plantation,  every  servant  in  this  house  except  Peter 
and   Sadie   has   gone   with   the   contrabands  .  .      !'„, 
sure  I  don't  know  what  these  soldiers  are  cooking  in 
the  kitchen.     I  expect  they'll  end  by  setting  the  place 
afire,  and  I  told  Curt  so,  but  he  can't  he'p  it.  and  I  can't. 
II  s  ve  y  hard  to  see  the  house  turned  out  of  the  win- 
dows, and  the  lawns  and  gardens  cut  to  pieces  by  hoofs 
and  wheels  but  I'm  only  too  thankful  that  Curt  can  find 
shelter  under  this  roof,  and  nothing  matters  any  n,o>  as 
long  as  he  and  Stephen  are  alive  and  well." 
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''  Haven't  you  heard  from  Ailsa  yet?  "  asked  Berk- 
ley in  a  low  voice. 

"Oh,  Phil!  I'm  certainly  worried.  She  was  ex- 
pecting to  go  on  board  some  hospital  boat  at  the  land- 
ing the  day  befo'  your  regiment  arrived.  I  haven't  set 
eyes  on  her  since.  A  gun-boat  was  to  take  one  of  the 
Commission's  steamers  to  Fortress  Monroe,  and  all  that 
day  the  fleet  kept  on  firing  at  our— at  the  Confeder- 
ate batteries  over  the  river  "—she  corrected  herself 
wearily— "and   I  was   so  afraid   that  Ailsa's  steamer 

would  try  to  get  out " 

"Did  it?" 

"  I  don't  know.  There  are  so  many,  many  boats  at 
the  landing,  and  there's  been  so  much  firing,  and  no- 
body seems  to  know  what  is  happening  or  where  any- 
body is.  .  .  .  And  I  don't  know  where  Ailsa  is,  and 
I've  been  ve'y  mise'ble  because  they  say  some  volunteer 

nurses  have  been  killed " 

"  What !  " 

"  I  didn't  want  to  tell  you,  Phil— until  you  were 
better " 

"Tell  me  what?"  he  managed  to  say,  though  a 
terrible  fear  was  stiffening  his  lips  and  throat. 

She  said  dully:  "They  get  shot  sometimes.  You 
remember  yo'se'f  what  that  Sister  of  Charity  said  last 
night.  I  heard  Ailsa  cautioning  Letty— the  little 
nurse,  Miss  Lynden " 

"  Yes,  I  know.    What  else?  " 

Celia's    underlip    quivered:    "Nothing,    only    Ailsa 
told  me  that  she  was  ordered  to  the  field  hospital  fo' 
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duly  befo'  she  went  aboard  the  commi.sion  boat-and 
^he^r  ea„e  back-a„d  there  was  a  battle  1  that 

"Is  that  aU?"  he  demanded,  rising  on  one  elbow 
Is  there  anything  else  you  are  concealing?  " 

No,  Phil.    I'd  tell  you  if  there  was.    Perhaps  I'n, 

uiiutr  nre  bhe  closed  her  eves  anH 

oa    IM       ^^.  '"'"  ""  P*'"  '^'"='^''»-     B"kley  stared 
out  of  the  window  at  a  confused  and  indistinct  mass 

l^tTt":  1'  Tr'  ■""""«  ™"'  ""'  '"^  '^h 

TtvC    •  T      ":/"  *^""«"'^''  ""'■'—=  »d  pres- 
ently Ceha  caned  forward  and  drew  the  curtains. 

hers  ""'"    '""    """'    "--"^y''    hands    in 

with"  ™'  ^.Tf  '*"  ""■''  '""'y'  "  I  ^"^Pect  how  it  is 
w.th  you  and  A.lsa.  Am  I  indiscreet  to  speak  b.fo'  you 
give  me  any  warrant.'  "  ^ 

He  said  nothing. 

"  '^'"  "^'^'<'  <^"t«inly  is  in  We  with  you.    A  blind 

'T::  Td'pt-r  ""'•"  -^o-'-^-^  cflia  wittfX 

comt^if  God  "  ^      ^  '°  ^°"-     ^"''  ""-  ">^  «■"' 
comes— if  God  spares  you  both -" 

futu^woru:''""™''  '^ '-''  '"■'"^'  "«>-  ^»  - 
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"  Celia !  " 

"  W-what,  dear?" 

"  Don't  you  know  I  cannot  marry?  » 

"Why  not,  Philip?" 

th.r  ^"""i^.^  ""'"^  ^"'^  ^'^'^  ""^^««  I  fi'-^t  told  her 

a^ail^'t'/'^'P-  ';;.^!  -^^^'  *--  starting  to  her  eyes 
again,      do  you   tlunk  that  would  weigh  with  a  ll 
who  .so  truly  and  unselfishly  in  love  with  you?  "^ 
You  don't   understand,"   he  said  wearily.      «  I'd 

mnH,        r  ,  ""^  "■""""  "">  ""rth  what  rav 

"I  believe  that  the  brain  is  the  vehicle,  not  the 
o  .«.„  „    thought,     I  heiievo  a  brain  beeon,;  a  .L^ 

"Mtes  .t.      And  th,s   ,s   what   is   called   the  soul.  .  . 
Whatever  ,t  .s.  it  i,  what  I  saw-or  what  that  some- 
thing,  extenor  to  my  body,  recognised. 

her.     Soraethmg  that  belongs  to  me  saw  the  i.n„nor- 
t«l  vs.tor ,  something,  that  is  the  vital  part  of  me,  saw 
recognised,  and  was  recognised."  ' 

^unf°h  "^T  "'""'  ""^  '"'  "'"^'  »''™'-  ""^  booming 
guns  sh„„k  the  wmdow;  the  clatter  and  uproar  of  the 

pa.»,ng  waggon  train  filled  their  ears. 
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Suddenlj.  the  house  rocked  under  the  stunning 
crash  of  a  huge  gun.  Celia  sprang  to  her  feet,  caught 
at  the  curtain  as  another  terrific  blast  shivered  the  win- 
dow-panes and  filled  the  room  with  acrid  dust. 

Through  the  stinging  clouds  of  powdered  plaster 
Colonel  Craig  entered  the  room,  hastily  pulling  on  his 
slashed  coat  as  he  came. 

"  There's  a  fort  in  the  rear  of  us-don't  be  fright- 
ened, Celia.     I  think  they  ,„ust  be  firing  at " 

His  voice  was  c^rowned  in  the  thunder  of  another 
gun ;  Ceha  made  her  way  to  him,  hid  her  face  on  his 
breast  as  tlie  room  shook  again  and  the  plaster  fell 
from  the  ceiling,  filling  the  room  with  blinding  dust. 

Oh,  Ci-  'z-  she  gasped,  "  this  is  dreadful.     Phih'n 
cannot  stay  here " 

"  Better  pull  the  sheets  over  his  head,"  said  her  hus- 
band, „,    ting  Berkley's  eyes  with  a  ghost  of  a  smile. 
It  wont  last  long;  and  there  are  no  rebel  batteries 
that  can  reach  Paigecourt."     He  kissed  her      "  How 
are  you  feeling,  dear.P     !'„,  trying  to  arrange  for  you 

to  go  North  on  the  first  decent  transport » 

"I  want  to  stay  with  you.  Curt,"  she  pleaded, 
tightening  her  arms  around  hiV  neck.  «  Can't  I  stay  as 
lon^  my  husband  and  son  are  here.P    I  don't  wish  to 

"You  can't  stay,"  he  said  gently.  "  There  is  no 
immediate  danger  here  at  Paigecourt,  but  the  army  is 
turning  this  landing  into  a  vast  pest  hole.  It's  deadly 
unhealthy.  I  wish  you  to  go  home  just  as  soon  as  I 
can  secure  transportation- 
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"And  let  them  burn  Paigecourt?     Who  is  there  to 
look  after^ " 

"  We'll  have  to  take  such  chances,  Celia.  The  main 
thmg  ,s  for  3.0U  to  pack  up  and  go  home  as  soon  as  you 
possibly  can.  .  .  .  I've  got  to  go  out  now.  I'll  try  to 
come  back  to-night.  The  General  understands  that  it's 
jour  house,  and  that  you  are  my  wife;  and  there's  a 

fery— r^*  ^""^  *  ^'"'°"  ^""^  ^""g  «"t  f'-o"^  the  gal- 
She  looked  up  quickly;  a  pink  flush  stained  her  neck 
and  forehead. 

^*' I  would  not  use  that  wicked  flag  to  protect  my- 
se  f  she  said  quietly-''  nor  to  save  this  house,  either, 
Curt.  It  s  only  fo'  you  and  Phil  that  I  care  what  hap- 
pens to  anything  now " 

"Then  go  North,  you  bad  little  rebel!  "  whispered 
her  husband,  drawing  her  into  his  arms.  "  Paige  and 
Marye  have  been  deserted  long  enough;  and  you've 
seen  sufficient  of  this  war-plenty  to  last  your  life- 
time " 

"  I  saw  Ailsa's  house  burn,"  she  said  slowly. 

"  Marye-mead.     When  ?  " 

"  This  mo'ning,  Curt.  Phil  thinks  it  was  the  shells 
from  the  gun-boats.  It  can't  be  he'ped  now;  it's  gone 
So  IS  Edmund  Ruffin's.  And  I  wish  I  knew  where  that 
child,  Ailsa,  is.  I'm  that  frightened  and  mise'ble, 
Curt " 

An  orderly  suddenly  appeared  at  the  door;  her  hus 


band  kissed   her  and  hurried 


away.     The  outer  dooi 


swung  wide,  letting  in  a  brassy  clangour  of  bugles  and 
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a  roll  of  drums,  which  softened  when  the  door  closed 
with  a  snap. 

It  opened  again  abruptly,  and  a  thin,  gray-garbed 
figure  came  in,  hesitated,  and  Celia  turned,  staring 
through  her  tears: 

"  Miss  Lynden !  "  she  excMmed.     "  Is  Ailsa  here?  " 
Berkley  sat  up  and  leanea  forward,  looking  at  her 

intently  from  the  mass  of  bandages. 

"  Letty !  "  he  said,  «  where  is  Mrs.  Paige.?  " 

Celia  had  caught  the  girl's  hands  in  hers,  and  was 

searching  her  thin  white  face  with  anxious  eyes;  and 

Letty    shook    her    head    and    looked    wonderingly    at 

Berkley. 

"  Nothing  has  happened  to  her,"  she  said.  "  A  Sis- 
ter of  Mercy  was  wounded  in  the  field  hospital  near 
Azalea,  and  they  sent  for  Mrs.  Paige  to  fill  her  place 
temporarily.  And,"  looking  from  Celia  to  Berkley, 
"  she  is  well  and  unhurt.  The  fighting  is  farther  west 
now.  Mrs.  Paige  heard  yesterday  that  the  8th  Lancers 
were  encamped  near  Paigecourt  and  asked  me  to  find 

Mr.  Berkley — and  deliver  a  letter " 

She  smiled,  drew  from  her  satchel  a  letter,  and,  dis- 
engaging her  other  hand  from  Celia's,  went  over  to  the 
bed  and  placed  it  in  Berkley's  hands. 

"  She  is  quite  well,"  repeated  Letty  reassuringly ; 
and,  to  Ceha:  "  She  sends  her  love  to  you  and  to  your 
husband  and  son,  and  wishes  to  know  how  they  are  and 
where  their  regiment  is  stationed." 

"You  sweet  little  thing!"  said  Celia,  impulsively 
taking  her  into  her  arms   and  kissing  her  pale   face. 
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send"!"  r'^A-r"  'IT  ""■    '''  '^  -■<  -"  '» 
^end  North.     A,lsa  couldn't  leave,  .o  ,l,e  a.k«l  ™e  to 

Sl,e  accepted  a  cl.air  near  the  hcd.    Ceha  went  away 
to  prepare  s„„,e  hreakfaat  with  the  aid  of  old  Peter  3 
Sad,e,  her  „,aid.     And  a.  .oon  a,  «he  left  the  roo ' 
Letty  sprang  to  her  feet  and  went  straight  to  Ber,;; 
I   d.d  not   tell   the   entire   truth,"  ,he   ,,aid   in   a 
low.  excted  vo,ee.     "  I  heard  ,„ur  regin.ent  wa.  here 
Ajsajearned  .t  fron,  n,e.     ,  was  con.in«  an.wa,  to' 

s.ili„I''"°"'^'''^"^-"'''«P-'"'.-P™edand 

-what Irdo."  '""'"  ■""'"— -^'^-to  know 

"  Can  /  help  you  ?  " 

She  looked  wistfully  at  him;  the  tears  rushed  into 
her  eye« ;  she  dropped  on  her  knees  at  his  bedside  and 
hid  her  face  on  his  hands. 

"Letty-Lettj!"  he  said  in  astonishment,  "what 
on  earth  has  happened?  " 

She  looked  up,  lips  quivering,  striving  to  meet  his 
gaze  through  her  tears.  '^ 
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He — he  has  asked  me  to 


"  Dr.  Benton  is  here.  . 
— marry  him." 

Berkley  lay  silent,  watching  her  intently. 
"  Oh,  I  know— I  know,"  she  sobbed.  "  I  can't,  can 
I?  I  should  have  to  tell  him — and  he  would  never  speak 
to  me  again— never  write  to  me — never  be  what  he  has 
been  all  these  months! — I  know  I  cannot  marry  him. 
I  came  to  tell  you— to  ask— but  it's  no  use — no  use.    I 

knew  what  you  would  say " 

"  Letty !     Wait  a  moment " 

She  rose,  controlling  herself  with  a  desperate  effort. 
"  Forgive  me,  Mr.  Berkley ;  I  didn't  mean  to  break 
down  ;  but  I'm  so  tired— and— I  wanted  you — I  needed 
to  hear  you  tell  me  what  was  right.  .  .  .  But  I  knew 
aheady.  Even  if  I  were — were  treuci.erous  enough  to 
marry  him — I  know  he  would  find  me  out.  ...  I  can't 
get  away  from  it — I  can't  seem  to  get  away.  Yester- 
day, in  camp,  the  20th  Cavalry  halted— and  there  was 
John  Casson!— i^nd  I  nearly  dropped  dead  beside  Dr. 
Benton — oh  the  punishment  for  what  I  did ! — the  awful 
punishment ! — and  Casson  stared  at  me  and  said :  '  My 
Lord,  Letty !  is  that  you  ?  '  " 

She  buried  her  burning  cheeks  in  her  hands. 
"  I  did  not  lie  to  him.  I  offered  him  my  hand ;  and 
perhaps  he  saw  the  agony  in  my  face,  for  he  didn't  say 
anything  about  the  Canterbury,  but  he  took  off  his 
forage  cap  and  was  pleasant  and  kind.  And  he  and  Dr. 
Benton  spoke  to  each  other  until  the  bugles  sounded 
for  the  regiment  to  mount." 

She  flung  her  slender  arm  out  in  a  tragic  gesture 
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toward  the  horizon.    "  The  worlri  ;«  ««♦     •  i 

hide  In  "  wl         •  1  •        .  *  "■"'*'  <'"'>"«»'  to 

all  the  earth !  "  »'"""-»„  pl,.oo-„„  p|„„  ;„ 

man  1 1  „„k  ho  „_„„d  i  „„„  i„^„  ,„.„,  ^. 
Ju.l«o-ho  „  ,ho  „„|y  „,„„  „„  ,„,h  ,,  ,„  ,_^^^     "^h 
fo...o„  vou  have  ,na.le  this  day  to  me." 

She  Icioked  at  him,  bewildered. 

"I  advise  you  to  love  hi,„  and  marry  hin,.    Tell  him 
.bout  yourself  if  you  ehoosc;  or  don't  tell  hi„,.     T,,:: 

necessity  „f  tummg  one's  self  inside  out  the  moment 
one  eomes  to  marry     Let  me  tell  you.  fe.  „,e„  ea    d„ 

:';  lXh"":Tr:rA '?"  '""'■ '- '-  - 

enougn  to  try  ,t.    As  for  women,  few  have  anv 

confesses  to  make,    A  few  have.    You  are  one."        ' 

ics,    she  whispered. 

*'  But  I  wouldn't  if  I  were  von     if  «,. 

X  wtre  jou.    If  ever  anv  man  nr 

woman  took  the  chanee  of  salvation  and  made  thrmolt 
tha   I  w!„rrK"  Z  '""'■    ^"'^  ''"•  «"'"«  '"  '^"  you 

"  w  .t;V"  ^  '°  •"""' ""' '' '  ''"•«'  y-" 

nersh.p  for  any  man.  Don't  be  afraid  that  you  ean't 
meet  men  on  the.r  own  level.  Vou're  above  most  of  u, 
now:  and  you're  mounting  steadily.  There,  that's  mv 
op,„,o„  of  you-that  you're  a  good  woman,  and  a 
charmmg  one;  and  Benton  is  devilish  lucky  to  get  y, 


Come  here,  Letty. 
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She  went  to  hi.„  h.s  though  dazed ;  and  he  took  both 
ner  hands  in  his, 

"Don't  y„„  k„„H,..  ,„  ,„jj_  „j,,^j  J   ^^^^  ^ 

you,  day  aftT  day,  i„ti,„a,oly  n»,,ociat«l  with  the  woman 

tl,„°r  ,K      ■"  ^™   ""*"''"><<  "ow  that   I  an,   ,ellin„ 

ho  t^th   when   ,   »ay,  let   the  past  bury   it,   ghost ' 

and  go  on  hv„,g  „»  y„„  h„,,  ,,v,d  f„^  „_^  ___^_^^__^ 

that  your  chanee  eame  to  live  nobly.  /  know  what  you 
have  made  of  yourself.  I  know  what  the  ohanees  were 
«ga,„,t  you.  You  are  a  better  woman  to-day  than 
™«ny  who  W..1  die  untempted.  And  you  shall  not 
doubt  ,,  Letty.  What  a  soul  is  born  into  is  often 
fine  and  noble;  what  a  soul  makes  of  itself  is  beyond 
all  praise.  "^ 

"Choose  your  own  way;  tell  him  or  not;  but  if 
you  ove  h.m,  give  yourself  to  him.  Whether  or  not 
you  tell  hun,  he  will  want  you-«s  I  would-as  any 
man  would.  ...  Now  you  must  smile  at  me,  Letty." 

tra„!«°  "'r''.'r''"'  '■■'"  »  '"-.  Pal'id.  enraptured, 
tran  figured  with  an  inward  radiance  that  left  hi,„ 
sdent-graver  after  that  swift  glimpse  of  a  soul  ex- 
She  said  slowly:  "You  and  Ailsa  have  been  Go.r, 
own  ..essenger,  to  „,e.  ...  I  .,hal|  tell  Dr.  Benton. 
•  .  .  If  he  St,  1  wishes  it,  I  will  „,arry  him.  It  will  be 
for  him  to  ask— after  he  knows  all." 

Celia  entered,  carrying  the  breakfast  on  a  tray. 
Curt  s  Zouaves  have  stolen  ev'y  pig.  but  I  fom,d 

Oh,  dear!  the  Ho'  is  in  such  a  mess  of  plaster!    Will 
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yon  sit  on  the  aidge  of  the  bed,  Mi.s  L^^nden,  and  he'p 
my  cou.sin  eat  this  hot  co'n  pone?  " 

So  the  napkin  was  spread  over  the  sheets,  and  pil- 
lows tucked  behind  Berkle.v;  and  Celia  and  Lettv  fed 
hu„,  and  Letty  drank  her   coffee   and   thankfuli;  ate 
her  b,u.on  and  corn  pon.,  telhng  then,  both,  between 
"tos,  how  .t  had  been  with  her  and  with  Ailsa  since  the 
Sroat   retreat  set   in,  swamping  all  hospitals   with   the 
--k   and    wounded    of   an    unbeaten    but    disheartened 
army,  now  doomed  to  deci.nation  by  disease 

"  It  was  dreudful,"  she  said.  "We  coul.l  hear  the 
finng  for  nnl.s  and  nnles,  and  nobody  knew  what  was 
»>appenn.g.  But  all  the  northern  papers  said  it  was 
one  great  va-tory  after  another,  and  we  believed  then.. 
A  the  reg.n.ental  bands  at  the  Landing  pla ved ;  and 
o  ybody  was  so  excited.  VVe  al.  expected  to  hear 
that  our  army  was  in  Kichn.ond." 

CVlia  reddencl  to  the  ears,  and  her  lip.  tightened, 
but  s,  .,,,  „„,.,,^,^  ,^„,  ^^^^^^  ^^^^^^^  on,\.nctnscio:: 
of  the  fiery  en.ot.ons  awaking  in  Celia's  b,-east  • 

Dital  '"r.!!""'^  ""  '"^  ''""'■^"'  ""'^  '''^PP^'  -  tlK«  hos- 
P.tul--a  1    those   poor   sick    soldiers,"    she    said,    "  and 

everybocly  was  beginning  to  plan  to  go  hon.e,  think- 
n^  l>e  war  had  nearly  ended.  I  thought  so,  too,  a,.d 
I  -as  so  glad.  And  then,  son.ehow,  people  bega,.  to 
^^  uneasy;  and  the  first  stragglers  appeared.  .  .  . 
Oh  ,  dul  seem  u.cre.liblo  at  first;  we  wouldn't  believe 
that  the  s.ege  of  Richn.ond  had  been  abandoned  " 

She   sm.led   chearily.      "  I'v,.   Unuui   out    that    it   is 
very  easy  to  believ 


•hat 


jou   want   to   belie 
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Zit/"-  """    '""•    '""^^    '""^    "«>-    "roth,    Mr. 

Before  he  could  answer  the  door  opened  and  a  red 
zouave  ca      i„   carrying  hi.,  ri«e  and  ifnap.::  '' 

is  dead?"      '    '^  ""  "  ""  ""'"  ™-'  "•'-"'^  1-nt 

"What!" 

He  looked  stupidly  around  the  room,  resting  hi, 
ej.s  »  Letty  and  Berkley,  then  dropped  heal^^onto  : 

arrild  tre'SlrdlvT'l  ™7:'^-     "  "'  °"'^ 
fn  \f  n       ,    f*^«terday— transferred   from  his  militia 

«1  hit  hin,  h.st  night-oh-he.  al    tl    „  pUe;- 
«nd  Major  Lent  doesn't  know  it,  either.  .      .';:  ;~ 

;e,'":or;:"''''Hc""'"^''  r-  *"^  ---  ^^- 

her.  '  "'"  ""'■  P"'  hi'  «™s  around 

"Te'll^""',  ,""■'*!  '"  ^''"■'"'''  "■'"''  y™?"  he  said 
Tell  her  I  love  her.    I  didn't  know  it  until  lust  a Tw 
n>mules  ago.     But  I  do,  mother      I'd  111!  * 

Transferred  f rlT^  e  7  h  toT  ^'"   ""^^   '"^^'^ 
in  ♦!,     ^xL  ^  *°  *^^  Zouaves  as  lieutenant 

m  the  5th  company?  "  "*^u tenant 

"Yes.     Was  he  killed?" 

3^e  was  all  torn  to  p.eces.    Tommy  Atherton, 
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too;  you  l„e^  him,  of  cour.e-«th  Zouave,.     Ho  hap- 
pened  ,„_just  visiting  Arthur  Wye.     They  were  .^1 
P  a^g    card.    i„    a    half    finished    bomb-prooT 
Mother,  you  .,«  write  to  Camilla,  won't  y„u,  dear^ 

cau   Ht^K'^*""'"'-"'   '•'•"-™<'  M-  Lyndon!"     He 

thoTr.r^::;!"'^ J™*;^  C-'-^  -«■■-*  aoro. 

"Innl-    ..I,        „,  '   '""""'nS  to  the  window. 

Look  at  then,,  Phil!    Can  you  see.'    The  road  i,  full 

too     T:Tr"'  "  "-'"^  -«™™'  <"  "-  in  hlu 
too.     The  battenos  are  all  harnessed  up;  do  you  think 

hln  T,^':t  ™""'"  ■»"'-'    I  'on't  know  X 

rSh  ,"nd         ^  ?""  "°''"  ^"^  '^^'-•-'l  'n  .suddo' 
wrath  and  anguish.     "I  don't  undo  stand  why  thev 

W.1I  be  k  led,  and  my  only  son-Iiko  Jimmy  Le„t-if 
they  don't  ever  stop  this  wicked  fighting-—.. 

tor  rs7T  »  '  "^7  ^  '""'^  ">^  "«'■"  ■■"  plas- 
ma  e     ton    'Ih:  If ""  *'^  '^"^  '--  "•''>'" 
t  on  a  table.    Then  very  sweetly  and  with  abso- 

lu  o  composure  she  took  leave  of  Celiald  of  Bork Z 

broughrhf:: '"^ "'"''' "- '-"- "-'  ^-^^y  "«<» 


I 

i 
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t.on.s.     Do  you  know  a  soldier  named  Arthur  Wye?    He 
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is  serving  „ow  as  artilleryman  in  the  10th  N.  Y.  Flyinir 
Battery,  Captain  McDunn.  Are  you  acquainted  with  a 
lieutenant  in  the  5th  Zouaves,  named  Cortlandt?  I  be- 
leve  he  is  known  to  his  intimates  as  Billy  or  '  Pop  '  Cort- 
landt. Are  they  trustworthy  and  reliable  men?  Where 
did  you  meet  Miss  Lynden  and  how  long  have  you  known 
hQTf    Please  answer  immediately. 

"AiLSA  Paige." 

Wondering,  vaguely  uneasy,  he  read  and  re-read 
this  note,  so  unlike  Ailsa,  so  brief,  so  disturbing  in  its 
direct  coupling  of  the  people  in  whose  company  ho  had 
first  met  Letty  Lynden.  .  .  .  Yet,  on  reflection,  he  dis- 
missed apprehension.    Ailsa  was  too  fine  a  character  to 
permit  any  change  in  her  manner  to  humiliate  Letty 
even  if  by  hazard,  knowledge  of  the  unhappy  past  had 
come  to  her  concerning   the  pretty,   pallid   nurse  of 
bamte  Ursula. 

As  for  Arthur  Wye  and  Billy  Cortlandt,  they  were 
incapable  of  anything  contemptible  or  malicious. 

He  asked  Celia  for  a  pencil  and  paper,  and,  propped 
on  his  pillows,  he  wrote: 

"  My  darling,  I  don't  exactly  understand  your  mes- 
sage, but  I  guess  it's  all  right.     To  answer  if 

"Billy  Cortlandt  and  Arthur  Wye  are  old  New  York 
friends  of  mine.    Their  words  are  better  than  other  peo- 
ple s  bonds.     Letty  Lynden  is  a  sweet,  charming  girl 
I  regret  that  I  have  not  known  her  years  longer  than  I 
have.    I  am  sending  this  in  haste  to  catch  Lettv'    ambu- 
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lance  just  departing,  though  still  blocked  by  artillery 
passmg  the  main  road.     Can  you  come?    I  love  you. 

"Philip  Berkley." 

Colia  sent  her  coloured  man  running  after  the  am- 
bulance. He  caught  it  just  as  it  started  on.  Berkley, 
from  h,s  window,  saw  the  servant  deliver  his  note  to 

Lett?   h''  ""' ""'«"''  «■«  t-'o  questions  concerning 
Lctty.    He  could  not.    So  he  had  evaded  them. 

Preoccupied,  still  cons,  .ous  of  the  lingering  sense 
o  uneasmess,  he  turned  on  hi,  pillows  and  looked  out 
ot  the  wmdow. 

from  the  nver,  another,  another;  and  boom!  booml 
boom!  eame  the  solid  thunder  of  cannon.  The  gun- 
boats at  the  Landing  were  opening  fire;  cavalry  were 
eadmg  the,r  horses  aboard  transports;  and  far  down 
the  road  the  sun  ghslened  on  a  long  column  of  scarlet, 
where  the  3rd  Zouaves  were  marching  to  their  boats. 

The  sharpshooters  had  already  begun  to  troubk 
them  The.r  officers  ordered  them  to  lie  down  while 
a.«.t,ng  the,r  turn  to  embark.  After  a  while  many  of 
the  men  sat  up  on  the  grounJ  to  stretch  and  look  about 
them,  Stephen  among  the  others.  And  a  moment  later 
a  cono,dal  bullet  struck  him  square  in  the  chest  and 
knocked  h,m  flat  in  the  dirt  among  his  comrades. 
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CHAPTER    XVII 

T„K   smoke   and   spiteful   crackle    of   the   pickets' 
usUade  had  nsen  to  one  unbroken  crash,  sohdl^  accen    d 
by  the  report  of  field  guns. 

Ambulances  were  everywhere  driving  to  the  rear  at  a 

Battery,  wbch,  unhmbered,  was  standing  in  a  cotton 
field  the  guns  pomted  southward  across  the  smoke  ris- 
mg  below. 

Claymore's    staff,    dismounted,    stood   near.      The 

a  tr.de  the  tra.l  of  the  sixth  gun  talking  eagerly  to 

at  fuU  speed,  plu„g,„g  and  bueketing  in  his  saddle,  the 

The  trooper  reined  in  his  excited  horse  beside  Claymore 
-luted    and  handed  him  a  message;  and  the  youthful' 
general  glancng  at  it.  got  onto  his  feet  in  a  hurry,  and 
tossed  h,syc,low-edged  jacket  of  a  private  to  an  or'de  ly 
Ihen  he  faced  the  lancer:  ■' 

wha't  l°"  ^."'"rl  ^"■"^  '"  '«''''  l-'^  position  no  matter 
what  ,t  costs!"  he  exclaimed  sharply.     "Tell  Colonel 

xth'bXtt^-trs"^;""?'-"™ 
..ought  Off,..  He  L:;i;oUdrc':pt:i:s„? 
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Lunbor  your  battery  to  tho  roar,  sir!     FolW 
he.  ..uarter...   h,   ,„„pp,d,    „„.,    ,,^^,^.   ^      J""- 

h.8  ^ddle,  g,v,„g  hi,  „„„„^  ,^i„  ^,_j  ^^ 

less  nod  to  his  staff. 

elear"™„"T;  t"'"'"''   '"™"'"''    ^'"^"'^    ^'-^   '■- 
cear,  penetrating  vo.ce:  "Cannoneers  mount  gun-ear- 

riages ;  cajssons  follow  ■  dr.V.r.    „  »  , 

loiion  ,  drivers,  put  spur  and  whio  to 

horses-forward-march! »  he  said 

"Trot  out!.,  rang  the  bugles;  the  horses  broke 

Ibout    „:    :^-P\'""'««'-    'he    cannoneer    bounced 
about    on    the    chests,    guns,    limbers    «n^ 

'hun,ped,  leaped.  Jolted,  rose'up,'  aU  *  s'i„r:: 
a  once  swayed  almost  to  overturning,  and  thunde^d 
on  m  a  tornado  of  dust,  leaders,  swing  team,  wheel 
team  stra.nmg  into  a  frantic  gallop 

The  powerful  horses  bounded  forward  into  a  mag- 
nfient  stnde;  general  and  staff  tore  on  ahead  to^afd 
he  ,„rnp,ke      Suddenly,  right  past  them  came  a  dri 
ng  storm  of  stampeding  cavalry,  panic-stricken,  rid- 
."6  hke  damned  men,  tearing  off  and  hurling  from  them 
carbmes,  canteens,  belts ;  and  McDunn,  whit!  with  rag 
whrpped  out  h.s  revolver  and  fired  into  them  as  th!y 
rushed  by  m  a  torrent  of  red  dust.    From  his  distorted 
mouth  v„e  epithets  poured;  he  cursed  and  damned  their 
cowardice,  and,  sending  up  in  his  stirrups,  riding  lik 
cossae     .,  full  speed,  a«empt«l  to  use  his  sabfe  on 

P.ng  th  m    for  the  poor  fellows  had  been  sent  into  fire 
ignorant  how  to  use  the  carbines  issued  the  day  before 
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Into  «  .sandy  field  all  spouting  .ith  exploding  shell, 
and  bullet,  the  drivers  galloped  «„d  steered  the  pl„,  "! 
mg  guns.  The  driver  of  the  lead  tean,.  fifth  caisson, 
was  shot  clear  out  of  his  .saddle,  all  the  wheel,  going 

whirled  ,„to  a  lane  „„  a  dead  run,  and  Arthur  Wye 
dnv,„g  the  swing  ,ea„,,  dinging  to  the  harness  and' 

Wdlrse"  ""  "■''"''  *"""*  ""  ""''"'  "'  "■= 

G„d"th"!'^  '"  r'"  *'"""«'  ''''°™"-     "  I  '">?'=  to 
God  that  cowardly  monkey  cavalry  saw  you !  " 

The  left  section  swung  on  the  centre  to  get  iU 

pos.t,on;    limber    after    limber    dashed    up,    cfashing 

funded  to  under  partial  cover  in  the  farm  lane  to  the 

ternfic ;  to  the  east  a  New  Jersey  battery,  obscured  in 
flame-shot  cloud,,  was  retiring  by  it,  twenty-eight- 
foot  prolonges,  using  cannister;  the  remains  of  a  New 
Ha.npsh,re  infantry  regiment  supported  the  retreat; 

ro  iTt  *'':.*""'»""-  Claymore  in  his  shirt,  sleeve 
rolled  to  lus  elbows.  hea,y   revolver  swinging   in   his 
blackened  fist,  was  giving  a  tongue  lasWng  to   th 
stream  of  fugitives  from  the  river  woods 

"Where  are  you  going!  Hey!  Scouting.*  Well 
,cout  to  the  front,  damn  you!  .  .  .  where  are  ,„u 
gomg.  young  man.'  For  ammunition.'  Go  back  to  the 
front  or  I'll  shoot  you!  Get  along  there  you  malinger- 
ers! or,  by  God.  rU  have  a  squadron  of  Arran's  L- 
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stickers  ride  yon  down  and  punch  your  skins   full  of 
holes!     Orderly!     Ask  Colonel  Arr«n  if  he  can  spare 

me  a  squad  of  his  lancers  for  a  ii.'v.-  minutes " 

The  orderly  saluted,  coughed  up  a  stream  of  hlood, 
fell  backward  off  his  horse,  scran.bled  to  his  feet  ter- 
ror-stricken, both  hands  pressed  convulsively  over  his 
stomach ! 

"Damn  them!  They've  got  n.e.  General!"  he 
gasped-"  they've    g-got    n,e    this    tin.e!      There's    a 

piece  of  shell  inside  me  as  big " 

He  leaned  weakly  against  his  n.ild-eved  horse,  nau- 
seated ;  but  it  was  only  a  spent  ball  on  his  belt  plate 
after  all,  and  a  hs,  moments  later,  swaying  and  sickly, 
he  forced  his  horse  into  a  trot  across  the  hill. 

A  major  of  Claymore's  staff  galloped  with  orders 
to  the  Zouaves ;  but,  as  he  opened  his  mouth  to  speak  a 
shell  burst  behind  him,  and  he  pitched  forward  on  his 
face,  his  shattered  arm  doubling  under  him. 

"Drag  me  behind  that  tree.  Colonel  Craig'"  he 
said  coolly.  "  I'll  finish  my  orders  in  a  moment."  Ma- 
jor Lent  and  Colonel  Craig  got  him  behind  the  tree; 
and  the  officer's  superb  will  never  faltered. 

"Your  now  position  must  cover  that  bridge,"  he 
whispered  faintly.  "The  left  section  of  McDunn's 
battery  is  already  ordered  to  your  support.  .  .  .  How 

is  it  with  you.  Colonel?     Speak  louder " 

Colonel  Craig,  pallid  and  worn  under  the  powder 
smears  and  sweat,  wiped  the  glistening  grime  from  his 
eye-glasses. 

"  We  are  holding  on,"  he  said.      "  It's  ail   rieht 
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Major.     I'll  got  word  through  to  the  General  »  n.A  V. 
of  McDunn',  battery  burst  into  view  on  «  dead  run 

7::XToT"'V'"  '^""' '"  -""  -ovo.  It  „; 

rebel  yell  was  beginning  again. 

A  solid  shot  strurk  Vo    «;  ™  .1      . 

-nnonecr  No.  3,  ..r  was  thul      ""I,  ""^  '""''  "'"'"« 

nto  tbc  road  „„h  a  beautiful  display  of  driving  and 
horsomansh,p  that  dre.  raucous  cheers  from  th"  Zou 
-c.  .here  they  lay,  half  stifled,   firing  arthc  gZ 
W  ^of    battle    gathering    along    the  Idges    7Z 

And  now  the  shrill,  startling  battle  cry  swelled  to 
he  hystencal  pack  yell,  and,  gathering  depth  and  vol- 
ume, burs   out  into  a  frantic  treble  roar.    A  Ion™ 
line  detached    tself  .'mm  ti..         j  *  *    •'^ 

sash«l  »„W  J  1        •  *'""^''  ""'""t'd  oflicers, 

gashed  ad  debona.re,  trotted  jauntily  out  in  front  o 

"•   *'■'  '■™"""'   '""'I-'   «-e^   Planted   forward;   there 

hTV  IT.'  '""«'  '"■'-•''«'"«  S'™m  of  ste  1  a  d 
the  Southland  was  afoot  once  more,  gallant,  n,ag„'^ 
c<^,^eep^ng  recklessly  on  into  the  red  gW.  oft 
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Berkley,  l.is  faco  bnndaKcl,  covered  with  sweat  and 
dust,  sat  liis  worn,  cowl.ide  smKlle  in  the  ranks,  long 
lance  couched,  watching,  expectant.  Every  trooper 
H-lio  could  ride  a  horse  was  neede<l  now ;  hospitals  ha.l 
given  up  their  invaJi.is;  convalescents  and  sick  n.en 
gathered  bridle  with  shaking  fingers;  hollow-eyed 
youngsters  tightened  the  cheek-straps  of  their  forage 
caps  and  waited,  lance  in  rest. 

In   the   furious   s„,oke   below   them   they   could   see 
the  Zouaves  running  about  like  red  devils'in  the  pit  • 
McDunn's   guns   continued   to   pour  solid   colun.ns   oi 
flame  across  the  creek ;  far  away  to  the  west  the  unseen 
Ln.on    line    of    battle    had    buried    itself    in    smoke 
Through  it   the   Southern   battle  flags  still   advanced, 
i.alted,  tossed  wildly,  moved  forward  in  jerks,  swung  to 
the  fierce  cheering,  moved  on  haltingly,  went  down,  up 
agani,  wavered,  disappeared  in  the  cannon  fog. 

Colonel  Arran,  his  naked  .«,al,re  point  lowered,  sat 
his  saddle,  gray  and  erect.  The  Major  never  stirred 
m  his  saddle;  only  the  troop  captains  from  time  to  time 
turned  their  heads  as  some  stricken  horse  lashed  out,  or 
the  unmistakable  sound  of  a  bullet  hitting  living  flesh 
broke  the  intense  silence  of  the  ranks. 

Hallam,  at  the  head  of  his  troop,  stroked  his  hand- 
some moustache  continually,  and  at  moments  spoke 
angrily  to  his  restive  horse.  He  was  beginning  to  have 
a  good  deal  of  trouble  with  his  horse,  which  apparently 
wished  to  bolt,  and  he  had  just  managed  to  drag  the 
fretting  animal  back  into  position,  when,  without  warn- 
ing, the  volunteer  infantry  posted  on  the  right  delivered 
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Almo.t  on  tlK.r  v.t.v  heels  u  .lust-.ovcrcl  V„,^M,„^^ 

'ilic  loan  lH.un.1,  „n  tlic  Irnil  »  .    •    "«  ""chts, 

flank  tl,„„.,.„,  „„  ,,,„,.,„„,,^^  ,._^^_^        .,„/f.„  ' 

l«e.nn,„«  ,,  ,,„,  ,„,„  ,„„  ,,..^,  ,„^  ^  ,„„„,„.^,  J" 

down  ,1 ':  T"  •"" ':""? """  «--v """» -'rove  1;.,,, 

A  .,„bro  stroke  sevc„.l  Berkle/,  cheek-.trap,  .,l,oer- 
.ng  through  v,.sor  and  button;  and  ,,e  ^.ung  hi,  h„„^ 
«.. J  drove  ,t  back,  anl  into  a  man',  face 

In  the  terrible  confusion  „„d  ,„     ,,  of  men  and 
horse,  he  could  scarcely  use  hi,  |„nce  at  all.  or  a^o 
the    .,rl,„g  1,„       „f  ,„,  ,„,„^,„,,^^  _^^  under,  and  Xt 
h.,  officer,  were  shouting.     ,t  was  ,dl  „  ni«l,„„„re-a 
ho  ror  of  snort  „g  horses,  p.„tin«,  sweat ing^rideX.h 

rted":-::"' """'-  ■"  -"'"'  -'""-  "■'*-«>■■•<» 

a  cr„.d,„«  curs,„g  „„,»  „f  cavalr,.„,e„  floundered  into 

continued  fighting  likew;;;;::,":?;;"^- "'■""*'•'•' 

Yelhng  exultantly,  the  bulk  of  Confederate  rider, 
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pnsscMl  H.r„UKh  tin-  Luuhts,  loavi,,^  tlu-,.,  t.,  Uu.  J„- 
antr^.  to  finish,  a,,.!  unl-  at  tlu  flying,  Fo.leral  infantry. 
KvorvwlKT.  I,a3„nct.s  [..^an  t,.  ^.|i,„„H.r  thn,UKl,  the 
Muok.  an.l  .lust,  as  th,  .lisor«  -isc-.l  M,ua.lron>  .alii..! 
H.ul  Kall..,.ecl  castuani,  seeking  vainly  for  shelter  to 
reform. 

noH-n    in    the   hollow   ...   ,„tire   tro..p   of    Lancers, 
fa'rly  u.tact,  ha.l  becon.e  entangle.!  an.ong   the  hrush 
""•J    .Voung    saplings,    a,.,|    fh.    ('o„tV<lc.,.ate    infantry 
«pnng.ng  over  the   fence,  began   to  bayonet   then,  ami 
pull    then.    fr«,n    their   horses,    while    the    half-stunned 
cavalryn.en  scattere.l  through  the  bushes,  ri.ling  hither 
and  t  nther  looking  vainly  for  some  road  to  lea.l  then, 
out  of  the  bushy  trap.      They  couhl  not  go  back;  the 
fence  was  too  soli.l  to  ri.le  down,  too  high  to  leap;  the 
carbM.eer.s  faced  about,  trying  to  .nake  a  stand,  S.-ing 
fro,„     he.r  sa.hlles;  Colonel  Arran,  confused  but  coot 
ur,K.l  Ins  brier-torn  horse  and  rode  forward,  swinging 
Ins  heavy  sabre,  just  as  Halla.n  an.l  Herkley  galloped 
"P  thro,.gh  the  bushes,  folbwed  by  forty  or  ,nore  be- 
w.l.lered   troopers,  and  halted   for  onler's.     But   there 
was  no  way  out. 

Then  Berkley  leane.l  fi-on.  his  sad.lle,  touche.l  the 
visor  of  h.s  cap,  and.  looking  Arran  straight  in  the 
eyes,  sai.l  (juietly: 

"  With  your  permission,  sir,  I  think  I  can  tear  down 
enough  of  that  fence  to  let  you  an.l  the  others  through ' 
May  I  try?  "  ^ 

Colonel  Arran  said,  quietly:  "  No  man  can  ride  to 
that  fence  and  live.     Their  infa.itry  hol.l  it." 
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'  Two  men  may  set  thoro  "     w«  *.         i 
„*  TT  II  •   ^      c'lerc.        He  turned  and  looked 

a    H,.ll.,„.     ..Wo'ro  not  going  ,o  »„„cn,,cr;  .c'lfa 
<i.e  hero  anyway.      SI,„11  .e  try  the  foneo  together"' 
I-or  «  second  the  silence  resounded  with  the  racket 

;!     t  ^  ■" '"™'''  ^''"^"^  "'""=•  op™'-!  his 

J"»    to  speak ;  but  no  soun.l  ean,e.     Suddenly  he  sw„n» 
.»    -o.  and  spurred  straight  toward  the  o'pen  bru^ 

fl    t        '     ■"'''""^  "■"  '■"  '>™*"chie£  and  holding 
It  fluttering  above  his  head.  ^ 

free''°'T«   T",  ''""'"=''  "'  ■"'"'  J"''^d  '-  -volver 
ree,  and  fired  at  him.     A  carbineer  also  fircl  after  him 

f-m  the  saddle,  but  Hallan,  rode  on  unscathed  in  h" 

haf-crazed    flight,    leaving    his    deserted    men    glzi'^ 

after  h™,  astounded.    In  the  smoke  of  another  v  UeT 

tHO  more  cavalryn.en  pitched  out  of  their  saddles.      '' 

Then    Berkley    drove    his    horse    bUndly    into    the 

pnckul  the  gkon,;  h,s  horse  reared,  and  went  down 
">  a  Pdeous  heap,  but  Berkley  landed  on  all  four, 
crawled  hurriedly  up  under  the  smoke,  jerked  a  boa  d 
l..o»o,  tore  another  free,  rose  to  his  kn  es  and  rip^ 
away  board  after  board,  shouting  to  his  comraZ^ 
come  on  and  cut  their  way  out 

«'  dl.,  .,t  ,  the,r  sabres,  forcing  their  way  up  the  bank 
'o  a  stubble  field,  and  forward  at  a  stfff  t'ot    oward 
I.C  «w,rl„,g  smoke  of  „  i;„i„„  battery  behind  which 
thoy  could  see  shattered  s.,u«drons  reforming 
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Berkley  ran  with  them  on  foot,  one  hand  gasping 
a  friendly  stirrup,  until  the  horse  he  clung  to  halted 
abruptly,  quivering  all  over;  then  sank  down  by  the 
buttocks  with  a  shuddering  scream.  And  Berkley  saw 
Colonel  Arran  rising  from  the  ground,  saw  him  glance 
at  his  horse,  turn  and  look  behind  him  where  the  Con- 
federate skirmishers  were  following  on  a  run,  kneeling 
to  fire  occasionally,  then  springing  to  their  feet  and 
trotting  forward,  rifles  glittering  in  the  sun. 

A  horse  with  an  empty  saddle,  its  ofl"  foreleg  en- 
tangled in  its  bri<llc,  was  hobbling  around  in  circles, 
stumbling,  neighing,  tripping,  scrambling  to  its  feet 
again,  and  trying  frantically  to  go  on.  Berkley  c.iught 
the  bridle,  freed  it,  and  hanging  t.  he  terrified  animal's 
head,  shouted  to  Colonel  Arran: 

"  You  had  better  hurry,  sir.  Their  skirmishers  arc 
coming  up  fast !  " 

Colonel  Arran  stood  quietly  gazing  at  him.  Sud- 
denly he  reeled  and  stumbled  forward  against  the  horse's 
flank,  catching  at  the  mane. 

"Are  you  badly  hurt,  sir.?" 

The  Colonel  tunied  his  dazed  eyes  on  him,  then  slid 
forward  along  the  horse's  flank.  His  hands  relaxed 
their  hold  on  the  mane,  and  he  fell  flat  on  his  face ;  and 
Berkley,  still  hanging  to  the  bit,  dragged  the  prostrate 
man  over  on  his  back  and  stared  into  his  deathly 
features. 

"  Where  did  they  hit  you,  sir.^*  " 

"  Through  the  liver,"  he  gasped.     "  It's  all  right, 

Berkley.  .  .  .  Don't  wait  any  longer " 

413 


S5 


\'' 


AILSA    PAIGE 


-f*. 


"  I'm  not  going  to  leave  you." 

"  Vou  must    .    .    .    I'm  onApA  V        1 

X  in  enaed.  .  .  .  \  qu  haven't  a — 
moment — to  lose " 

"  Can  you  put  your  arms  around  my  neck?  " 
"There's  no  time  to  waste!     I  tell  you  to  mount 

and  run  for  ,t !  .  .  .  And-thank  you " 

"  Put  both  arms  around  my  neck.   .   .      Quick  • 
Can  you  lock  your  fingers?  .  .  .  This  damned   honse 
wontstani     Hold  fast  to  me.     I'll  raise  you  easily. 

v"  ■  T  '        n  1  "  ^""^  "■''•  '^'  ^^^'^'-     Lean  forward. 

W  I  llwaklum  at  first-hold  tight  I...  Can  vou 
hang  on,  Colonel?" 

"  Ves — my  son." 

A  wil<l  thrill  ran  through  the  bo.y's  veins,  stopping 

ru^h  d  st,„g,„g  ,n,o  his  f,„;  ho  threw  one  arm  around 
the  droopng  figure  i„  the  saddle,  and.  controlhng  the 

thetld        "  '""  "'  ''"'•  ''"'''  "-^  '■"'-  "<"  «"- 

All  around  then,  the  dry  soil  ,as  bursting  into  little 

dus  ,.  fountains  whore  the  bullets  .ere  strikfng.  ahe"t 

dark    smoke    hung    heavily.      F„thor    on    some    bke- 

™ppe,l  sold,ors  shouted  to  them  f™n,  their  shallow  rifle 

Farther  on  still  they  passed  an  entire  battalion  of 
rogu  ar  ,n  antry,  calmly  seated  on  the  grass  in  li„e  „f 
battle;  and  boh.nd  those  troops  Berkley  saw  a  s.retohor 

bes L;  r/h  "      ""*  ""  "'  "•'  ''"""•'  ™^P'  ^■J-"'') 
Deside  It,  chewing  grass  stems. 

They  came  readily  enough  when  they  learned  the 
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name  und  rank  of  the  wounded  officer.  Berkley,  almost 
exhausted,  walked  beside  the  stretcher,  leadin^r  the  horse 
and  looking  down  at  the  stricken  man  who  lay  with 
eyes  closed  and  clothing  disordered  where  a  hasty  search 
for  the  wound  had  disclosed  the  small  round  blue  hole 
just  over  the  seat  of  the  liver. 

They  turned  into  a  road  which  had  been  terribly 
cut  up  by  the  wheels  of  artillery.  It  was  already 
thronged  with  the  debris  of  the  battle,  skulkers, 
wounded  men  hobbling,  pallid  malingerers  edging  their 
furtive  way  out  of  fire.  Then  ahead  arose  a  terri- 
ble clamour,  the  wailing  of  wounded,  frightened  cries, 
the  angry  shouts  of  cavalrymen,  where  a  Provost  Guard 
of  the  20th  Dragoons  was  riding  recklessly  into  the 
fugitives,  roughly  sorting  the  goats  from  tlie  sheep, 
and  keeping  the  way  clear  for  the  ambulances  now  ar- 
riving along  a  cross-road  at  a  gallop. 

Berkley  heard  his  name  called  out,  and,  looking  up, 
saw  Casson,  astride  a  huge  horse,  signalling  him  eagerly 
from  his  saddle. 

"  Who  in  hell  have  you  got  there.'  "  he  asked,  push- 
ing his  horse  up  to  the  Htter.  "  By  God,  it's  Colonel 
Arran,"  he  added  in  a  modified  voice.  "  Is  he  very 
bad,  Berkley.?" 

"  I  don't  know.  Can't  you  stop  one  of  those  am- 
bulances. Jack?  I  want  to  get  him  to  the  surgeons  as 
soon  as  possible " 

"You  bet!"  said  Casson,  wheeling  his  horse  and 
displaying  the  new  chevrons  of  a  sergeant.  "  Hey, 
you  black  offspring  of  a  yellow  whippet !  "  he  bellowed 
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hell  w,th  those  lances  of  jours,  Berkley '     Wha; 

I' or  God's  sake  shut  ud  •  "  saul  n««ui 
"  I  can't  sfnn^  .      ■  Berkley  nervous  y. 

1  can  t  stand  any  more  just  now." 

"  Oh !  "  said  Casson,  taken  aback,  "  I  dJHn'f  i, 
.ou  .„o  ,„eh  „„„ios  „.th  ,„„  Co.;„e       So"  '      Z 

driver?  "  ^'  ^™  "■""  '"  <^'""''  "P  "i".  the 

Berkley  hesitated.     "  Do  ,„„  !„<,,  ,,,,„ 
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ment  is?     I  ouglit  to  go  back— if  there's  anybody  to 
look  uftcr  Colonel  Arran " 

"Is  that  your  horse?" 

"  No — some  staff  officer's,  I  guess." 

"Whore's  yours?" 

"  Dead,"  said  Berkley  briefly.  Ho  thougiit  a  mo- 
ment, then  tied  liis  horse  to  the  tail-board  and  climbed 
up  beside  the  driver. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said ;  "  drive  carefully,  and  he  nodded 
his  thanks  to  Casson  as  the  team  swung  north. 

The  Provost  Guard,  filing  along,  carbines  on  thigh, 
opened  to  let  him  through;  and  he  saw  them  turning 
in  their  saddles  to  peer  curiously  into  the  straw  as  the 
ambulance  passed. 

It  was  slow  going,  for  the  road  was  blocked  with 
artillery  and  infantry  and  other  ambulances,  but  the 
driver  found  a  lane  between  guns  and  caissons  and 
through  the  dusty  blue  columns  plodding  forward 
toward  the  firing  line;  and  at  last  a  white  hospital  tent 
glimmered  under  the  trees,  and  the  slow  mule  team 
turned  into  a  leafy  lane  and  halted  in  the  rear  of  a  line 
of  ambulances  which  were  all  busily  discharging  their 
mangled  burdens.  The  cries  of  the  wounded  were  ter- 
rible. 

Operating  tables  stood  under  the  trees  in  the  open 
air;  assistants  sponged  the  blood  from  them  continual- 
ly; the  overworked  surgeons,  stripped  to  their  under 
shirts,  smeared  with  blood,  worked  coolly  and  rapidly 
in  the  shade  of  the  oak-trees,  seldom  raising  their  voices, 
never  impatient.     Orderlies  brought  water  in  artillery 
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»>"clvets;   wanl-masters   passed   swiftly    to   and    fro-   « 

ban<,a,.,s  to  assistants  .ho  scanned  aroun",  scurnTni 
lntj.r^a.nh^^^^^^ 

A  stretcher  was  brought ;  Colonel  Arran  opened  his 
heavy  hds  as   they  placed  him  in   it      His  evo 
moned  Berkley.  ''''*''  ""'"" 

MVln'?  ""  '''^'*'"  '^  '"''  '"  *''^  ^''-t  o^  a  voice. 

Uhachc^er  way  ,t  turns  out,  it's  all  right  iZ 

tried  to     ve  lawfnllv  t*  •     .  •   •   .  1  \e 

fully       I  t)     T    u     ''  ^'^^''  *°  J'^'*^  •"•^rci- 

fulIy.^Ulnnk-.he-would  forgive.  .  .  .  Willyou.P" 

^Jlo    bent    and    took    the    wounded    n,an's    hand    in 

"  If  I  knew— if  I  knew—"  he  s/iid    o»^  i  •    u       • 

tfod!      he  whisnered "if  ;♦  .         ^ 

"  pi-iLu        ir  it  Here  true- " 

A  surgeon  .houWorod  l,i,„  a.i<lc,  glanced  sharply  at 

the  p„„ont,  „,„,i„„ed  ,hc  bearers  f„r.ard.  ^ 

hoafbow^,"'  ;'°""  ""  ""  ™''^'''^-  ■'"■'"^  »  hand. 
.,    ""«    '"    '"'   »™^-     Beside   him    his   horse    fed 
qu,e.lv  on  the  weeds.      In  his  ears  rang  the  oris  of  th 
wc......ed;  ,d,  aronnd  hi,n  he  „s  conl!!     f  plj 

He  nmsl  have  slept,  too,  because  when  he  sat  un 
.nd  opened  his  e,es  again  it  was  nearlv  sundown  and 
somebo,!,  had  stolen  his  horse.  " 
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A  zouave  with  a  badly  sprained  ankle,  lying  on  a 
blanket  near  him,  offered  him  bread  and  meat  that 
stank ;  and  Berkley  ate  it,  striving  to  collect  his  dead- 
ened thoughts.  After  he  had  eaten  he  filled  the 
zouave's  canteen  at  a  little  rivulet  where  hundreds  of 
soldiers  were  kneeling  to  drink  or  dip  up  the  cool,  clear 
water. 

"  What's  your  reg'ment,  friend.?  "  asked  the  man. 
"  Eighth  New  York  Lancers." 
"  Lord  A'mighty !     You  boys  did  get  cut  up  some, 
didn't  you.?" 

"  I  guess  so.     Are  you  Colonel  Craig's  regiment.?  " 
"  Yes.     We  got  it,  too.     Holy  Mother— we  cot  it 
f'r  fair!" 

"  Is  your  Colonel  all  right.?  " 

"  Yes.     Steve — his   son— corporal,   10th  Company 
— was  hit." 

"  What !  " 

"Yes,  sir.  Plumb  through  the  collar-bone.  He 
was  one  of  the  first  to  get  it.  I  was  turrible  sorry  for 
his  father— fine  old  boy !— and  he  looked  like  he'd  drop 
dead  hisself— but,  by  gosh,  friend,  when  the  stretcher 
took  Steve  to  the  rear  the  old  man  jest  sot  them  clean- 
cut  jaws  o'  his'n,  an'  kep'  his  gold-wired  gig-lamps  to 
the  front.  An'  when  the  time  come,  he  sez  in  his  ca'm, 
pleasant  way:  'Boys,'  sez  he,  'we're  agoln'  in.  It's 
a  part  of  the  job,'  sez  he,  *  that  has  got  to  be  done 
thorough.  So,'  sez  he,  '  we'll  jest  mosey  along  kind  o' 
quick  steppin'  now,  and  we'll  do  our  part  like  we  al'us 
does  do  it.     For'rd — mar-r-rch ! '  " 
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Berkley    sat    still,    hands    clasped    over    his    knees 
tlunk.ng  of  Stephen,  and  of  C'elia,  and  of  the  fathe; 
out  yonder  somewhere  amid  the  smoke. 

"  Cxawd,"  said  the  zouave.  "  you  got  a  dirty  jab  on 

your  cocanut,  didn't  you? "  "^  *'         " 

The  bandage  had  slipped,  displaying  the  black  scab 

oMhe  scarcely  healed  wound;  and  Berkley  absently  re- 

"  That'll  ketch  the  girls,"  observed  the  zouave  with 
conv.ct.on.     «  Damn  it,  I've  only  got  a  sprained  ankl 
to  show  my  girl." 

Th  n  he  go,  up,  painfull^,  ,„,„  ^^^  J^ 

ad-eux  w,tl,  t.c  zouave,  .„d  wandered  off  toward  ihe 
hospital  to  seek  for  news  of  Colonel  Arran 

had"  "PPf""'^'',""''  'he  surgeons  had  operated,  and 
had  sent  the  Colonel  a  .ile  farther  to  the  rear,  ;here 
a  temporary  hosp.tal  had  been  established  in  a  young 
lad.es    seminary.     And   toward  this   Berkley   set   ou! 

rr:ire:;f----^''--"4Hea4 

As  he  walked  he  kept  ,  sullen  eye  out  for  his  stolen 

horse,  never  e.peeting  to  see  him,  and  it  was  with  a 

a  age  nurture  of  surprise  and  satisfaction  that  he 

cheld  h,m,  best„dden  by  two  dirty  malingerers  from  a 

wit!  J«    u         ?  ''^'"^"'  *'"'  ""•'  »"  ">^  -affle 

o  tr  f^?,";  "  "1  "^"«»"°"'  """  -P-^-hed  caeh 
otner  for  their  mutual  discomfort 

how"tr  ""^  '""'/''"'"^  ""^  '•■••"•'"♦  •>•=  -IW  not  know- 
how   they  escaped  absolute  annihilation   they  did  nit 
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comprehend;  for  Berkley  seized  the  bridle,  swung  the 
horse  sharply,  turning  them  both  out  of  the  saddle; 
then,  delivering  a  swift  kick  apiece,  as  they  lay  cursing, 
he  mounted  and  rode  forward  amid  enthusiastic  ap- 
proval from  the  drivers  of  passing  army  waggons. 

Long  since  tjic  towering  smoke  in  the  west  had 
veiled  the  sun ;  and  now  the  sky  had  become  gray  and 
thick,  and  already  a  fine  drizzUng  rain  was  falling,  turn- 
ing the  red  dust  to  grease. 

Slipping,  floundering,  his  horse  bore  him  on  under 
darkening  skies ;  rain  fell  heavily  now ;  he  bared  his  hot 
head  to  it;  raised  his  face,  masked  with  grime,  and  let 
the  drops  fall  on  the  dark  scar  that  burned  under  the 
shifting  bandage. 

In  the  gathering  gloom  eastward  he  saw  the  horizon 
redden  and  darken  and  redden  with  the  cannon  flashes ; 
the  immense  battle  rumour  filled  his  ears  and  brain, 
throbbing,  throbbing. 

"Which  way,  friend .5"'  demanded  a  patrol,  care- 
lessly throwing  his  horse  across  Berkley's  path. 

"  Orderly  to  Colonel  Arran,  8tl:  New  York  Lancers, 
wounded.     Is  that  the  hospital,  yonder.!^  " 

"Them  school  buildin's,"  no<lded  the  patrol. 
"  Say,  is  your  colonel  very  bad?  I'm  20th  New  York, 
doin'   provost.     We   seen   you    fellers   at   White   Oak. 

Jesus!  what  a  wallop  they  did  give  us " 

He  broke  off  grimly,  turned  his  horse,  and  rode  out 
into  a  soggy  field  wiicre  some  men  were  dodging  behind 
a  row  of  shaggy  hedge  bushes.  And  far  behind  Berk- 
ley heard  his  loud,  bullying  voice  : 
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f!„  '"'   '"■;"• '"''r"  pant,  off!     Back^orgo. 

Formrd!     Hump!     Hump!     Scoot'" 

tl.c  dn„    amounted  for  himself,  «„ve  hi,   hor.c  to  a 

n.a  tor   ,„to   an   opc„.f„oo,l   ,h<,l    »hcrc   a    kettle   was 
boihng  over  a  »heet-iro„  stove. 

«av'^tt  """'■'""^'^'^  ^^'"™«'  P--ntly.  threading  his 
«ay  through  a  ma,,  of  parked  ambulance,  to  the  shed 
»hc.re  Berkley  ,at  on  a  broken  cracker  bov. 

C  oionel  Arran  is  vcrv  low       T  «,.««.  » i  . 

not  bother  him  to-night."  *"         ^°" ''  "^"^ 

"Is  he — mortally  hurt?" 
"  I've  seen  worse." 
"  He  may  get  well  ?  " 
"I've  seen   'em  irot   wnll  ♦♦  <,»;i   iu 
ward-master      Tl         >     <  '  "•"  "»n-"n>n>itl«l 

ard  master.     Then,   looking   Berkley   over:    "  You  re 
pretty  d.rty,  «i„'t  y„u?     ^re   vou-"  h.       •     ■   , 
eyebrows  significantly.  ^  '"   '""""'   '"^ 

■.abuu'redt;;;.^*""  "-"^^  "'"■ "« ■•"*'^"-ce 

If  Col "  f*!"'     '"'"■''"  "^  ■™''  "P  "  -'  '"""--where 

He-    ful      f       •""    """''  ■""   ""   "■«'"   ••"   -«    vol 
"e  s  full  of  opium  now." 

"Did  thcj  get  the  bullet.^" 

hear'a^tt^'T      '   "'"''  "   ""«™"-   "'^    f"™"!-   but   I 
"  '°*  "'  ^"^^^  ""k-     If,  the  shock-in  a  man 
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of  hiH  ago.  Tl  J  wound's  iKun,  so  fur— not  «  tlircttd 
in  it,  I  hear.  Shock — and  gaii^riMU' — that's  what 
wo  h)ok  out  for.  .  .  .  What's  the  laws  down  hy  the 
river .''  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Berkley. 
"  Don't  you  know  if  you  ^ot  hckod?  " 
"  I  don't  think  we  did.     You'd  hear  the  firing  out 
here  much  plainer.'* 

"You're  the  8th  Cavalry,  ain't   vou.?" 
"Yes." 

"  They  say  you  got  cut  up." 

"  Some." 

"And  how  about  the  Zouaves?" 

"Oh,  they're  there  yet,"  said  Berkley  listlessly. 
Fatigue  was  overpowering  him :  he  was  aware,  present- 
ly, that  a  negro,  carrying  a  lanteni,  was  guiding  his 
stumbling  steps  into  a  small  building  where,  amid  piles 
of  boxes,  an  army  cot  stood  covered  by  a  blanket. 
Berkley  gave  him  a  crumpled  mess  of  paper  money, 
and  he  almost  expired. 

Later  the  same  negro  rolled  a  wooden  tub  into 
the  room,  half  filled  it  with  steaming  water,  and 
stood  in  profound  admiration  of  his  work,  grinning  at 
Berkley. 

"Is  you-all  gwine  brcsh  up,  suh.-"  he  inquired. 

Berkley  straightened  his  shoulders  with  an  effort, 
unbuckled  his  belt,  and  slowly  began  to  take  off  his 
wet  uniform. 

The  negro  aided  him  respectfully;  that  wet  wad 
of  dollars  had  done  its  work  profoundly. 
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"  Yo'  i.  dc  .djclant  Ob  di.  hero  GinVal  „1,  dc  L.„. 
W",   ,uh?      De    no'   olc  Gin'r,|i      II      i 
A,^m.u  A       u  •■inral.      He  done   at   ,|,ot 

drrtRe  b«^   .uh.  .  .  .  Je,«  you  l«y  on  de  «„•.  .uh.  tViU 

«Z  'L  'r  •  7''-  '  «"■■'"'  '""'■  ^''"  »■■'  -i'  ->.i  - 

rr~.    .':  '■°"'-"-""K>".vi     Wl,„  done  l,an«  you  on 
do  ha>d  <lat-a-way?"_,erul.l>in«  v,<jorou»lv  w.lh   t^ 

"",  ••":•    '"   y^f      ^•■'"-   r«e    «wino    rub    you    ha  d 
»uh,  .„    now  r,e  K.i„o  dry  y„„  haid."     lUohucT    ," 
»nd  rubbed  and  n,„„,„ula,od,  yet  boea.no  .end 
won,an    ,n    drying    ,he    ohpp„,    hair    and   the   ,oa      , 

wrluf  1;  ""'"''   ""'"•^-   "•""  --  o^  «'^' 
tTo  cot        '  "*"    ''"^■•'    '""'    ■""'    '-''    I 

ho  «'  I!?'"  ""^  '■''"'''"'•  "  ''"^  «"'""  "''■»■<>  you."    And 
he  fi,hed   out  a   razor   /ro™   the   rear  poekot  of   hi. 

wlh   a   proud   thun,b,  ,pread   more   ,o«p   over   Berk- 
%«  upturned   face,   and   fe„  deftly   to   work.   .,pi„« 

trou!!:."'™"""'""'    """"   ™    ""^    -■"   of   '-   ow* 
Berkley  remembered  «eing  him  do  it  twice;  then 
remembered  no  more.     A  blessed  sense  of  rest  s«,  hod 
every  bono;  ,n  the  heavenly  stillness  and  surcease  from 
n..se^e^drifted«ent,y  into  Slumber,  into  a  d^pdrlr 

.•n  crm;:!""^™ '""'-'  ^ "- "«'" "-  -'-^■^'^ 

"  Po-  li'l  sodger  boy,"  he  muttered.     «  Done  „ib 
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me  fo'  clollahs.     Lor'  (ior*  a'mighty !     Spec'  Mars  Lin- 
kum's  men  is  all  richer'n  ole  Miss," 

He  cast  another  glance  at  the  sleeping  man,  tlien 
picked  up  the  worn,  unuhly  boots,  threw  the  soiled 
jacket  and  breeches  over  his  arm,  and  shuffled  off, 
shaking  his  grizzled  head. 
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Aiul  nfrniu  ihv  same  impatient  voice  broke  out  con- 
temptuously: 

••  War?     These   two  years   Ua\,ut   l,een   two   years 
of  war!     They've  been   two  years   of  a  noisy,  ^r'nndy, 
rouKh  and  tumble- !     H„|l  Run  was  opera  bouff,!     The 
rest  of  it  has  been  o,ie  fantasfie  nn.l  bloo.lv  earnival' 
DkI  anybody  ever  before  see  such  a  «ran.hnother\s  ra^' 
huK  of  uniforms  in  an  American  army!     What  in  hell 
<lo    we    want   of    /o„aves    i„    F,vnch    miiforms,   cavalry 
anned  with  Austrian  lances,  ridiculous  rocket-batteries, 
Pohsh   riders,  Hun^r.irian  hussars,  ^rmiadiers,  mounte.1 
nfles,  n.ilitia  and   volunteers   in  every  ^arb,   carrying, 
every  arm  ever  created  by  foreign  armourers  and  mili- 
tary  tadors!  .   .   .    H„t   I    rather  guess  that  the  fancy- 
dress-ball   era  is  just  about   over.      I've  a   notion    that 
we're    conung    down    to    the    old-fashioned    arn.y    blue 
Hgain.     An<l  the  sooner  the  better.     I  want  no  more  red 
fe/zes  and  breeches  in  my  conunands  for  the  enemy  to 
bla/e  at   a    nnle   away!      I    want    no    n.ore    picturcMjue 
lances.     I  want  plain  blue  pints  and  Springfield  rifles, 
by  (Jod !     And  I   guess   I'll  get   them,  if  I  make  noise 
enough  m  North  America!" 

Who  this  iuipassioned  military  critic  was,  shouting 
opinions  to  the  sky,  Berkley  never  learne<l;  for  pres- 
ently there  was  a  great  jingling  and  clatter  and  tram- 
ple of  h«r.ses  brought  around,  an<l  the  officers,  whoever 
they  were,  mounted  and  departed  as  they  had  arrive,!, 
in  darkness,  leaving  Berkley  on  his  cot'  in  the  store- 
house to  stretch  his  limbs,  and  yawn  and  stretch  again, 
and  draw   the  warm   folds   of   the   blanket    closer,    and 
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ing  dar  "  '"■"*•  """'  '"'""^  '"  "-  co„,- 

lus  th  n  waisf      Ti,      1     .•  "eitca  it  m  about 

In^h  T  \    V  '""P"^  *^^*  *«  t'»^"  veranda 

In  the  dusk  the  bird  sane  tim.dlv      n    i  . 

just  make  out  the  outlines       fh'       .     ^^'''^  '""^^ 

"f  tall   trees   around       H  7?"'  '"''''"^'^'  '^"^ 

of  i.o.e»  i„  .,„.„,  „„:!::  :;'„f  ^ "-"-"  »t«".p.n« 

the  edge  of  his  bed  ^  '^'''''"  °" 

Arc  you  h.ro.  Philip?  "  ,„„„  ^  "^  • 

ron-cious  and  wi.hc,  to  sco  vou." 
"  Ailsa !    Good  God .'" 
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She  stood  looking  at  him  pl..ci,llv.  th»  buminR 
candle  steady  ,n  hor  hand,  her  face  very  white  and 
thin. 

He  had  risen,  standin^r  there  motionless  in  hi.s  beltal 
mvHhds  robe  with  the  stencilled  S.  C.  „n  the  shoulder. 
And  now  he  would  have  gone  to  her,  han.is  outstretched, 
haggard  face  Joyously  illun.ined ;  l,ut  she  stepped  !,ack 
w.th  a  sw.ft  gesture  that  halte.l  hi,„  ;  and  in  her  c«ln,, 
unfrundly  gaze  he  hesitated,  bewildered,  doubting  \us 
senses,  '^ 

*'  Ailsa,  dear,  is  anything  wrong?  " 

"  I   think,"  she   said  qnietly,   "  that    we   had   better 

not  let  Colonel  Arran  see  how  wrong  n.atters  have  gone 

>e  ween  us       He  is  very  badly  '.rt.      I  hav.  talked  a 

l.tt  e  w.th  bun.     I  came  here  her   use  he  asked  for  you 

and  for  no  other  reason." 

"  Did  you  know  I  was  here.?  " 

"  I  saw  you  arrive  last  night-fron,  the  infirmary 
Hmdow.  ...  I  hope  your  wound  is  healed,"  she  added 
m  a  strained  voice. 

"Ailsa!     What  has  happened?" 
She   shud.lered    slightly,   looked   at    him    without    a 
shadow  of  expression. 

"  Let  us  understand  one  another  now.  I  !,,uen't 
the  slightest  atom  of-regard~left  for  you.  I  have 
no  desire  to  see  you,  to  hear  of  you  again  while  I  am 
alive.      That   is  final." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  why?  " 

She   had    turned    to   go;   now   she   hesitated,   silent 
irresolute.  ' 
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"Will  you  till  me,  Ailsn?  " 

She  said,  wearily:  "If  you  insist,  I  can  make  it 
plH.ner,  sonu-  time.  But  this  is  not  the  time.  .  .  . 
And  you  hud  better  not  ask  me  at  all,  Philip." 

"  I  <l()  ask  you." 

"  1  warn  you  to  accept  your  tiismissal  without  seek- 
ing an  explanation.     It  would  .spart--us  both." 

"  I  will  spare  neither  of  us.  What  has  changed 
you  ?  " 

"  I  shall  choose  my  own  convenience  to  answer  you," 
she  replied  haughtily. 

"Choose  it,  then,  and  tell  me  when  to  expect  your 
explanation." 

"  When  I  send  for  you :  not  before." 
"  Are  you  going  to  let  me  go  away  with  that  for 
my  answer?  " 

"  Perhaps." 

He  hooked  his  thumbs  in  his  girdle  and  looked  down, 
cons.denng:  then,  quiet'y  raising  his  head: 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  have  found  out -what  has 
been  told  you.  I  have  done  plenty  of  things  in  n.y 
hfe  unworthy  of  you,  but  I  thought  you  knew  that." 

"  I  know  it  now." 

"  You  knew  it  before.  I  never  attempted  to  con- 
ceal anything." 

A  sudden  blue  glimmer  made  her  eyes  brilliant. 
"That  is  a  falsehood!"  she  said  dJliberately 
The  colour  faded  from  his  cheeks,  then  he  said  with 
ashy  composure: 

"  I  lie  much  less  than  the  average  man,  Ailsa.     It 
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i^s  nothing  to  boast  of,  but  it  happens  to  bo  true       I 
don't  lie." 

'•  \  ou  keep  silent  and  act  a  lie  I  " 
He  reflected  for  a  moment ;  then : 
"Hadn't  you   better   tell   me-" 
"  \o." 

Then  his  c-olour  returned,  surging.,  n.aking  the  scar 
on  h.s  fac-  hideovrs;  he  turned,  walked  to  the  window, 
""d  stood  looking  into  the  .larkness  while  the  .leparting 
ghnuner  of  her  candle  faded  on  the  wall  behin.l  hi„,. 

Presently,    scraping,    ducking,    chuckling,   the   old 

darky    appeared!    with    his    boots    and    uniform,    everv- 

'""J.  dry  an<l  fairly  clean;  and  he  dressed  bv  lantern 

•Kht,  buckled  his  belt,  drew  on  his  gl„ves,  settled  his 

forage   cap,   and    followed    the   old   man   out   into   the 

graying  dawn. 

'i'hey  guve  him  some  fresh  light  bread  and  a  basin 
of  eoffee:  he  finished  and  waited,  teeth  biting  the 
steni  of  his  empty  pipe  f„r  which  he  ha.l  no  tobacco. 

Surgeons,  assistant  surgeons,  contract   pl.vsicians, 
ward-,„asters,    nurses,    passed   and    re-passed ; 'stretch- 
ers  filed  into  the  dead  house;   coffins   were  being  un- 
loaded and  piled   ,„,der  a  shed;  a  constant   strea.n   of 
people    entered    and    left    the    apothecary's    office;    the 
Dn-Ks.on  Mclical  Director's  pren.ises  were'lusiegc-d.    A.n- 
bulances    continually   drove    up   or   departed;    files    of 
s.ck    and    wounded,    able    to    move    without    assistance, 
stood    m    hne,    patient,    uncomplaining    n,en,    bloody, 
ragged,   coughing,  burning   with    fever,   weakened    f^r 
iack  of  nourishment ;  many  crusted  with  filth  and  son.c- 
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times  with  vermin,  humbly  aw«itin|f  the  disposition  of 
their  hattered,  hulf-dead  bodies. 

The  incipient  stages  of  many  diseases  were  plainly 
apparent  anx.n^  them.  Mnn  after  man  was  placed  on 
a  stretcher  and  hurried  off  to  the  contagious  Mards; 
some  were  turned  away  and  <lirectcd  to  other  hospitals,' 
and  they  went  without  protest,  dragging  their  gaunt 
legs,  even  attempting  son.e  feeble  jest  as  they  passed 
their  wretched  comrades  whose  turns  had  not  yet 
come. 

Presently  a  hospital  servant  came  and  took  Berkley 
away  to  another  building.  The  wards  were  where  the 
schoolrooms  had  been.  Blackboards  still  decorated  the 
wall;  a  half-erased  exercise  in  Latin  remained  plainly 
visible  over  the  rows  of  cots. 

Ailsa  and  the  ,  uothecary  stood  together  in  low- 
voiced  conversation  by  a  window.  She-merely  raised 
her  eyes  when  Be,  .y  entered;  then,  without  giving 
him  a  second  gl«  ,ce,  continued  her  conversation. 

In  the  heavy,  oth.  ,ulen  atmosphere  flies  swarmed 
horribly,  and  men  det  u^d  as  nurses  from  regimental 
companies  were  fannii.  ;  thorn  from  helpless  patients 
A  civilian  physician,  coming  down  the  aisle,  exchanged 
a  few  words  with  the  ward-master  and  then  turned 
to  Berkley. 

"You    are    trooper    Ormond,    orderly    to    Colonel 
Arran?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Colonel  Arran  desires  you  to  remain  here  at  his 
orders  for  the  present." 
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"  Is  Colonel  Arrnn  likely  to  recover,  doctor?  " 
He  is  in  no  inunedirtte  dunj^cr." 

"May  I  see  him?" 

"Certainly.     He  sent  for  you.     Step  this  way." 

They  entered  another  and  much  smaller  ward  in 
which  there  were  very  ivsy  cots,  and  fro„,  which  manv 
of  the  flies  had  been  driven. 

Colonel  Arran  lay  very  white  and  still  on  his  cot ; 
only  his  eyes  turned  as  Berkley  can.e  up  and  stood 
at  salute. 

"  Sit  down,"  he  said  feebly.  And,  after  a  lonr. 
sdencc: 

"  Berkley,  the  world  seems  to  be  coming  right.  I 
am  grateful  that  I— lie  here— with  you  beside  me." 

Berkley's  throat  closed;  he  could  not  speak;  nor 
did  he  know  what  he  might  have  said  could  he  have 
spoken,  for  within  him  all  had  seemed  to  crash  softly 
into  chaos,  and  he  had  no  mind,  no  will,  no  vigour, 
only  a  confused  understanding  of  emotion  and  pain, 
and  a  fierce  longing. 

Colonel  Arran's  sunken  eyes  never  left  his,  watch- 
ing, wistful,  patient.  And  at  last  the  boy  bent  f..r- 
ward  and  rested  his  elbows  <,n  his  knees  and  dropped 
his  face  in  both  hands.  Time  ebbed  away  in  silence; 
there  was  no  sound  in  the  ward  save  the  blue  flies' 
buzz  or  the  slight  movement  of  some  wounded  man 
easing  his  tortured  body. 

"Philip!" 

The  boy  lifted  his  face  from  his  hands. 

"  Can  you  forgive  me.''  " 
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"Vc«     I   have TluTo  HHs  only  one  thine  to 

"  I  count  it — hitttrlv." 
„ Jl^r    ""■'    ""'•  •  •  ■  "    -•»    ""ly-m.v    n,otl.. 

"I  kno.,  „,,-  b„j,.     Tl,..  l,l,uK.  „,  j„.H.o  i,  do„.,lo- 
i^.     No  „.„.,,;,,,,,„,,,,,  ^^ 

ItiTlcli.y's   f„cf  hw-niiR.  ,„|„.|,. 

torrll.h.  f.       \,        r  "^'*''   pun.8hn.cnt    more 

ttrnhle  than   that   for  ,inv   ...an?" 

Presently  Berkley  drew    his  chair  closer 

"I   Hi.sh  you   to  knou-   hou    n.other  died,"   he  said 

«""Plv.      "It    is    vour    right    to    know  n 

fiw.-        n  '  **  Know.   .  .   .   Because, 

I  Iwlii'vc."  " 

For  «  ,|,ilo  tiK.  ,„„r„,ur  of  BctHovN  voice  nlonc 

«  -iRLt  flush  „„  |„.  ,u„i„„  ,,,„.^,^  „„  • 

n-k  e/s  l,».,  ,„,  „,,,  ,,,,  .„.,  ^^„„„.  ,^.j  ^,^^^^         "«. 

11,0    br,ll,«„t,    o,„in„„,    fli.,    „|,i,,„|    „,.^^, 
ove  .,„„,„,  ,,^,  „.„,„...p„,,^,^^  - 

t,c,r  back.    „  k,ck  ,„„1  ,,u.z  ,u„i  sen, e  over  tl.o 

..I  :  »l.ppcr«l  „ttc,„l„„,»  „,.,,,^  ,„„,     „,„ 

-h  ■.,«l,..,„c.;  ,.„„.  „,c  .,,„,.„,„.,,,  ,„,„^,  «,,, 
.lo.„  at  Colonel  Arran,  ,„„c,,„|  „„.  ^y,„  „,  „^  ,,,.; 
h^pul,«.  .,,.1  walked  „o.ele,s,v  a.av.     BerklcV,  ..o^; 
had  aln  ady  cjided-  *  ' 
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After  n  whil,.  h,-  ^aid:  -  If  vo„  will  «d  HcH-whHt- 

over  I  am— we  two  mtn  have  in  comn.ori  a  imnH.rv  that 

can  never  .lie.     If  there  were  nothing  elsc^;„d  k„„„., 

whether  there  is-that  n.enu,rv  is  enough  to  make  us 

live  at  peace  with  .,ne  another.    ...    I  ,|o  „„t  ,„tirrlv 

understan.l  how   it   is  with  me,  hut   I   know   that   son.e 

thm^s  have  hcen  washed  out  of  n.v  heart-IeavinK  httle 

of  the  bitterness— nothing  now   of  an^er.      It    hus   all 

been  too  sa.l  for  sue),  thin^s-a  tragedy  too  d.ep  for 

the  lesser  passions  to  nu.ldle  with Let  us  forgive 

each  other.   .  .  .   She  will  know  it,  somehow." 

Their  hmuls  slowly  dosed  together  and  remained. 
"  Philip ! " 

"Sir.'" 

"  Ailsa  is  here." 

"  Ves,  sir." 

"  Will  you  say  to  her  that  I  would  like  to  see  her?  " 

Tor  a  moment  Berkley  hesitated,  then  rose  quietly 
and  walked  into  the  adjoining  ward. 

Ailsa  was  bending  over  a  sick  man,  fanning  away 
the  flic-s  that  clustered  around  the  rdge  of  the  bowl 
from  which  he  was  drinking.  A.ui  Berkley  waited  un- 
td  the  patient  had  finished  the  broth. 

"Ailsa,  may  I  speak  to  you  a  moment?" 
She  hat!  been   aware  of  his  entrance,  and  was  not 
•startled.     She  ha.  '  -J  the  bowl  and  fan  to  an  attendant, 
turned   leisurely,  and   came   out    into   the   aisle 
'•  What   is  it?" 

"Colonel    Arran    wishes    to    see    vou.      Can    you 
come?" 
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"  Certain  I V." 

She  led  the  way;  and  as  she  nnlkod  he  noticed  that 
all  the  Jithe  ^race,  all  the  v.nath  and  sprinR  to  her 
step  had  vanished.  She  „.ove.l  wearily;  her  body  un- 
der the  Kray  ^Hrh  was  thin;  blue  veins  nhowe.l  ^untly 
in  temple  and  wrist;  only  her  superb  hair  and  eyes  had 
suffered  no  change. 

Colonel  A  nan's  eyes  opened  as  she  stooped  at  his 
bedside  and  hu.l  her  lips  li^rhtly  on  his  forehead. 

"I«  there  another  chair?"  he  asked  wearily. 

Ailsa's  ^rlance  just  rested  on  Berkley,  nK^isurinff 
hin,  in  expressionltss  disclain.  Then,  as  he  brouirht 
another  chair,  she  seated  herself. 

"  Vou,  too,  Philip,"  nuinnured  the  wounded  n.an. 

Ailsa's  violet  eyes  opened  in  surprise  at  the  implied 
intnnacy  between  these  men  whom  she  had  yaKuely  un- 
derstood were  anything  but  friends.  But  she  ren.ained 
coldly  aloof,  controlling  even  a  shiver  of  astonishn.cnt 
"h,.n  Colonel  Arran's  hand,  which  held  hers,  groped 
also  for  Berkley's,  and  found  it. 

Then  with  an  effort  he  turned  his  head  and  looked 
at  them. 

"  I  have  long  known  that  you  loved  each  other,"  ho 
« iuspered.  "  It  is  a  happiness  that  God  sends  „,e  as 
well  as  you.  If  .t  be  His  will  that  I-do  not  recover, 
this  makes  it  easy  for  me.  If  I,-.  ,vill»  it  that  I  live 
then,  in  His  infinite  mercy.  He  also  ^iyes  mc  the  reason 
for  living." 

Icy  cold,  Ailsa's  hand  lay   there,  limply   touching 
Berkley's ;  the  sick  man's  eyes  were  upon  them. 
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"  Philip ! '» 
"Sir?" 

"  My  watch  i«  hanffinff  from  a  nail  on  the  wall. 

Ihcrc    *«  chamois  bag  hanging  with  it.     Give— it^ 
to  nie.'* 

Ami  when  it  lay  in  his  hand  he  picke.l  at  the 
«tnnff.  foree.I  it  open,  .Irew  out  a  key.  and  laid  it  in 
Berkley  s  hand  with  a  faint  smile. 

"  V'ou  remember,  Philip?  " 

"  YeH,  «ir." 

The  woun.led  man  looked  at  Ailsa  wistfully. 
"  It  is  the  key  to  my  house,  dear.     One  .kv,  please 
God,  you  and  Philip  will   live   there."  .   .   .   jjc   d.,s.d 
hi«  eyes,  groping  for  both  their  hands,  and  retaining 
them,  lay  sdent  as   though  asleep. 

Berkley's  palm  burned  against  hers;  she  never 
stirred,  never  moved  a  nu.scle,  sitting  there  as  though 
turned  to  stone.  But  when  the  woumkd  n.an's  frail 
grasp  relaxed,  cautiously,  silently,  she  freed  her  fingers 
rose,  looked  down,  listening  to  his  breathing,  then,' 
without  a  glance  at  Berkley,  moved  quietly  toward  the 
door. 

He  was  behind  her  a  second  later,  and  she  turned 
to  confront  him  in  the  corridor  lighted  by  a  single 
window.  * 

"Will  you  tell  me  what  has  changed  you.'" 
he  said. 

"  Something  which  th,i4  ghastly  farce  cannot  in- 
fluence!" she  sai.l,  hot  faced,  eyes  brilliant  with  anger. 
"I  loved  Colonel  Arran  enough  to  endure  it-endure 
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vour  touch— which  shaiMcs— defiles— which— which  oul 
mgcs  every  instinct  in  me!  " 

Breathless,  scornful,  she  drew  l)ack,  still  facin<r  hiii 
"The  part  you  have  played  in  my  life!"  she  sai( 
bitterly-"  think  it  (,ver.  Hen.en.her  what  you  hav 
been  toward  me  from  the  first— a  livin^r  i„su'lt !  Am 
when  you  remember— all— remember  that  in  spite  of  al 
I— I  loved  y„u— stood  before  you  in  the  rags  of  mj 
pride— all  tiiat  you  had  left  me  to  clothe  myself  !- 
stood  upright,  unashamed,  and  acknowledged' that  ] 
loved  you  I  " 

She  made  a  hopeless  gesture. 

"  Oh,  you  had  all  there  was  of  my  heart  !  I  gave 
It;  I  laid  it  beside  my  pride,  under  your  feet.  God 
knows  what  madness  was  upon  me— and  you  had  flung 
my  innocence  into  my  face!  And  you  had  held  me  in 
your  embrace,  and  looked  me  in  the  eyes,  and  said  you 
would  not  marry  me.     And  I  still  loved  you !  " 

Her  hands  flew  to  her  breast,  higher, \-lasped  against 
the  full,  white  throat. 

"Now,  have  I  not  dragged  my  very  soul  naked 
under  your  eyes.?  Have  I  not  c  afessed  enough. 
What  more  do  you  want  of  me  before  you  consent  to 
keep  your  distance  and  trouble  me  no  morc.»  " 

''I  want  to  know  what  has  angered  you  against 
me,"  he  said  quietly. 

She  set  her  teeth  and  stared  at  him,  with  beautiful 
resolute  eyes. 

"  Before  I  answer  that,"  she  said,  "  I  demand  to 
know  why  you  refused  to  marry  me." 
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"  I  cannot  tell  you,  Ailsa." 

In  a  white  ra^e  she  whispered: 

'•No,  you  dare  not  tell  me  I— you  coward!  I  had 
to  learn  the  fle/rradin^r  reason   from  others !  " 

He  grow  deathly  white,  caught  her  arms  i„  a  grasp 
of  steel,  held  Jier  twisting  wrists  imprisoned. 

"  Do  you  know  what  you  are  saying?  "  he  stam- 
mered. 

"Ves,   I   know!      Vour  cruelty— your   shame " 

"Be    silent!"    he    said    between    his    teeth.      "  .Mv 

slmme  is  my  pride !      Do  you  understand  !  *' 

Outraged,  quivering  ail  over,  she  twisted  out  of  his 
grasp. 

"Then  go  to  her!"  she  whispered.      "Why  don't 
you  go  to  her.?  " 

And,  as  liis  angry  eyes  became  l)lank : 

"Don't     you     understand?        She     is     there— just 

across    the    road!"      She    flung   open    the   window    and 

pointed  witli  shaking  finger. 

"Didn't  anybody  tell  you  she  is  there?     Then  I'll 

tell  you.      Now  go  to  her!     You  are- worthy —of  one 

another !  " 

"Of  whom  are  you  speaking— in  God's  name!"  he 
breathed. 

Panting,  flushed,  flat  against   the  wall,  she  looke.l 

back    out    of    eyes    that    Imd    become    dark  and    wide 

fumbling  in   the  bosom  of  her  gray  garb.  And,  just 

where  t]ie  scarlet  heart  was  stitched  across  },er  breast 
she   drew   out   a   letter,   and,   !,er   fascinated   gaze   still 
fixed  on  him,  extended  her  arm. 
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He  took  tl,e  cru,„pl„l  s|,.ots  fro,,,  hor  i„  «    , 
-i  o    .av.  but  did  no.  ,„„,  ,.,  „,,,„.         '"  "  "- 

.st„.,-,„'         '■'    ""■—-»    ".^    road..  "    ,,e    .opeat. 

"  Ask— Miss—Lvnden." 
"  Lcttj !  » 

'■^-""it/si;cr:,:r' "TV""''---' 

-•ndo„.  ,„„,„.,  „„  ,,;;-|;^^  -;;-..^   ^v   t„e   op. 

J'or  a  wJiiJe  lie  rcnainod  the,-..    I 
«hI1.     Sounds  from  tl  '         ""^  '^^"'"•^^  ^''^ 

nt(i  to,  a  deep  groan,  the  hurried  tro.J     f  f    . 
*'-•  0Pen.ng  or  dosing  of  .indo.s.      O  j       'df    7*' 
scream  ranj;  out   fr„„,  .,       •   , ,  "  "■^''•"'f"! 

■".'"  had  soddev  "'^'^''"'""'■"■K  ward.  „.!,„,.  ,. 

-und.  o/t '  t  .^;r;;:"r-;,"r  "^'  »•"■'  '>'■"  ".^^ 

the   <.ra»h   of  a     oT    j,    '    f,"    ';'  "^''-■"'  "'^  »'■"•*. 
fainter,   recedin'        H  ,"       "'"""'   "P™"--  g"-""' 

-;n,,a.,.to,,,„rr,:„d:e;':  ;it;*:irrd 

fist,  he  went  down  the  l,f.l,«      .   •  clenched 

road.  '*'^''"  ^^'^''-^  ^"d  out  across  the 

A   hospital   guard    stopped    Jiini     h„f    .      ,         • 
who  he  was  and  that  he  i  Jhu.n  rV'  ^  ^^"^ 
directed  him  tn««rrl       i  ^       ^  i^vnden, 

where,   „„     r       7  rol     j  r^"'"""''  -'""'^  ■^'"■''"'■- 
"  She's  been  on  duty  all  nirrhf  "     i 

'v-^:-';"«pei.o\:t':;:;:r'''^-"-- 

Ves,    -OBerUo,in^,j„u,.„i^,^„j,^.^^__^^^ 
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^pcak  to  l.er."     And  he  walked  toward  her  acro.s   the 
dead  hrowii  irrass 

U-tty's  head  lay  «n  a  rou^h  pine  table;  her  A\m 
body,  supported  l.y  a  broke,,  chair,  was  eovere.i  l,v  a 
faded  shawl;  and,  as  he  looked  down  at  her,  sonu- 
i.ow  into  Jus  numory  can.e  the  recollection  of  the  tir.t 
t.rne  l.o  ever  saw  Rer  so-asleep  in  Casson's  roon.s, 
1.C-  cluld.sh  face  on  the  table,  the  roo.n  reekin<.  with 
tobacco  sn.oke  and  the  stale  odour  of  wine  a,..l"dvin.r 
liowers.  '      '^ 

He  stood  for  a  lo„^  while  beside  her,  lookin^r  ,|own 
at  the  thin,  pale  face.  Then,  in  ,>ity,  he  tun.ed  away; 
a'H  at  the  same  n.oment  she  stirred,  sat  up,  confused, 
and  saw  him, 

"  Letty,  dear,"  he  said,  conn^nff  back,  both  hands 
}.cld  out  to  her,  '•  I  did  not  n.ean  to  rob  vou  of  your 
sleep." 

'•01,~it  doesn't  matter!  I  am  so  glad—"  She 
sat  up  suddenly,  staring  at  him.  The  next  n.oment 
the  tears  rushed  to  her  eyes. 

"  0-h,"  she  whispered,  "  I  wished  so  to  see  you 
I  am  so  thankful  you  are  here.      There  is— there'has 
been    such-a    terrible    change-.son,ething    has    hap- 
pened^ "  ^ 


arm. 


She  rose  unsteadily ;  laid  her  trembling  hand  on  lu's 


"  I  don't  know  what  it  is,"  she  said  pitcously,  «  but 
Adsa-something  dreadful  ha.  angered  her  'against 
me " 


"  Against  you!  " 
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•'  Oh,  VIS.      I  ,/o„V  know  all  „f  it ;  I  know— partly." 
SI.'.p    and    fat.>,..    still    ronfusod    her    miiul;    sho 
I>riss<.d  |,,,th  frail  Lands  to  (ur  eyes,  her  forehea.l : 
*•  It    was    the   day   I   returned    from    seeing   you    i^ 

I'aigec-ourt J    ..as   deadly    tired    when    the 'an.hu- 

Junce  drove  into  A/alea ;  and  when  It  arrived  here  I  had 
fullen  asleep.  ...  I  woke  up  when  it  stopped.  Ailsa 
was  s.ttnicr  here~iu  this  sa.ne  chair,  I  think-an.l  I  re- 
rneniher  as  I  sat  up  in  the  an.l.ulanco  that  an  officer  was 
just  leaving  her— Captain  Halla.n." 
She  looked  piteously  at  Berkley. 

"  He  was  one  of  the  men  I  have  avoided.      Do  vou 
understand. =  " 

"  No.  .  .   .  Was  he " 

"  Ves,  he  often  came  to  the— Canterbury.  He  had 
never  spoken  to  me  there,  but  lone  Carew  knew  hini ; 
Hnd  I  vas  certain  he  would  recognise  me.  ...  I 
thought  I  nad  succeeded  In  ,  voiding  In-m,  but  he  must 
have  seen  ...e  when  I  was  not  conscious  of  liis  presence^ 
he  must  have  recognised  me." 

She  looked  down  at  lier  worn  shoes ;  the  tears  fell 
sdently:  she  smoothed  lier  gray  gown  for  lack  of  em- 
ployment for  her  restless  hands. 

"  Dear,"  he  said,  "  do  you  believe  he  went  to  Ailsa 
with  his  story  about  you.?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,  I  am  sure.  What  else  could  it  be 
that  luis  angered  her— that  drives  me  away  from  her- 
that  burns  me  with  the  dreadful  gaze  she  turns  on  me- 
chdls  me  with  her  more  dreadful  silence .»  .  .  .  Why  di.l 
be  do  [i?     I  don't  know-oh,  I  don't  know.   .   .   \  Be- 
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cause"  I  J.ad   never  even   spoken   \u  him-    in   those  ,1hvs 

that  I  Imve  tried  so  liard— so  hard  to  forget - 

Hi.'  said  shnviv:  "  He  is  a  eouard.      I   have  k.iown 
that   for  a  hu.g  time.      But   most    men   ar-.      The  .hs- 
«race  hVs  in  acting  like  one.   .   .   .   And  I  — that  is  u  h  v 
I    <ii«ln't   run    in   hattle.   .   .   .   Ikcause,    that    first    dav, 
when  they  fired  on  our  waggons,     /  scm  him  rUUm,  in 
the  road  behind  us.     Nobody  else  suspected  him  to  l)e 
within  nn-le.        I  saw  ]„-,„.     And-he  yalloped  the  xcron.j 
utnj.      And    that    is    why    I— di<l    what    I    di,l!      Ue 
sliocked  me  into  doing  it.   .   .   .    «ut  I  never  before  have 
told  a  soul.      I  would  not  tell  even  you— but  the  man, 
yesterday,   put   himself  beyon.l   the  pale.     And   it   can 
make  no  difference  now,  for  he  carries  the  mark  into  his 
grave." 

He  shuddered  slightly.  "  God  forbid  I  hold  him 
up  to  scorn.  I  might,  this  very  moment,  be  what  he  is 
now.  No  man  may  know— no  man  can  foretell  how  he 
will  bear  himself  in  time  of  stress.  I  have  a  sorrv 
record  of  my  own.  Battle  is  not  the  only  conflict  that 
makes  men  or  cowards." 

He  stood  silent,  gazing  Kn  space.  Letty's  tears 
dried  as  she  watched  him. 

"  Have  you  seen— her.?  "  she  asked   tremulously 

"  Yes." 

The  girl  sighed  and  looked  down. 
"  I  am  so  sorry  about  Colonel  Arran   ....   I  be- 
lieve, somehow,  ho  will  get  well." 

"Do  you  really  believe  it,  Lett  v.?" 
"Yes.      The   wound    is    dean.      I    have   seen    inanv 
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mo«.,-  „!,„  were  fur  „,.,ro  .l„„gor„„.slv  l,„rl.  .   .      Hi. 

>^^;s  „«,.i„„  ,„•„,,  ,„„  ,  ,,„  j^^iy  ,;,|,^,^.^,  ,^^  ^.-^  ^^^ 

IK'  thouffht  (I  moment.     "  H„vc   ,011  l,„.„l     1      . 
Stophen  CraiK?"  "' 

Lont   "V    '"'"  .'t,"™"'"'   '"  '"■'  "««"«'l-»   Mi»» 

.      V  i      ■  "";     "  "'"■    ''""  "»'^'  "''"«•■    '  •-'-- 

"Where  is  he?" 

"  At  Paigecourt.     .Many  transport.,  arc  waiting  at 

;'""""*•  •  •  •  ^'''>-   -^   «»t    there   was    anoU.o 

In     i  "f"f  ""*  ""^  *''"'  ^•^""''''^•'  ""  """  our 
arm,   ,     ..etonous.     I  have  heard,  also,  that  we  were 

'■nven  ,n  and  that  v„ur  regi,„ent  lost  a  great  man v 
men  and  horses  ...  J  ,M  i„„„.  „.,,.^^  u  ^'^T? 
added  iistiessl,  pieking  at  her  frayed  g  I  «  o„  , 
-  we  haven't  heard  the  guns  tc-da,,  ft  seels  t„'n,e  tt' 
we  had  Jos  the  battle  weM  have  Confederate  e„„  „„ 
thundering  all  around  us." 

"That    seen.    rea.sonable,"    he   admitted    absently. 
•  •   •      is.  Ur.  Benton  here  still?" 
"  No,"  she  said  softly. 
"  Wliere  is  he?  " 

--- -ot  detail^;;:  d";:„rrtr!r 'x 
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«»k«l  l,in,  t„  go  „„,,  «o  Stephen  Crnig.     He  fin„„.,l,.,l 
— and  went." 

She  looked  up  shyly  ut  Berkley,  snuled  for  the  first 
tnno,  then  her  pale  youn^:  face  grew  beautiful  and 
solemn. 

"  You  .lear  girl,"  he  said  i.npulsivoly,  taking  l.oth 
I-  ban. Is  and  k.ssing  then..  '^  I  ,,..  ,„  ^Ud  for  vou- 
and  for  hnn.      I  knew  it  would  co.ne  true." 

"Vos  n-t  I  had  to  tell  him-I  starte,!  to  tell  hin, 
--H,ul--oh,  would  you  believe  how  splendi.l  In-  i>  '  H, 
knne  already!  He  stopped  n>e  short-and  I  never 
c-  forget  the  look  in  his  face.  And  he  said :  '  Child- 
^''"'''-  )""  ^'"'  ^^■"  "-^  ""thing  I  an,  not  already 
-arc  of.  And  I  an.  aware  of  nothing  except  youV 
goodness.'"  ^  '      -^"^ 

''I  thought  I  knew  Phineas  Benton,"  said  B.-rklev, 
-annly.  '^  He  was  too  upright  a  character  for  n.e  to 
onjoy  w.th  any  con.fort-a  few  years  back.  .  .  I',,, 
try.ng  harder  than  you  ever  had  to,  Lett  v.  Vou  -d- 
H-ays  desired  to  be  decent;  I  didn't."  He\shook  both 
tier  hands  heart. ly. 

"  You  deserve  every  atom  of  your  happiness,  you 
Jloar,  sweet  g.rl!     I  only  wish  you  were  safely  out  of 
iiorc  and  back  in  the  North !  " 
Letty  began  to  cry  softly  : 

"  Forgive  me,  please;  I'm  not  naturally  as  tearful 
as  th.s.     I  an.  just  tired.     I've  done  too 'much-seen 
too  much-nnd  it  hasn't  hardened  me;  it  has  n.adc  .ne 
iike  a  s.lly  ch.ld,  ready  to  sniffle  at  anything." 
Berkley  laughed  gently. 
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"  U'hv  arc  voii  cryin/;  now,  \.v\\\i 
"  B-brcHi.sc.    H,ov    have   „ffVrc.l    „;.   ,,    ft.rlou^h.      I 
'«"'"'»   "ppiv,      H,.t    Dr.    n.,,t„n   has  umd.  ...o  take   it 
An.l  ,t  ahnost   kills  ,„..  t„  ^.o  North  an.l   h-nv.  Ailsa- 

Ml«)ru--an.l  so  stran/^^dy  fhan^re.l  toward  inc " 

She  strai^rhtcMied  Ikt  .shouldcTs   r.solutdv ;  Im-u.Ik.I 
the.  tears  from  her  lashes ;  strove  to  smile  at  him. 

''Shall  we  walk  a  little?  Ian,  not  on  ,lutv,  you 
know;  and  I've  had  enou^H.  sleep.  There's  ,s'„rh  t 
pretty  lane  along  the  creek  behind  the  chapel 
What  are  you  doing  hero,  anyway  P  I  ...ppose  you  arc 
actn.g  orderly  to  poor  Colonel  Arran.^  How  splendid- 
ly the  Lancers  have  behaved!  .  .  .  An.l  those  darling 
/ouaves!-„h,  we  are  just  bursting  with  pride  over  our 
Z0U-/0US " 

They  had  turned  away  together,  walking  slowly 
through  the  grove  toward  a  little  cart  road  deep  in 
golden  seeded  grass  which  wound  down  a  hollow  all 
moist  with  ferns  and  branibles  and  young  trees  in  heavy 
leaf. 

Her  hand,  unconsciously,  had  sought  his,  nestling 
|nto  It  with  a  confidence  that  touched  him;  her  pale, 
happy  face  turned  continually  to  meet  his  as  she  chat- 
ted  mnocently  of  the  things   which  went   to  n.ake  up 
the  days  of  life  for  her,  never  conscious  of  herself,  or 
that  the  artless  chatter  disclosed  anything  admirable  \n 
her  own  character.     She  prattled  on  at  random,  some- 
iu.es     naive,     sometimes     wistful,     sometimes     faintly 
humourous-a  brave,  clean  spirit  that  was  content  to 
take  tlie  consequence  of  duty  done-a  tender,  gentle 
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soul,   uiKlifornud   mihuI   the   sordid   liorrors    Huit    l.anl- 
ciu>(l  or  cripi)li(l  souls  Kss  innocent. 

(ulni,  rfsoum-ful.  patient,  umlisnmyc-d  amid  condi- 
tion !»mt  sickc.ud  in.itnrc  experience  to  the  ver^r..  of 
dospa-"  she  went  ahout  her  l)iisiness  day  after  dav, 
mcetin^r  all  recjuisitions  np<,n  her  slen.hr  en.h.ran.v 
Mithout  falterin^r,  without  even  suppo>in^r  there  was 
anything  muisual  or  praiseworthy  in  what  she  did. 

She  was  only  one  of  n.any  women  who  did  full  dutv 
through  the  .larkest  days  the  nation  ever  knew-saints 
in  homespun,  martyrs  uncanonised  save  in  the  hearts  of 
the  stricken. 


There  was  a  small  wooden  foot-!)ri(lgc  spanning  the 
brook,   with  a   rough  seat   nailed  against  the   rail. 

"  One  of  my  convalescents  made  it  for  me,"  she  said 
prou.lly.  "  He  coul<l  use  only  one  ann,  and  he  had 
•such  a  hard  time  sawing  an<i  hammering!  and  the  fool- 
ish boy  wouldn't  let  anybody  help  him." 

She  seated  herself  in  the  cool  shade  of  a  water  oak, 
retaining  his  hand  in  hers  and  nwUiij^  room  for  hini 
beside  her.  J^ 

"  I  wonder,"  she  said,  "  if  ^^ou  know  how  good  wu 
have  been  to  me.     You  chatnged  all  my^^life.     Do  \w, 
realise  it .''  " 

"  You  changed  it  yourself,  Letty.^>— • 
She  sighed,  leaned  back,  drearay  eyed,  watching  the 
sun  spots  glow  and  wane  on  tke  weather-beaten  foot- 
bridge. 

"  In  war  time— here  in  the  wards— men  seem  gentler 
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^..    .Mh.,„..  „„.,,v  ,h„„»„„,|,,:  „.„  „„.,  ,„„  ,„.„  ,_„^.^_, 

h.T  l,ps;  siK.  ..„l„„r.,l  „  lif.l...   l„.,kc.,l  „p  »,   5„|,,.,, 
Iiuillorously.  "irMi\, 

"It  „„„|,|  ,,„pH,,o  vou  ,„  k„„„.  ,,„„,  ,„„    ,  ^ 

.«k.W  mo  t,,  ,,,,,,,,,,,,„...,   s,,,,,  f,,,,,,,  I, J 

'""'■  ,^'  '  '"■•  ■'»-""-•» The  „|,|>..  „  „,„. 

-or..   ,nffl,.,,,.    ,„   ,„„„„«,..._„„„    f,,„,„    „,^.   „,,^,__,,_ 
«".-.     s„n„lo-„„,„rc..l     Ml,, j„,,     ,i„|^     ,„ 

a"   'lu.rl,.      Ihey  l,„vo   Locn    vory  »„oct    t„   ,„o.  . 
Men  arc  good.   .  .  .   ,f  „  ..„„,„„  ,|^^._.^^  ■  • 

She  bon.  her  head,  con,,i,lcring.  lost  i„  ,|,o  retro- 
tpeotion  of  l,cr  nnivo  philosopl.y 

Berkley,    .ecretly    „„,u,ed,    ,„,    „..„e    of    several 
cn,aver„u,   eonvalesoents    haunting   tl,e   bushe.,   above 
do.l«,ng  the  eye,  of  this  pretty  nurse  ,h„n,  one  an,l  a 
mlorcl,  and  whom  they  no.  behehl.  with  jealous  n,i,- 
Pvuigs,  ,n  Ultimate  and  unwarrantable  tete-d-tetc  with 
«  c„,nn,„„  and  disgustingly  healthv  eavalrvn.an 
1  .en  l„s  weather-tanned  feature.,  grew  serious. 
The  sunny  moment,   slipped   away   as   the  sunlit 
waers  shpped  under  the   bridge;  „    bird   or  two,  shv 
and    songless    in    their    .noul.ing    fever,    came    to    the 
stream  to  dr.nk,  looking  up,  bright  eyed,  at  the  two 
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«l...  sat  tlun.  in  tlu-  ,ni.|-.lay  siU.„c...  ()„.,  a  nu.VuyA 
n.rtl.,1  In,  cTin.MM,  cn^t,  .tartl.,!.  a>  IKrkl.v  ,,,..v..,l 
■sli^litly. 

"The  U(,l  IJinl.,-  1.,  >ai,l,  half  al.nul.  "To  „„. 
tlu.y  arc.  tla-  .su^.tost  singors  „f  all.  I  ruMnnlur  tl,..,., 
as  a  I'liild,  1,1  tfy." 

'yf^'''HulnK.L..ttyroM.;Iu.rtl,i„hami|i„^.,,,,,,l,,,, 
us  .shoulder  as  sh.  st.HHl  iH.i.k.  hi.n,  an.l  h.  «ot  1„  hi^ 
fift  and  adju.trd  lulf  and  sahro. 

"  I  love  to  Ir.  with  you,"  Aw  said  wistfully  -  It\ 
only  iKvaus.  I  d..  med  a  littk-  nun:  >!..,.  t'hat  I  am 
^'oni^r  l)a<'k." 

"  Of  course,"  ho  nodded.  And  thev  retraced  th.^r 
steps  together. 

He  left  her  at  the  door  of  the  quaint,  one-,tori.  d 
>tone  huddu.K  ^^lK•re,  sl.e  explained,  she  had  a  cot. 

"  Vou  rev//  come  to  see  n.e  again  before  you  .^o 
Imck  to  your  regiment,  won't  you.^"  she  pleaded,  korn- 
Hig  one  hand  in  both  of  hers. 

''  Of  course  I  will.  Try  to  get  son.e  sleep,  Lettv. 
\on  re  tren.endou.sly  pretty  when  you've  had  plenty  of 
sleep." 

They  both  laughed  :  then  she  went  indoors  and  he 
turned  away  across  the  road,  under  the  windows  of  the 
-ard  where  Ailsa  was  on  duty,  and  so  around  to  his 
store-room  dwelling-place,  where  he  sat  down  on  the 
rot  am.d  the  piles  of  boxes  and  drew  from  his  pocket 
the  crumpled  sheets  of  the  letter  that  Ailsa  had  giyen 
him. 

The  handwritincf  seemed  vTii'mlT-   ?,\v       l 

s  ..(.Liu(.u  \aguciy    raiiuliar  to  mm; 
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lie  glanced  curiously  down  the  page;  his  eyes  be- 
came riveted ;  he  reddened  to  the  roots  of  his  hair ;  then 
he  deliberately  began  at  the  beginning,  reading  very 
carefully. 

The  letter  had  been  written   several  weeks  ago;  it 
vas  dated,  and  signed  with  Hallam's  name : 

"  Mv  DEAR  Mrs.  Paige  : 

"  Only  my  solenm  sense  of  duty  to  all  pure  woman- 
hood enables  me  to  indite  these  linr  s  to  you ;  and,  by  so 
doing,  to  invite,  nay,  to  encourage  a  cruel  misunder- 
standing of  my  sincerest  motives. 

"  But  my  letter  is  not  dictated  '.y  malice  or  inspired 
by  the  natural  chagrin  which  animates  a  man  of  spirit 
when  he  reflects  upon  the  undeserved  humiliation  which 
he  has  endured  from  her  who  was  once  dearer  to  him 
than  life  itself.  Mine  is  a  nature  susceptible  and  sensi- 
tive, yet,  I  flatter  myself,  incapable  of  harbouring  senti- 
ments unworthy  of  a  gentleman  and  a  soldier. 

"  To  forgive,  to  condone,  is  always  commendable  in 
man;  but,  madam,  there  is  a  higher  duty  men  owe  to 
womanhood- to  chaste  and  trusting  womanhood,  incapa- 
ble of  defending  itself  from  the  wiles  and  schemes  which 
ever  are  waiting  to  ensnare  it. 

"  It  is  for  this  reason,  and  for  this  reason  alone, 
that,  my  suspicions  fully  aroused,  I  have  been  at  some 
pains  to  verify  them.  A  heart  conscious  of  its  moral 
rectitude  does  not  flinch  from  the  duty  before  it  or  from 
the  pain  which,  unfortunately,  the  execution  of  that 
duty  so  often  inflicts  upon  the  innocent. 
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"  Believe  me,  dear  Mrs.  Pnige,  it  is  a  sad  task  tint 
lies  before  nie.  Woman  is  frail  and  weak  by  nature. 
Man's  noblest  aspiration  can  attain  no  loftier  consum- 
mation than  in  the  protection  of  a  pure  woman  against 
contamination. 

"  Mine  becomes  the  unhapjn*  mission  of  unmasking 
two  unworthy  people  whom  you,  in  your  innocence  and 
trust,  have  cherished  close  to  your  heart.  I  speak  of  the 
trooper  Ormond — whose  name  I  believe  you  know  is 
Philip  Berkley — and,  if  you  now  hear  it  for  the  first 
time,  it  is  proof  additional  of  his  deceit  and  perfidy. 

"  The  other  is  Miss  Lynden,  known,  in  a  certain  im- 
moral resort  called  the  Canterbury,  as  Letty  Lynden,  or 
'  Daisy  '  Lj'nden. 

"  She  was  a  dancer  in  the  Canterbury  Music  Hall. 
I  enclose  photographs  of  her  in  costume,  also  receipts 
from  her  landlady,  washing  lists,  her  contrfi.ct  with  the 
Canterbury,  all  in  her  own  handwriting,  and  all  gathered 
for  me  at  ni}'  request  by  a  New  York  detective,  and  for- 
warded to  me  here.  Among  these  papers  you  will  find 
several  notes  written  to  her  in  the  spring  and  summer 
of  1861  b}'  the  trooper  Berkley  and  discovered  in  her 
room  by  her  landlady  after  her  departure.  A  perusal 
of  them  is  sufficient  to  leave  no  doubt  concerning  the 
character  of  this  young  woman — who,  apparently,  neg- 
lected by  the  fellow,  Berkley,  pleaded  piteously  with 
him  for  an  interview,  and  was,  as  you  see,  cynically  re- 
buffed. 

"  I  enclose,  also,  an  affidavit  made  by  Miss  Lynden's 
landlady  that  she,  Letty,  or  '  Daisy  '  Lynden,  was  com- 

451 


* 
^ 


ilLSA    PAIGE 


U 


monly  understood  to  ho  the  ,„istrc»s  of  Bcrklcv:  that  he 
took  her  from  the  Canterhury  ,>„d  fro,,,  her"l«lg,„„s 
P«.d  her  ho,,rd  hUls,  „„,,  ,„.u„ed  her  h,  roo,„.  ft  the' 
onelosod   address,  .here  she   re,„ni„ed  until  she   found 
employment  with  „  Doctor  Benton. 

"  What  her  relations  „e,-e  «ilh  him  I  do  not  pretend 
o  know.     It  „  evident,  however,  that  thev  continue   „s 
.0  wntes  to  her.    It  will  also  he  apparent  to  you    hat  ,h 
^^^not  scrupled  to  continue  her  relations  4l,  the  man 

"I  will  „„„.  further  prove  to  you  th.  truth  of  my 

Wve' "  """"  *"  7  ^"""'^""'S"  *'""  -  '"'"in  Arthur 
nye    ,erv,ng  ,n  the  volunteer  artillery,  and  a  certain 
subaltern  ,n  a  zouave  regiment,  were  not  only  intimates 
of  the  trooper  Berkley,  but  had  also  been  on  dubiou 
*orn,s  with  the  Lynden  girl. 

sJJ^^'T^'  ''".""J"'"y  »■»'•  «"  -gent  of  the  United 
States  Secret  Service  detailed  for  the  duty  by  Surgeon- 
General  Hammond  at  my  request,  I  held  a  private 
e  «m,„a„on  of  the.,0  two  men,  and,  with  some  adroit! 
nss  succeeded  ,n  making  them  identify  the  photographs 
of  the  Lynden  girl,  „„d  later,  unobserved  by  hi    at 

outside  the  field  hosp,tal.    But  this  they  refused  to  do 

Z  I  T\  T^'  "'  ''"^"  '"  "■'  waste-basket,  ete^ 
which  she  had  imprudently  left  at  her  lodgings  wer^ 
d.scovered    fragments    which.    .,«„    p„,ted^  ,1^^, 
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showed  conclusively  that  she  was  on  speaking  terms  at 
least  with  the  artilleryman,  Wye. 

"  This  evidence  I  deem  it  my  duty  to  lay  before  you. 
As  a  sensitive  and  chaste  woman,  gently  horn,  the  condi- 
tion of  affairs  will  horrify  you.  But  the  knowledge  of 
them  will  also  enable  you  to  take  measures  for  .self-pro- 
tection, and  to  clearly  understand  the  measure  which  I 
.shall  now  take  to  rid  the  Sanitary  Service  of  this  aban- 
doned woman,  who,  as  your  friend  and  intimate  associate, 
conceals  her  true  character  under  the  garb  of  Suiate 
Ursula,  and  who  continues  her  intrigues  with  the  trooper 
Berkley  under  the  very  roof  that  shelters  you. 

"  I  am,  madam,  with  sincere  pain  and  deepest  svm- 
pathy  and   respect, 

"  Obediently  your  huml)le  servant, 

"  ErcENE  Hallam, 

"  Cnpt.  8th  X.  y.  Cavr 

He  laid  the  letter  and  the  enclosed  papers  on  the 
bunk  beside  him,  and  sat  there  thinking. 

He  knew  that  the  evidence  before  him  had  been 
sufficient  to  drive  Letty  from  the  Sanitary  Service. 
Why  had  she  not  been  driven.?  The  evidence  and  the 
letter  were  weeks  old  now.  What  had  prevented  their 
use.?  And  now  Hallam  was  a  fugitive— a  deserter  in 
the  face  of  the  enemy.  It  was  too  late  for  him  to 
work  more  mischief  if  he  would.  But  why  had  he  held 
his  hand  against  Letty? 

Sunset  found  him  still  sitting  there,  thinking.  The 
old  negro  came  shuffling  in,  bringing  hot  hoe-cake  and 
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bacon  f      ,,,,  .,,„„^^     „^,  __^^  ^^  ^^^^ 

...ttcd  tu  the  razor  and  clothes  hrusl,,  al,,ently  pon- 
l".n«  the  problen,  .hat  „„«.„„,  ,,i„,..  .  Why  had  Hal- 

!;■;:;';:;.-'"  '""•  "•"" '-  ---  "'■  '-'- 

At  dusk  h.  reported  to  the  .ard-mastor ;  but  Colo- 

Then,   .lowly,    he   went    into    the   adjoining   ward 
f "'"  7  ""f  •'"'^'  '^'"g  do-n  in  her  roo...     L  :1 
-go  «.,lc,ng  a  ,„o,nont',  interview  was  refused 

over  t°o  hi  '?"'  ""■■"  """'"  '"'"'  ''^"*'  ""■'  -"-lered 
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A  CAR  full  of  leaf  tobacco  had  been  brought  in  that 
<i>iy,  and  Berkley  secured  a  little  of  it   for  his  pipe 

Seated   on    the   edge   of  the   shaky   veranda    in   the 
darkness,  he  filled  and  lighted  his  cob  pipe  and,  su.ok- 
jng  tranquilly,  listened  to  the  distant  cannonade  which 
>ad  begun  about  sundown.    Thousands  of  fire-flies  sailed 
low  in  the  dan,p  swale  beyond  the  store-house,  or,  clincr- 
mg  motionless  to  the  long  wet  grass  and  vines,  sparkird 
palely  at  intervals.     There  was  no  wind.     Far  on  the 
southern  hori.on  the  muttering  thunder  became  heav- 
ier and  n,ore  distinct.    From  where  he  sat  he  could  now 
watch  the  passage  of  the  great  mortar  shells  through 
the  sky,  looking  like  swiftly  moving  comets  cleaving 
unfathomable  space;   then,   falling,   faster  and   faster, 
dropping  out  of  the  heights  of  night,  they  seemed  to 
leave  behind  them  tracks  of  fire  that  lingered  on   the 
dazzled  retina  long  after  they  had  disapp       .1.     The 
explosion  of  the  incendiary  shells  was  even  more  spec- 
tacular;  the   burning  matter   of  the   chemical   charge 
fell    from   them   in    showers    of  clear   blue   and    golden 
stars,  dropping  slowly  toward  the  unseen   river  below 
He  could  distinguish  the  majestic  thunder  of  the 
huge  mortars  from  the  roar  of  the  Parrotts;  the  irrco-u- 
Jar  volleys  of  musketry  had  a  resonant  clang  of  melal 
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in  them  like  thousands  of  iron  balls  dropped  on  a  sheet 
of  tin. 

For  an  hour  the  distant  display  of  fireworks  con- 
tinued, then   the  thunder   rolled  away,  deadened   to  a 
dull    rumour,   and   died    out;   and    the    last    lingering 
spark  of  Greek  fire  faded  in  mid-heaven.     A  wavering 
crimson    light   brightened   on    the   horizon,    increasing, 
deepening.     But  what  it  was  that  had  been  set  on  fire 
he  could  not  guess.     Paigecourt  lay  in  that  direction. 
He    extended    his    booted    legs,    propped    his    back 
against  a  pillar,  and  continued  smoking  carefully  and 
economically   to   save   his   fragments   of  Virginia   leaf, 
deeply  absorbed  in  retrospection. 

For  the  first  time  he  was  now  certain  of  the  change 
which  time,  circumstance,  and  environment  had  wrought 
in    hmiself;   he   was    curiously   conscious    of   the    silent 
growth    of  a   germ   which,   one   day,    must   become   a 
dictatorial   and    arbitrary    habit— the    habit    of    right 
thinking.     The  habit  of  duty,  independent  of  circum- 
stances, had  slowly  grown  with  his  military  training; 
mind   and    body    had   learned    automatically    to    obey; 
nu'nd  and  body  now  definitely   recognised  the  import- 
ance of  obedience,  were  learning  to  desire  it,  had  be- 
gun to  take  an  obscure  sort  of  pride  in  it.     Mind  and 
body  were  already  subservient  to  discipline.     How  was 
it  with  his  other  self. 

In  the  human  soul  there  is  seldom  any  real  perplex- 
ity. Only  the  body  reasons;  the  soul  knows.  He 
knew  this  now.  He  knew,  too,  that  there  is  a  greater 
drill-master  than  that  which  was  now  disciplining  his 
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nund  and  hody-tl.c  spiritual  will-tlwit  then-  is  « 
Jnghor  .sentiment  than  the  awakened  instinct  of  mental 
and  physical  obedience— the  occult  loyalty  of  the  spirit. 
And,  within  hin.,  something  was  now  awaking  out  of 
night,  slowly  changing  him,  soul  and  body. 

As  he  sat  there,  tranquil,  pondering,  there  came  a 
•shadowy  figure,  moving  leisurely  under  the  lighted  win- 
^lows  of  the  hospital,  directly  toward  hin,-a  man 
^v,■xr^g^r^^  a  lantern  low  above  the  grass-and  halted  be- 
side hmi  in  a  yellow  shaft  of  light. 

"Berkley,"   he   said   pleasantly;    then,    to    identify 
himself,  lifted  the  lantern  to  a  level  with  his  face 
"  Dr.  Benton  !  " 

"  Surely— surely.  I  come  from  Paigecourt.  I  left 
Mrs.  Craig  and  Stephen  about  five  o'clock;  I  have  just 
k'ft  Miss  Lynden  on  duty.  May  I  sit  here  beside  you, 
Phil.?    And,  in  the  first  place,  how  are  you,  old  fellow?  " 

"  Perfectly  well,  doctor I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

...  It  is  pleasant  to  see  you.   ...  I  am  well;  I  really 

am     You  are,  too ;  I  can  see  that I  want  to  shake 

hands  with  you  again-to  wish  you  happiness,"  he 
added  in  a  low  voice.  "Will  you  accept  my  warmest 
wishes,  Dr.  Benton .?  " 

They  exchanged  a  hard,  brief  grip. 
"  I  know  what  you  mean.     Thank  you,  Phil.   .   .       I 
am  very  happy ;  I  mean  that  she  shall  be.     Alway's  " 

Berkley  said:  "  There  are  few  people  I  really  care 
for.     She  is  among  the  few." 

"  I   have   believed   so She   cares,   deeply,   for 
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you.  .  .  .  She  is  rig}.t."  .  .  .  He  puusccl  and  glanced 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  crimson  horizon.  "  What  was 
that  shelling  about  .^    The  gun-boats  were  firing,  too." 

"I  haven't  any  idea.  Something  is  on  fire,  evi- 
dently.    I  hope  it  is  not  Paigecourt." 

"God  forbid!" 

The  doctor  looked  hard  at  the  fiery  sky,  but  said 
nothing  more. 

"How  is  Stephen.^"  asked  the  younger  man  ear- 
nestly. 

"  Better." 

"  Is  he  going  to  get  well  ?  " 

Dr.  Benton  thought  a  moment. 

"  He  was  struck  by  a  conoidal  ball,  which  entered 
just   above   the  interclavicular   notch   of  the  sternum 
and   lodged   near   the   superior   angle   of   the   scapula. 
Assistant  Surgeon  Jenning,  U.  S.  V.,  removed  the  bul- 
let and  applied  simple  dressings.     There  was  a  longi- 
tudinal groove  on  the  bullet  which  may  have  been  caused 
by  contact  with  the  bone,  but  there  are  no  symptoms 
of  injury  to  the  osseous  tissue.     I  hope  he  will  recover 
entirely.    Miss  Lent,  his  affianced,  is  expected  to-night 
Arrangements  have  been   made  to  convey  him  aboard 
a  Sanitary  Commission  boat  this  evening.     The  sooner 
he  starts  North  the  better.     His-  mother  and  Miss  Lent 
go  with  him  as  nurses." 

Berkley  drew  a  quiet  breath  of  relief.    "  I  am  glad," 
he  said  simply.    "  There  is  fever  in  the  air  here." 

"  There  is  worse,  Phil.      They're  fine  people,   the 
Craigs.     That  mother  of  his  stood  the  brutal  sliock  of 
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1.0  u..>  .■„„,lerf„llv_,„„  „  ,e,.r.  not  „  ,..„,„,.,     SI,. 

to  l.Ko,„lv       ,  ,,„,,  lit,  „,„,   t. ,,,  __^  ^_,^^^^.  . 

rule;  l,„,  „  |,„pp<.„,,  ,„  ,,.  „,,  ^,.^,,,,  .,  ,^^,^  _^^^        ^    ; 

'"'■'  ;"'""—l.v  ^""..-1  P..lK0«,urt  „„,,  „||  „,.  l,„,.„s 
n.mr  ers.  f,.n,„  n,,.,  ..ut-ln„-,.,i„,,  ,„t..  ,.  ,,,,,  ,,.  ,  ,' 
or  tl,o  ,™„„u.,,  .,f  „„,or  „,,,,.  SI.  ,K.o,l  „„e  Luc 
<ione  ,t;  there  were  plenty  of  other  pl„ces.  But  ,he 
offorc.1  th,.t  heautiful  „,,,  p|,,e  „,.,.,,  ,..„.„«.  I,  „ 
more  oo„,fort,U,le  „„,|  ,„,„Ho„s.  The  n,e,lie,.l  eorps 
l«ve  alrea.ly  ruh.cl  the  interior  of  the  hou,e;  the  Z 
<>cn  «,th  ,t.,  hand.,„n,e  box  hedge.,  nearly  fo  eentuTL 

the  ambulances i  all  her  linen  to  the  n.edieal  director- 
«n  cattle  sheep  snine.  poultry  to  the  hospital  author!-' 
■OS  al  her  cellared  .tores,  wines,  luxuries  to  the 
»ou„.led.  I  repeat  that  she  is  ,  fi„e  specin.en  of  Amer^ 
.can  woman_an<l  the  staunehest  little  rebel  I  ever  ,net  " 

in  the  flickering  lantern  light. 

;;  Colonel  Arran  is  badly  hurt.    Did  you  know  it.>  " 
I  do,    said  the  doctor  quietly.     "  I  saw  Inn,  iust 
before  I  came  over  here  to  find  you  " 

chaZ";"' "  ""■  ""  '°  '"'  ""  »•'■"'  •™"  "-ink  of  his 

"  I-don't-know.    He  is  in  considerable  pain.   The 
wound  cont  nues  healthv      Tl„..     •      u- 
of  morphia."  "  '  ^""  ■■""  "  «'"'  ''^"l 

"  Do   you — believe " 

"  I  can't  yet  form  an  opinion  worth  giving  you. 
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Dillon,  the  iiHsistant  surgeon,  is  im  old  pupil  <,f  ,„i,H.. 
He  asked  me  to  look  in  to-morrow;  and  I  slmll  do  so." 

"  I'm  ver^'  glad.  I  was  going  to  ask  you.  Hut— 
there's  a  good  deal  of  professional  eti(|Uette  in  these 

hospitals " 

"  It's  everywhere,"  said  the  doctor,  smiling.  Then 
his  pleasant,  alert  face  changed  subtly;  he  lifted  the 
lantern  absently,  softly  replace«l  it  on  the  veranda  be- 
side him,  and  gazed  at  it.     Presently  he  said: 

"  I  came  here  on  purpose  to  talk  to  you  about  an- 
other matter.  .  .  .  Shall  we  step  inside.'  Or  "—he 
glanced  sharply  around,  lantern  held  above  his  head— 
"  I  guess  we're  better  off  out  here." 

Berkley  silently  assented.  The  doctor  considered 
the  matter  in  mind  for  a  while,  nursing  his  knees,  then 
looking  directly  at  Berkley: 

"  I*hil»  you  once  told  me  a  deliberate  falsehood." 
Berkley's   face  flushed  scarlet,  and  he  stiffened  in 
every  muscle. 

The  doctor  said :  "  I  merely  wanted  you  to  under- 
stand that  I  knew  it  to  be  a  falsehood  when  you  ut- 
tered it.  I  penetrated  your  motive  in  telling  it,  let  it 
go  at  that,  and  kept  both  eyes  open — and  waited." 

Berkley  never  moved.  The  painful  colour  stained 
the  scar  on  his  brow  to  an  ugly  purple. 

"  The  consequences  of  which  falsehood,"  continued 
the  doctor,  "  culminated  in  my  asking  Miss  Lynden 
to  marry  mc.  .  .  .  I've  been  thinking— wondering— 
whether  that  lie  was  justifiable.  And  I've  given  up  the 
problem.     But  I  respect  your  motive  in  telling  it.     It's 
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a  nmtter  for  you  to  settle  privately  .\^V^^~^,^ 
jour  Maker.      !',„   no   Jesuit    l,y   nature;   but-well-- 
yon  xo  pluye,!  u  n.un's  part  in  the  life  of  a  voung  and 
/nen.,U...,s  ^iH  .,,„  ,,,  ,„,,„.^.  ,^  „,^  ^^^^  embo.]- ...nt 
of  all      care  for  in  woman.     An.l  I  thank  vou  for  that. 
I  thank  you  for  ^nving  her  the  only  thing^si.e  lacked- 
«  chance  ,„  the  world.     Perhaps  there  were  other  ways 
of<l«u,g.t.     I  don't  know.    Ail  I  know  is  that  I  thank 
you  for  giving  her  the  chance." 

Ho  cease.l  abruptly,  folded  his  arms,  and  gaze<l  mus- 
ingly r  fo  space.     Then: 

"  '"';  '"'^';'  you  ever  injured  a  man  named  Eugene 
Hall  .m    (  apta.n  of  your  troop  %    'he  8th  Lancers .?  - 

Berkley  looked  up,  startled ;  ,d  the  hot  colour  be- 
gan  to  fade. 

"What  do  you  know  about  Captain  HaHam.' "  he 
asked. 

"Where  is  he.?" 

"  Probably  a  prisoner.     He  was  taken  at  the  cav- 
airy  affair  which  they  now  call  Yellow  Run." 
"  You  saw  him  taken  by  the  enemy .»  " 
"  No.     I  saw  him-surrender-or  rather,  ride  to- 
ward the  enemy,  apparently  with  that  design  in  mind  " 
"  VVhy  don't  you  say  that  Hallam  played  the  cow- 
ard-that  he  deserted  his  men  under  fire-was  even  shot 
at  by  his  own  colonel .'  " 

"  You  seem  to  know  about  it,"  said  Berkley  in  a 

mortified  voice "  No  man  is  anxious  to  reflect  on 

his  own  regiment.     That  is  why  I  did  not  mention  it." 
"Yes,    I    knew    it.     Your    servant,    the    trooper 
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BurgoMH,  cHino  to  Puigecourt  in  search  of  you.  I 
heard  the  (k'tcstable  (ktails  from  him.  He  v.m  om  o( 
tlii>  detachment  that  got  penned  in;  he  saw  the  entire 
performance." 

"  I  didn't  know  Burgees  h«s  there,"  said  Berkley 
"Is  ho  all  right?" 

"Wears  hi.s  left  wrist  in  a  sling:  Colles'.s  fracture; 
horse  fell.  He's  a  villainous-looking  party;  I  wouldn't 
trust  that  fellow  with  a  pewter  button.  But  he  seems 
devoted  to  you." 

"  I've  never  been  able  to  make  him  out,"  said  Berk- 
ley, smiling. 

The  doctor  thought  a  minute. 

"  I  saw  two  interesting  people  at  Paigecourt.  One 
was  Miss  Dix,  an  old  friend  of  mine;  the  other  chanced 
to  be  Surgeon  General  Hammond.  They  were  on  a 
tour^  of    inspection.      I    hope    tiiey    liked    what    they 


saw.' 


I  >» 


"Did  they.? 

"  I  guess  not.  .  .  .  Things  in  the  hospitals  ought 
to  go  better  now.  We're  learning.  ...  By  the  way, 
you  didn't  know  that  Ailsa  Paige  had  been  to  Paige- 
court,  did  you?  " 

"When.?" 

"Recently.  .  .  .  She's  another  fine  woman.  She 
never  h-i^  an  illness  worse  than  whooping  cough.  I 
know  because  I've  always  been  her  physician.  Normally 
she's  a  fine,  wholesome  woman,  Berkley— but  she  told 
a  falsehood.  .  .  .  You  are  not  the  only  liar  south  of 
Dixon's  damnable  Line !  " 
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mTklc.y  .stra.Khtcu..!   „p  „.   tl.o..^,|.   .|.,.t,  ,„„,   ,,,0 
«Joct.,r  .Iroppcl  a  |,„,, ,-  hurid  on  his  .s|,„ul.ler 

'•  The  s..rt  of  lie  you  toM,  I»|,il,  j,  the  kin.l  she  UM 
It   <locs„t  roncern    vou  or  ,nc;   it's  bet«eon   her  con- 
Munre  an.l  herself;  „„.!  |fs  i„  a  goo.l  saf.  pl,.ce. 
A,ul  now  I  II  .k.-tch  ouf  for  vou  «hat  sh.  .h.l.     ThislJ 
tlu-s  boast,  Halhun,  wrote  to  Miss  Di.,  at  Washin.^ton 
»ncl  preferred  charges  against  Miss  Lvn.len.  V,n 

try.ng  to  speak  caln.ly  an.l  coherently  and  without  pas- 
«.on  damn  it!  Don't  interrupt  n.e.  .  .  .  I,,,,  that 
Halhun  sent  his  written  evidence  to  Miss  Dix;  and  Ailsa 
-  .c  learned  of  it,  and  lean.e.l  also  what  the  evidence 
WK..  .  .  And  it  was  a  terrible  thing  for  her  to  learn, 
1  lul— a  damnable  thing  for  a  woman  to  learn." 

He  tightened  his  grasp  on  Berkley's  .shoulder,  and 
/us  voice  was  not  very  steady. 

th    W^l'r}^'  'arges-that  ovi.Ience-meant 

the  death  of  her  fa.t..  ......   As  for  the  unhappy 

revelation  of  what  Miss  Lynden  had  been-the  evidence 
was  hopelessly  conclusive.     Imagine  what  she  thought' 
Any  other  woman  would  have  sat  aloof  and  let  justice 
brand  the  woman  who  had  doubly  betrayed  her.     I  want 
you  to  consider  it;  every  instinct  of  lo>;itv,  frien.lship, 
rust,    modesty    had    apparently    been    outraged    and 
trampled  on  by  the  man  she  had  given   her  he,  ^t   to 
and  by  the  woman  she  had  made  a  friend.     Th  t  wis 
the  position   in  which   Ailsa  Paige  found  herself  when 
«he    learned   of   these   charges,    saw    the  evidence,   and 
was   informed   by   Hallam  that  he  had   forwarded  his 
complaint." 
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His  grip  almost  crushed  Berkley's  shoulder  muscles. 
"  And  now  I'll  tell  you  what  Ailsa  Paige  did.     She 
went  before  Miss  Dix  and  told  her  that  there  was  not 
one  atom  of  truth  in  the  charges.     She  accounted  for 
every  date  specified  by  saying  that  Miss  Lyndon  was 
with  her  at  those  times,  that  she  had  known  her  inti- 
mately for  years,  known  her  family— that  it  was  purely 
a  case  of  mistaken  identity,  which,  if  ever  pressed,  would 
bewilder  her  friend,  who  was  neither  sufficiently  experi- 
enced  to    understand   what   such    charges    meant,    nor 
strong  enough  to  endure  the  horror  and  shock  if  their 
nature  were  explained. 

"  She  haughtily  affirmed  her  absolute  faith  in  you, 
avowed  her  engagement  to  marry  you,  pointed  to  your 
splendid  military  record;  disdainfully  exposed  the 
motive  for  Hallam's  action.  ...  And  she  convinced 
Miss  Dix,  who,  in  turn,  convinced  the  Surgeon  General. 
And,  in  consequence,  I  can  now  take  my  little  girl  away 
from  here  on  furlough,  thank  God!— and  thanks  to 
Ailsa  Paige,  who  lied  hke  a  martyr  in  her  behalf.  And 
that's  what  I  came  here  to  tell  you." 

He  drew  a  long,  shuddering  breath,  his  hand  relaxed 
on  Berkley's  shoulder,  and  fell  away. 

"I  don't  know  to-day  what  Ailsa  Paige  believes; 
but  I  know  what  she  did  for  the  sake  of  a  young  girl.' 
...  If,  in  any  way,  her  faith  in  you  has  been  poisoned, 
remember  what  was  laid  before  her,  proven  in  black  and 
white,  apparently:  remember,  i;  ore  than  that,  the  ter- 
rible and  physically  demoralising  strain  she  has  been 
under  in  the  line  of  duty.     No  human  mind  can  remain 

464 


'..!  ^.  j,c--.- 


AILSA    PAIGE 


healthy  very  lon^  under  such  circumstances ;  no  reason- 
ing can  be  normal.  The  small  daily  vexations,  the  wear 
and  tear  of  nerve  tissue,  the  insufficient  sleep  and  nour- 
ishment,  the  close  confinement  in  the  hospital  atmos- 
phere,  the  sights,  sounds,  odours,  the  excitement,  the 
anxiety-ull  combine  to  distort  reason  and  undermine 
one  s  natural  equipoise. 

''  Phil,  if  Ailsa,  in  her  own  heart,  doubts  you  as  she 
now  doubts  Letty,  you  must  understand  why.  What 
she  did  shows  her  courage,  her  sweetness,  her  nobility. 
"^  hat  she  may  believe-or  think  she  believes-is  bom 
only  of  morbid  ner^•es,  overworked  body,  and  a  crippled 
power  of  reasoning.  Her  furlough  is  on  the  way;  I  did 
myself  the  honour  to  solicit  it,  and  to  interest  Miss  Dix 
in  her  behalf.     It  is  high  time;  the  child  cannot  stand 

much  more After  a  good  rest  in  the  North,  if  she 

desires  to  return,  there  is  nobody  to  prevent  her  .  .  . 
unless  you  are  wise  enough  to  marry  her.  What  do  you 
think.?"  ^ 

Berkley  made  no  answer.  They  remained  silent  for 
a  long  time.  Then  the  doctor  rose  and  picked  up  his 
lantern ;  and  Berkley  stood  up,  too,  taking  the  doctor's 
outstretched  hand. 

"  If  I  were  you,  Phil,  I'd  marry  her,"  said  Benton. 
"  Good-night.  I'll  see  Colonel  Arran  in  the  morning. 
Good-night,  my  boy." 

"  Good-night,"  said  Berkley  in  a  dull  voice. 

Midnight  found  him  pacing  the  dead  sod  in  front 
of  the  veranda,  under  the  stars.     One  by  one  the  lights 
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in  the  liospital  had  been  extinguished;  a  lantern  glim- 
mered at  the  guard-house ;  here  and  there  an  illuminated 
window  cast  its  oblong  of  paler  light  across  the  grass. 
Southward  the  crimson  radiance  had  died  out ;  softened 
echoes  of  distant  gunshots  marked  the  passing  of  the 
slow,  dark  hours,  but  the  fitful  picket  firing  was  now 
no  louder  than  the  deadened  stamp  of  horses  in  their 
stalls. 

A  faint  scent  of  jasmine  hung  in  the  air,  making  it 
freshs^r,  though  no  breeze  stirred. 

He  stood  for  a  while,  face  upturned  to  the  stars, 
then  his  head  fell.  Sabre  trailing,  he  moved  slowly  out 
into  the  open ;  and,  at  random,  wandered  into  the  little 
lane  that  led  darkly  down  under  green  bushes  to  Letty's 
bridge. 

It  was  fresher  and  cooler  in  the  lane ;  starlight  made 
the  planking  of  the  little  foot-bridge  visible  in  the  dark, 
but  the  stream  ran  under  it  too  noiselessly  for  him  to 
hear  the  water  moving  over  its  bed  of  velvet  sand. 

A  startled  whippoorwill  flashed  into  shadowy  flight 
from  the  rail  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  it,  and,  searching 
for  the  seat  which  Letty's  invalid  had  built  for  her, 
he  sank  down,  burying  his  head  in  his  hands. 

And,  as  he  sat  there,  a  vague  shape,  motionless  in 
the  starlight,  stirred,  moved  silently,  detaching  itself 
from  the  depthless  wall  of  shadow. 

There  was  a  light  step  on  the  grass,  a  faint  sound 
from  the  bridge.  But  he  heard  nothing  until  she  sank 
down  on  the  flooring  at  his  feet  and  dropped  her  head, 
face  downward,  on  his  knees. 
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As  in  a  dream  his  hands  fell  from  his  eyes— fell  on 
her  shoulders,  lay  heavily  inert. 

"  Ailsa?" 

Her  feverish  face  quivered,  hiding  closer ;  one  snmll 
hand  searched  blindly  for  his  .rm,  closed  on  his  sleovo 
and  clung  there.     He  could  frel  her  slender  hodv  trem- 
ble at  intervals,  under  his  i.^.s  resting  on  her  hair,  her 
breath  grew  warm  with  tears. 

She  lay  there,  minute  after  minute,  her  hand  on  his 
sleeve,  slipping,  tightening,  while  her  tired  heart 
throbbed  out  its  heavy  burden  on  his  knees,  and  her 
tears  fell  under  the  stars. 

Fatigued  past  all  endurance,  shaken,  demoralised, 
everything  in  her  was  giving     ay  now.     She  onlv  knew 
that  he  had  come  to  her  out  of  the  night's  deathly  deso- 
lation-that  she  had  crept  to  him  for  shelter,  was  cling- 
ing to  him.     Nothing  else  mattered  in  the  world      Her 
weary  hands  could  touch  him,  hold  fast  to  him  who  had 
been  lost  and  was  found  again;  her  tear-wet  face  rested 
against  his ;  the  blessed  surcease  from  fear  was  benumb- 
ing her,  quieting  her,  soothing,  relaxing,  reassuring  h.^r 
Only  to  rest  this  way-to  He  for  the  moment    .n- 
afraid-to    cease    thinking,    to    yield    everv    senso    to 
heavenly    lethargy_to    forget-to     forget^   the    dark 
world  s  sorrows  and  her  own. 

The  high  planets  shed  their  calm  light  upon  her 
hair,  silvering  her  slender  neck  and  the  hand  holding 
to  lis  sleeve,  and  the  steel  edge  of  his  sabre  hilt,  and  a 
gilded  button  at  his  throat.  And  all  else  lay  in  shadow, 
wrapping  them  close  together  in  obscu.ity. 
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At  times  he  thought  she  was  asleep,  and  scarcely 
moving,  bent  nearer ;  but  always  felt  the  nervous  closing 
of  her  fingers  on  his  sleeve. 

And  at  last  sleep  came  to  her,  deadening  every 
sense.  Cautiously  he  took  her  hand;  the  slim  fingers 
relaxed;  body  and  limbs  were  limp,  senses  clouded,  as 
he  lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  rose. 

"  Don't — go,"  she  murmured  drowsily. 

"  No,  dear." 

Through  the  darkness,  moving  with  infinite   care, 

bore   her    under   the   stars    and    stepped    noiseless- 

across  the  veranda,  entered,  .i:.d  laid  her  on 
his  cot. 

"  Philip,"  she  murmured. 

But  he  whispered  to  her  that  she  must  sleep,  that 
he  would  be  near  her,  close  to  her.  And  she  sighed 
deeply,  and  her  white  lids  closed  again  and  rested  Uii- 
stirring  on  her  pallid  cheeks. 

So  she  slept  till  the  stars  faded,  then,  awaking, 
lifted  her  head,  bewildered,  drawing  her  hand  from 
his;  and  saw  the  dawn  graying  his  face  where  he  sat 
beside  her. 

She  sat  up,  rigid,  on  the  blanket,  the  vivid  colour 
staining  her  from  throat  to  brow;  then  memory  over- 
whelmed her.  She  covered  her  eyes  with  both  arms  and 
her  head  dropped  forward  under  the  beauty  of  her  dis- 
ordered hair. 

Minute  succeeded  minute ;  neither  spoke  nor  moved. 
Then,  slowly,  in  silence,  she  looked  up  at  him  and  met 
his  gaze.     It  was  her  confession  of  faith. 
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He  could  scarcely  hear  her  words,  so  trciimlously 
low  was  the  voice  that  uttered  them. 

"  Dr.  Benton  told  me  everything.  Take  mc  back. 
The  world  is  empty  without  you.  I've  been  through  the 
depths  of  it— my  heart  has  searched  it  from  the  ends  to 
the  ends  of  it.  .  .  .  And  finds  no  peace  where  you  arc 
not— no  hope— no  life.  All  is  desolation  without  you. 
Take  me  back." 

She  stretched  out  her  hands  to  him;  he  took  them, 
and  pressed  them  against  his  lips ;  and  looking  across 
at  him,  she  said : 

"  Love  me— if  you  will— as  you  will.  I  make  no 
terms;  I  ask  none.  Teach  me  your  way;  your  way  is 
mine— if  it  leads  to  you;  all  other  paths  are  dark,'  all 
other  ways  are  strange.  I  know,  for  I  have  trodden 
them,  and  lost  myself.  Only  the  path  you  follow  is 
lighted  for  me.  All  else  is  darkness.  Love  me.  I  ask 
no  terms." 

"  Ailsa,  I  can  offer  none." 

"  I  know,  ^'ou  have  said  so.  That  is  enough.  Be- 
sides, if  you  love  me,  nothing  else  matters.  My  life  is 
not  my  own;  it  is  yours.  It  has  always  been  yours— 
only  I  did  not  know  how  completely.  Now  I  have 
learned.  .  .  .  Why  do  you  look  at  me  so  strangely.? 
Are  you  afraid  to  take  me  for  yourself.?  Do  you  think 
I  do  not  know  what  I  am  saying?  Do  you  not  under- 
stand what  the  terror  of  these  days  without  you  has 
done  to  me.?  The  inclination  which  lacked  only  courage 
lacks  it  no  longer.  I  know  what  you  have  been,  what 
you  are.    I  ask  nothing  n«ore  of  life  than  you." 
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"  Dear,"  he  said,  "  do  you  understand  that  I  can 
never  marry  you?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said  steadily.     "  I  am  not  afraid." 

In  the  silence  the  wooden  shutter  outside  the  win- 
dow swung  to  with  a  slam  in  the  rising  breeze  whicli  had 
become  a  wind  blowing  fitfully  under  a  wet  gray  sky. 
From  above  the  roof  there  came  a  sudden  tearing  sound, 
which  at  first  he  believed  to  be  the  wind.  It  increased 
to  a  loud,  confusing,  swishing  whistle,  as  though  hun- 
dreds of  sabres  were  being  whirled  in  circles  overhead. 

Berkley  rose,  looking  upward  at  the  ceiling  as  the 
noise  grew  in  volume  like  a  torrent  of  water  flowing 
over  rocks. 

Ailsa  also  had  risen,  laying  one  hand  on  his  arm, 
listening  intently. 

"What  is  it.?"  she  breathed. 

"It  is  the  noise  made  by  thousands  of  bullets 
streaming  through  the  air  above  us.  It  sounds  like  that 
in  the  rifle-pits.     Listen  \ " 

The  strange,  bewildering  sound  filled  the  room. 
And  now,  as  the  wind  shifted,  the  steady  rattle  of  mus- 
ketry became  suddenly  audible.  Another  sound,  sinis- 
ter, ominous,  broke  on  their  ears,  vhe  clang  of  the  sem- 
inary bell. 

"Is  it  an  attack  on  this  place.?"  she  asked  anx- 
iously. "  What  can  wc  do.?  There  are  no  troops  here! 
I — I  must  go  to  my  sick  boys " 

Her  heart  stood  still  as  a  cannon  thundered,  fol- 
lowed by  the  fearful  sound  of  the  shell  as  it  came  tear- 
ing toward  them.    As  it  neared,  the  noise  grew  deafen- 
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ing;  the  air  vibrated  with  a  rushing  sound  that  rose  to 
a  shriek. 

Ailsa's  hands  grasped  his  arm;  her  ears  seemed 
burstmg  with  the  abominable  sound;  pain  darted 
through  her  temples,  flashing  into  agony  as  a  heavy 
jar  shook  the  house,  followed  by  a  dazzling  light  and 
roar. 

Boom !  Boom !  came  the  distant,  sullen  thunder,  fol- 
lowed  by   the   unn.:stakable   whir   of   a    Parrott  shell 
Suddenly  shrapnel  shells  began  to  come  over,  scream- 
ing, exploding,  filling  the  air  with  the  rush  and  clatter 
of  bullets. 

"Lie  down,"  he  said.  «  You  can't  go  out  in  this. 
It  will  veer  off  in  a  few  moments,  when  they  find  out 
that  they're  shelling  our  hospitals." 

"I've  got  to  go,"  she  repeated;  "my  boys  won't 
understand  why  I  don't  come." 

She  turned  and  opened  the  door;  he  caught  her  in 
his  arms,  and  she  looked  up  and  kissed  him. 

"  Good-bye,  dear,"  she  whispered.  "  You  mustn't 
detain  me- 


»» 


(( 


You  shall  not  go  outside- 


"INegotto.  Be  reasonable,  dear.  My  sick  are 
under  fire." 

The  bugle  was  sounding  now;  his  arms  fell  from  her 
waist ;  she  smiled  at  him,  stepped  outside,  and  started 
to  run ;  and  found  him  keeping  p^ce  between  her  and 
the  west. 

"  You  should  not  do  that! "  she  panted,  striving  to 
pass  him,  but  he  kept  his  body  in  line  with  the  incoming 
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missiles.  Suddenly  he  seized  her  and  dropped  flat  with 
her  as  a  shell  plunged  downward,  exploding  in  a  white 
cloud  laced  with  flame  through  which  the  humming  frag- 
ments scattered. 

As  they  rose  to  their  knees  in  the  dust  they  saw 
men  gathering— soldiers  of  all  arms,  infantry,  dis- 
mounted cavalrymen,  hospital  guards,  limping  convales- 
cents, officers  armed  with  rifles,  waggon  drivers,  ne- 
groes. 

"  They're  attacking  our  works  at  Cedar  Springs," 
said  an  officer  wearing  one  hand  in  a  sling.  "  This  hos- 
pital is  in  a  bad  place." 

Ailsa  clapped  both  hands  over  her  ears  as  a  shell 
blew  up  at  the  angle  of  an  outhouse  and  the  ground 
rocked  violently ;  then,  pale  but  composed,  she  sprang 
mside  the  hospital  door  and  ran  for  her  ward. 

It  was  full  of  pungent  smoke;  a  Parrott  shell  had 
passed  through  a  window,  carrying  everything  away  in 
its  path,  and  had  burst,  terrifying  the  sick  men  lying 
there,  but  not  injuring  anybody. 

And  now  a  flare  of  light  and  a  crash  outside  marked 
the  descent  of  another  shell.  The  confusion  and  panic 
among  the  wounded  was  terrible;  ward-masters,  nurses, 
surgeons,  ran  hither  and  thither,  striving  to  quiet  the 
excited  patients  as  shell  after  shell  rushed  yelling  over- 
head or  exploded  with  terrific  forcr  raining  its  whir- 
ring iron  fragments  over  roof  and  chimney. 

Ailsa,  calm  and  collected  in  the  dreadful  crisis,  stood 
at  the  end  of  the  ward,  directing  the  unnerved  stretcher 
bearers,  superintending  the  carrying  out  of  cots  to  the 
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bftrns,  which  stood  in  the  shelter  of  the  rising  ground 
along  the  course  of  the  little  stream. 

Letty  appeared  from  the  corridor  behind  her;  aiul 
Ailsa  smiled  and  kissed  her  lightly  on  the  check!  and 
the  blood  came  back  to  the  girl's  face  in  u  passion  of 
gratitude  which  even  the  terror  of  death  could  not  lessen 
or  check. 

"  Ailsa— darling— "  she  whispered;  then  shuddered 
m  the  violence  of  an  explosion  that  shattered  the  win- 
dow-glass beside  her. 

"  We're  taking  them  to  the  old  bams,  Letty,"  said 
Ailsa,  steadying  her  voice.  "Will  you  take  charge 
here  while  I  go  to  Colonel  Arran  ?  " 

"  They've  taken  him  out,"  whispered  Letty.  "  That 
ward  is  on  fire.  Everybody  is  out.  W-what  a  cruel 
thing  for  our  boys!  Some  of  them  were  getting  well! 
Can  you  come  now .?  " 

"  As  soon  as  they  carry  out  young  Spencer.  He's 
the  last.  .  .  .  Look  from  the  window !  They're  trying 
to  put  out  the  fire  with  water  in  buckets.  O— h !  "  as  a 
shell  struck  and  the  flame  flashed  out  through  a  geyser 
of  sand  and  smoke. 

"  Come,"  murmured  Letty.  "  I  will  stay  if  there  is 
anything  to  stay  for " 

"  No,  dear;  we  can  go.     Give  me  your  hand;  this 
smoke  is  horrible.     Everything  is  on  fire,  I  think. 
Hurry,  Letty ! " 

She  stumbled,  half  suff-ocated,  but  Letty  kept  her 
hand  fast  and  guided  her  to  the  outer  air. 

A  company  of  cavalry,  riding  hard,  passed  in   a 
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whirlwind   of  dust.      After  them,  clanking,   thudding, 
pounding,  tore  a  battery,  horses  on  a  dead  run. 

The  west  w  ing  of  the  seminary  was  on  fire ;  billows 
of  sooty  smoke  rolled  across  the  roof  and  blew  down- 
ward over  the  ground  where  the  forms  of  soldiers  could 
be  seen  toiling  to  and  fro  with  buckets. 

Infantry  now  began  to  arrive,  crowding  the  main 
road  on  the  double  quick,  mounted  officers  cantering 
ahead.  Long  lines  of  them  were  swinging  out  east  an<l 
west  across  the  country,  where  a  battery  went  into  ac- 
tion wrapped  in  torrents  of  smoke. 

Bullets  swarmed,  singing  above  and  around  in  every 
key,  and  the  distracting  racket  of  the  shrapnel  shells 
became  continuous. 

Ailsa  and  Letty  ran,  stooping,  into  the  lane  where 
the  stretchers  were  being  hurried  across  the  little  foot- 
bridge. As  they  crossed  they  saw  a  dead  artilleryman 
lying  in  the  water,  a  crimson  thread  wavering  from  his 
head  to  the  surface.  It  was  Arthur  Wye ;  and  Letty 
knew  him,  and  halted,  trembling;  but  Ailsa  called  to 
her  in  a  frightened  voice,  for,  confused  by  the  smoke, 
they  had  come  out  in  the  rear  of  a  battery  among  the 
caissons,  and  the  stretchers  had  turned  to  the  right, 
filing  down  into  the  hollow  where  the  bams  stood  on 
the  edge  of  a  cedar  grove. 

Already  men  were  hard  at  work  erecting  hospital 
tents;  the  wounded  lay  on  their  stretchers,  bloodless 
faces  turned  to  the  sky,  the  wind  whipping  their  blank- 
ets and  uncovering  their  naked,  emaciated  bodies.  The 
faces  of  the  dead  had  turned  black. 
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"  Good  God !  •'  said  Dr.  Benton  as  Lctty  and  Ailsa 
came  up,  out  of  breath,  "  we've  got  to  get  these  sick 
men  under  shelter!  Can  you  two  girls  keep  their  blank- 
ets from  blowing  away?  " 

They  hurried  from  cot  to  cot,  from  mattress  to  mat- 
tress, from  one  heap  of  straw  to  another,  from  stretcher 
to  stretcher,  deftly  replacing  sheet  and  blanket,  tuck- 
ing them  gently  under,  whispering  courage,  sometimes 
a  gay  jest  or  smiling  admonition  to  the  helpless  men, 
soothing,  petting,  reassuring. 

The  medical  director  with  his  corps  of  aides  worked 
furiously  to  get  up  the  big  tents.  The  smoke  from  the 
battery  blew  east  and  south,  flowing  into  the  hollow  in 
sulphurous  streams ;  the  uproar  from  the  musketry  was 
terrific. 

Ailsa,  kneeling  beside  a  stretcher  to  tuck  in  the 
blankets,  looked  up  over  her  shoulder  suddenly  at 
Letty. 

"  Where  did  they  take  Colonel  Arran.?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  dear." 

Ailsa  rose  from  her  knees  and  looked  around  her 
through  the  flying  smoke;  then  she  got  wearily  to  her 
feet  and  began  to  make  inquiries.  Nobody  seemed  to 
know  anything  about  Colonel  Arran. 

Anxious,  she  threaded  her  way  through  the  stretch- 
ers and  the  hurrying  attendants,  past  the  men  who  were 
erecting  the  tents,  looking  everywhere,  making  inquiries, 
until,  under  the  trees  by  the  stream,  she  saw  a  heap  of 
straw  on  wiiich  a  man  was  dying. 

He  died  as  she  came  up— a  big,  pallid,  red-headed 
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louave.  whose  blanket,  soaked  with  blood,  bore  dreadful 
witness  of  his  end. 

A  Sister  of  Charity  rose  as  though  dazeil. 
"  I  could  not  stop  the  hemorrhage,"  she  said  in  her 
soft,  bewildered  voice. 

Together    they    turnc.    back    toward    the    mass   of 
stretchers,    moving    with    difficulty    in    the    confusion 
Letty,  passing,  glanced  wanly  at  the  Sister,  then  said  to 
Ailsa : 

"  Colonel  Arran  is  in  the  second  barn  on  the  ha  v. 
I  am  afraid  he  is  dying." 

Ailsa  turned  toward  the  barns  and  hurried  across 
the  trampled  sod. 

Through  the  half  light  within  she  peered  about  her, 
moving  carefully  among  the  wounded  stretched  out  on 
the  fragrant  hay. 

Colonel  Arran  lay  alo. .  in  the  light  of  a  window 
high  under  the  eaves. 

"  Oh,  here  you  are !  "  she  said  gaily.  "  I  hear  most 
most  splendid  things  about  you.  I-"  she  stopped 
short,  appalled  at  the  terrible  change  that  was  coming 
over  his  face. 

"  I  want  to  see— Phil— "  he  whispered. 
"  Yes- yes,  I  will  find  him,"  she  said  sootliingly; 
"  I  will  go  immediately  and  find  him." 

His  head  was  moving  slowly,  monotonously,  from 
side  to  side. 

"  I  want  to  see  my  boy,"  he  murmured.     «  He  is  my 
son.    I  wish  you  to  know  it— my  only  son." 
He  lifted  liis  brilliant  eyes  to  Ailsa. 
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T.vico  ho  strove  to  speak,  and  coukl  not.  and  she 
watched  him,  stunned. 

He  made  the  supreme  effort. 

"  Philip !  "  he  ffaspod ;  "  our  son  !  My  littU-  son  ' 
My  little,  little  hoy!  I  want  him,  Ailsa.'l  want  hi  n 
near  me  when  I  die !  " 
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CHAPTER    XX 

They  told  her  that  Berkley  had  gone  up  the  hill 
toward  the  firing  line. 

On  the  windy  hill-top,  hub  deep  in  dry,  dead  grass, 
a  section  of  a  battery  was  in  action,  the  violent  light 
from  the  discharges  lashing  out  through  the  rushing 
vapours  which  the  wind  flattened  and  drove  back  into 
the  hollow  below  so  that  the  cannoneers  seemed  to  bo 
wading  waist  deep  in  fog. 

The  sick  and  wounded  on  their  cots  and  stretchers 
were  coughing  and  gasping  in  the  hot  mist;  the  partlv 
erected  tents  had  become  full  of  it.  And  now  the  air 
in  the  hollow  grew  more  suffocating  as  fragments  of 
burning  powder  and  wadding  set  the  dead  grass  afire, 
and  the  thick,  strangling  blue  smoke  spread  over  every- 
thing. 

Surgeons  and  assistants  were  working  like  beavers 
to  house  their  patients;  every  now  and  then  a  bullet 
darted  into  the  vale  with  an  evil  buzz,  rewounding, 
sometimes  killing,  the  crippled.  To  add  to  the  com- 
plication and  confusion,  more  wounded  arrived  from  the 
firing  line  above  and  beyond  to  the  westward;  horses 
began  to  fall  where  they  stood  harnessed  to  the  cais- 
sons;  a  fine,  powerful  gun  cam  galloping  back  to  refill 
its  chests  suddenly  reared  strai,     t  up  into  annihilation, 
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enveloped  in  the  volcanic  horror  of  a  shell,  so  near  that 
Ailsa,  standing  below  in  a  clump  of  willows,  saw  the 
flush  find  smoke  of  the  cataclysm  and  the  flying  dis- 
Intcgrai  Mm  of  dark  objects  scattering  through  the 
smoke. 

Far  away  on  the  hillside  an  artilleryman,  making 
a  funnel  of  his  hands,  shouted  for  stretchers ;  and  Ailsa, 
repeating  the  call,  managed  to  gather  together  half  a 
dozen  overworked  bearers  and  start  with  them  up 
through  the  smoke. 

Deafened,  blinded,  her  senses  almost  reeling  under 
the  nerve-shattering  crash  of  the  guns,  she  toiled  on 
through  the  dry  grass,  pausing  at  the  edge  of  charred 
spaces  to  beat  out  the  low  flames  that  leaped  toward 
her  skirts. 

There  was  a  leafy  hollow  ahead,  filled  with  si'  ler, 
willow-trees,  many  of  them  broken  off,  shot,  torn, 
twisted,  and  splintered.  Dead  soldiers  lay  about  u  ider 
the  smoke,  their  dirty  shirts  or  naked  skin  visible  be- 
tween jacket  and  belt ;  to  the  left  on  a  sparsely  wooded 
elevation,  the  slope  of  which  was  scarred,  showing  dry 
red  sand  and  gravel,  a  gun  stood,  firing  obliquely  across 
the  gully  into  the  woods.  Long,  wavering,  irregular 
rings  of  smoke  shot  out,  remaining  intact  and  floating 
like  the  rings  from  a  smoker's  pipe,  until  another  rush 
and  blast  of  flame  scattered  them. 

The  other  gun  had  been  dismounted  and  lay  on 
its  side,  one  wheel  in  the  air,  helpless,  like  some  mon- 
ster sprawHng  with  limbs  stiffened  in  death.  Behind 
it,  crouched  close,  squatted  some  infantry  soldiers,  fir- 
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^ng   from   the  cover  of  the  wreckage.     Behind  every 
tree,  every  stump,  every  inequality,  lay  infantry,  dead, 
wounded,  or  alive  and  cautiously  firing.     Several  took 
advantage   of   the    fallen    battery   horses    for   shelter. 
Only  one  horse  of  that  gun-team  remained  alive,  and 
the  gunners  had  lashed  the  prolonge  to  the  trail  of  the 
overturned  cannon  and  to  the  poor  horse's  collar,  and 
were  trying  to  drag  the  piece  away  with  the  hope  of 
righting  it.  ^ 

This  manoeuvre  dislodged  the  group  of  infantry 
soldiers  who  had  taken  sheker  there,  and,  on  all  fours, 
they  began  crawling  and  worming  and  scuffling  about 
among  the  dead  leaves,  seeking  another  shelter  from  the 
pelting  hail  of  lead. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  seen  beyond  the  willow 
gully  except  smoke,  set  grotesquely  with  phantom  trees, 
through  which  the  enemy's  fusillade  sparkled  and 
winked  like  a  long  level  line  of  fire-flies  in  the  mist 

The  stretcher  bearers  crept  about  gathering  up  the 
wounded  who  called  to  them  out  of  the  smoke.     Ailsa 
on  her  knees,  made  her  way  toward  a  big  cavalryman 
whose  right  leg  was  gone  at  the  thigh. 

She  did  what  she  could,  called  for  a  stretcher,  then, 
crouching  close  under  the  bank  of  raw  earth,  set  her 
canteen  to  his  blackened  lips  and  held  it  for  him. 

"  Don't  be  discouraged,"  she  said  quietly,  «  they'U 
bring  another  stretcher  in  a  few  moments.  I'll  stay 
here  close  beside  you  until  they  come." 

The  cavalryman  was  dying;  she  saw  it;  he  knew 
It.     And  his  swollen  lips  moved. 
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"  Don't  waste  time  with  nic,"  he  managed  to 
say. 

"  Then — will  you  lie  very  still  and  not  move?  " 

"  Yes ;  only  don't  let  the  horse  step  on  me." 

She  drew  her  little  note-book  and  pencil  from  the 
pocket  of  her  gown  and  gently  lowered  her  head  until 
one  ear  was  close  to  his  lips. 

"  What  is  your  name  and  regiment }  " 

His  voice  became  suddenly  clear. 

"  John  Casson-  -Egerton's  Dragoons.  .  .  .  Mrs. 
Henry  Casson,  Islip,  Long  Island.  My  mother  is  a 
widow ;  I  don't — think  she — can — stand " 

Then  he  died — went  out  abruptly  into  eternity. 

Beside  him,  in  the  grass,  lay  a  zouave  watching 
everything  with  great  hollow  eyes.  His  body  was  only 
a  mass  of  bloody  rags ;  he  had  been  shot  all  to  pieces, 
yet  the  bleeding  heap  was  breathing,  and  the  big  sunken 
eyes  patiently  watched  Ailsa's  canteen  until  she  en- 
countered his  unwinking  gaze.  But  the  first  swallow 
he  took  killed  him,  horribly;  and  Ailsa,  her  arms 
drenched  with  blood,  shrank  back  and  crouched  shud- 
dering under  the  roots  of  a  shattered  tree,  her  con- 
sciousness almost  deserting  her  in  the  roaring  and  jar- 
ring and  splintering  around  her.  She  saw  more 
stretcher  bearers  in  the  smoke,  stooping,  edging  their 
way — unarmed  heroes  of  many  a  field  who  fell  unnoted, 
diet!  unrecorded  on  the  rolls  of  glory. 

A  lieutenant  of  artillery,  powder-blackened,  but 
jaunty,  called  down  to  her  from 


Look  out,  little  ladv.    We're 
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ber  «p,  and  we  don't  want  to  drop  six  horses  and  a 
perfectly  good  gun  on  top  of  you !  " 

Somebody  seized  her  arm  and  dragged  her  across 
the  leaves;  and  she  struggled  to  her  knees,  to  her  feet 
turned,  and  started  to  run.  ' 

"This  way,"  said  Berkley's  voice  in  her  ear;  and 
his  hand  closed  on  hers. 

"  Phil— help  me— I  don't  know  where  I  am !  " 
"  I  do.     Run  this  way,  under  the  crest  of  the  hill. 
.  .  .  Dr.  Connor  told  me  that  you  had  climbed  up  here. 
This  isn't  your  place!     Are  you  stark  mad.?  " 

They  ran  on  westward,  panting,  sheltered  hy  the 
grassy  crest  behind  which  soldiers  lay  firing  ove"r  the 
top  of  the  grass-long  lines  of  them,  belly  flattened  to 
the  slope,  dusty  blue  trousers  hitched  up  showing  naked 
ankles  and  big  feet  pendant.  Behind  them,  swords 
drawn,  stood  or  walked  their  officers,  quietly  encourag- 
ing them  or  coolly  turning  to  look  at  Ailsa  and  Berkley 
as  they  hurried  past. 

In  a  vast  tobacco  field  to  their  left,  just  beyond 
a  wide  cleft  in  the  hills,  a  brigade  of  cavalry  was  con- 
tinually   changing    station    to    avoid    shell    fire      The 
swallow-tailed  national  flags,  the  yellow  guidons  with 
their  crossed  sabres,  the  blue  State  colours,  streamed 
above  their  shifting  squadrons  as  they  trotted  hither 
and  thither  with  the  leisurely  precision  of  a  peaceful 
field  day;  but  here  and  there  from  the  trampled  earth 
some  fallen  horse  raised  its  head  in  agony;  here  and 
there  the  plain  was  dotted  with  dark  heaps  that  never 
stirred. 
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The  Wfiiling  flight  of  bullets  strcumcd  steadily  over- 
head, but,  as  they  descended,  the  whistling,  rushing 
sound  grew  higher  and  fainter.  They  could  see,  on 
the  plain  where  the  cavalry  was  manoeuvring,  the 
shells  bursting  in  fountains  of  dirt,  the  ominous  shrap- 
nel cloud  flouting  daintily  above. 

Far  away  through  the  grassy  cleft,  on  woo<led  hill- 
sides, delicately  blue,  they  could  see  the  pufF  of  white 
smoke  shoot  out  from  among  the  trees  where  the  Con- 
federate batteries  were  planted,  then  hear  the  noise 
of  the  coming  shell  rushing  nearer,  quavering,  whistling 
into  a  long-drawn  howl  as  it  raced  through  the  gray 
clouds  overhead. 

While  he  guided  her  among  the  cedars  at  the  base 
of  the  hill,  one  arm  around  her  body  to  sustain  lier,  he 
quietly  but  seriously  berated  her  for  her  excursion  to 
the  firing  line,  telling  her  there  was  no  need  of  it,  no 
occasion  for  anybody  except  the  bearers  there ;  that 
Dr.  Connor  was  furious  at  her  and  had  said  aloud  that 
she  had  little  common-sense. 

Ailsa  coloured  painfully,  but  there  was  little  spirit 
left  in  her,  and  she  walked  thankfully  and  humbly  along 
beside  him,  resting  her  cheek  against  his  shoulder. 

"  Don't  scold  me ;  I  really  feel  half  sick,  Phil.  .  .  . 
From  where  did  you  come.''"  she  added  timidly. 

"  From  the  foot  bridge.  They  wanted  a  guard  set 
there.  I  found  half  a  dozen  wounded  men  who  could 
handle  a  musket.  Lord,  but  the  rebels  came  close  to  us 
that  time !  When  we  heard  those  bullets  they  were 
charging  the  entire  line  of  our  works.     I  understand 
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that  we've  driven  them  all  along  the  line.     It  must  be 
so,  judging  from  the  sound  of  the  firing." 
"  Did  our  hospital  burn?  " 

"  Only  part  of  one  wing.  They're  beginning  to 
move  back  the  wounded  already.  .  .  .  Now,  dear,  will 
vou  please  remain  with  your  superiors  and  obey 
orders.^  he  added  as  they  came  out  along  the  banks 
of  the  httle  stream  and  saw  the  endless  procession  of 
stretchers  recrossing  the  foot  bridge  to  the  left. 

"  Yes.  ...  I  didn't  know.  I  saw  part  of  a  bat- 
tery blown  up;  and  a  soldier  stood  on  the  hill  and 
shouted  for  stretchers.  There  was  nobody  else  to  start 
them  off,  so  I  did  it." 

He  nodded.  "  Wait  here,  dear.  I  will  run  over 
and  ask  Dr.  Connor  whether  they  have  moved  Colonel 
Arran " 

"Colonel  Arran!  Oh,  Philip!  I  forgot  to  tell 
you-  she  clutched  his  arm  in  her  excitement,  and 
he  halted,  alarmed. 

''Has  anything  happened  to  hira.P"  he  demanded. 

He  asked  for  you." 
"  Is  he  worse?  " 
"  I  fear  so." 
"  Dying.?  " 

"  Phil-I  am  afraid  so.     He-he-thinks  that  you 
are  his  son  !  " 

"  W-what  arc  you  saying!  "  he  stammered:  "  What 
are  you  trying  to  tell  me,  Ailsa?  " 

"Phil— my  darling!— don't   look  that   way!"  she 
exclaimed,  frightened. 
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"What  way?"  He  laughed  as  though  crazed. 
"Where  is  he?  Do  you  know?  I  want  to  see  him. 
You  better  let  me  see  him." 

"I'll  go  with  you,  Phil;  I'll  bf-  dose  beside  you. 
You  mustn't  become  so  terribly  excited ;  I  didn't  know 

what  I  was  saying;  I  think  he  is  delirious " 

"Where  is  he?  I  can't  endure  this  much  longer," 
he  kept  repeating  in  a  vacant  way  as  they  forced  a 
path  among  the  litters  and  ambulances,  and  came  out 
through  the  smoke  blowing  from  a  pile  of  debris  that 
lay  where  the  east  wing  of  the  seminary  had  once  stood. 
Charred  and  battered,  every  window  smashed,  and  the 
blackened  rafters  of  the  roof  still  smouldering,  the  east 
wing  rose  before  them,  surrounded  by  the  wounded. 

A  surgeon  told  them  that  Colonel  Ai-ran  had  been 
carried  out  of  the  barn,  but  to  what  place  he  did  not 
know.  Letty  with  Dr.  Benton  passed  them  by  the 
stables,  but  they  knew  only  that  Colonel  Arran,  lying 
on  a  litter,  had  been  placed  in  an  ambulance  which  had 
started  for  Azalea  Court  House. 

This  was  confirmed  by  Dr.  Connor,  who  came  hur- 
rying by  and  who  halted  to  scowl  heartily  at  Ailsa. 

"  No  more  of  that!  "  he  said  roughly.  "  When  I 
want  a  nurse  on  the  firing  line  I'll  detail  her.  I've  sent 
two  hundred  invalids  to  the  landing,  and  I  wanted  you 
to  go  with  them  and  when  I  looked  around  for  you  I 
saw  you  kitinp  for  the  line  of  battle !  That's  all  wrong, 
Mrs.  Paige!  That's  all  wrong!  You  look  sick  any- 
way.    Are  you  ?  " 

"  No.     I'll  go  now,  if  you'll  let  me.  Dr.  Connor." 
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"  ^^7  «»•«  J°u  going  to  get  there?     I  haven't  an- 
nthcr  ambulance  to  «.in,l     .  »      i  "<"t.n  t  an- 

"  I     I'll       M  ,?  ""''-'"'*  «  ''"■^c  or  a  mule " 

J-I II  .nlk,"  she  said  with  a  so'.  i„  her  throat 
I  »-  fearfully  sorry_a„d  ashamed "  ' 

-vourp,„e;rit,iih:t;r;'vr"^^^^^ 

ancrv'-'th      .     """'''-"""'o    -o-most    damnably 

"ortL  at  h  ?.  ""'  "  ™'  *"  ™'"  ">«  -""o" 

worKing  at  his  mouth  and  cjes 

He  seized  Ailsa's  hand  andshook  it  vigorously. 
Excuse  ray  profanity.     I  can't  avoid  it  «he„   r 

dy„lT~"^"'"     '^"--  "'"^-     I'-  «n  oM  L 

bod/ t!  ,  r''™"^"  """     ^"  "  ^o-  ™"  «"d  »ome- 
bod.    to  take  you  to  Azalea.     I  want  that  batch  of 

nvahds  carefully  watched.     Besides,  there's  a  L  I'l 

te  '1.  ?""''  '"'  '"'  "-■'•'     VouVe  not  wd 

toll  you      1  had  to  send  those  invalids  back ;  the  plac 
h       IS  atrociously  crowded.     Try  to  find  some  wav  „ 
getting  to  the  landing.     And  take  ^„r.  „f 
l;**i       i»  «      -,  ^e  care  of  your  Drettv 

little  self  for  God's  sake!  "  ' 

She  promised,  shook  hands  with  him  a^nin    A- 

o  search  for  Berkley,  and  caught  sight  of  him  near 
he  stables,  saddhng  his  horse.     He  buckled  t^e  1 
trap  as  she  came  up;  turned  a  blank  gaze  on  h  r    td 

n^ent.     Then,  nodding  m  a  dazed  way,  he  lifted  her  to 
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the  8a(hlle  in  front,  swung  up  behin<l  her,  passed  one 
arm  around  her  waist,  gathered  hridio,  an.l  odged  his 
way  carefully  through  the  crowd  out  into  the  road. 

The  3rd  Zouaves  in  heavy  marching  order  filled  tlu- 
road  w.th  their  scarlet  colunm,  moving  steadily  sot.th- 
ward;  and  Ailsa,  from  her  perch  on  the  saddle,  called 
to  Colonel  Craig  and  Major  Lent,  stretching  out  her 
hot  httle  hand  to  them  as  she  passed. 

Engineers  blocked  their  progress  farther  on,  then 
Wisconsin  infantry,  young  giants  in  blue,  swinging 
forward  m  their  long  loose-limbered  stride;  then  an  in- 
terminable column  of  artillery,  jolting  slowlv  along, 
the  grimy  gunners  swaying  drowsily  on  their  seats, 
officers  nodding  half  asleep  in  their  saddles. 
"  Philip,"  she  ventured  timidly. 
"  Yes." 

"Is  there— anything— you  wish  to  tell  me.'  Any- 
thing that  I— perhaps— have  a  faint  shadow  of  a  right 
to  know?"  * 

For  a  long  time  they  rode  in  silence,  her  question 
unanswered.  A  narrow  cart  road— less  of  a  road  than 
a  lane— led  east.     He  turned  his  horse  into  it. 

For  a  moment  no  sound  broke  the  silence  save  the 
monotonous  clank  of  his  sabre  and  the  creak  of  girth 
and  saddle. 

"  Ailsa ! " 

"  Yes,  Phil." 

"Move  closer;  hold  very  tight  to  me;  clasp  both 

arms  around  my  neck.  .  .   .  Are  you  seated  firmly^  " 
"  Yes,  Phil." 
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He  encircled  her  slender  bcnly  with  his  right  arm 
and,  shaking  out  the  bridle,  launched  his  horse  at  n 
gallop  down  the  sandy  lane.  Her  breath  and  his 
mingled  as  they  sped  forward;  the  wind  rushed  by, 
waving  the  foll.ge  on  either  hand;  a  steady  storm  of 
sand  and  gravel  rained  ratth'ng  through  the*  bushes  as 
the  spurred  horse  bounded  forward,  breaking  into  a 
grander  stride,  thundering  on  through  the  gatherinir 
dusk.  ^ 

Swaying,  cradled  in  his  embrace,  her  lips  murmured 
his  name,  or,  parted  breathless,  touched  his,  as  the 
exquisitely  confused  sense  of  headlong  speed  dimmed 
her  senses  to  a  happy  madness. 

Trees,  bushes,  fences  flew  past  and  fled  away  bc- 
hmd  in  the  dusk.  It  seemed  to  her  as  though  she  was 
bemg  tossed  through  space  locked  in  his  arms;  in- 
finite depths  of  shadow  whiHed  and  eddied  around  ],er; 
limitless  reaches,  vistas  unfathomable  stretched  toward 
outer  chaos  into  which  they  were  buried,  unseeing,  her 
arms  around  his  neck,  her  soft  face  on  his  breast. 

Then  a  lantern  flashed;  voices  sounded  in   far-off^ 
confusion ;  more  lanterns  twinkled  and  glimmered ;  more 
voices  broke  in  on  their  heavenly  isolation. 
Was  the  divine  flight  ended.? 

Somebody  said:  "Colonel  Arran  is  here,  and  is  still 
ahve,  but  his  mind  is  clouding.  He  says  he  is  waiting 
for  his  son  to  come." 

Dizzy,  burning  hot,  half  blinded,  she  felt  herself 
swung  out  of  space  onto  the  earth  again,  through  a 
glare  of  brightness  in  which  Celia's  face  seemed  to  be 
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fmn.cMl,  c.lKo<l  with  infon.ul  li^^ht.  .  .  .  A.ul  «„otluT 
fnce,  Camilla's,  was  t!,ore  i„  the  confusi,,^  brilliancy; 
and  she  reele.I  a  little,  e.nbrumi,  hd.l  hot  an.l  dos;  • 
and  in  her  dulle<l  ears  .IruMuned  (Vlia's  voice,  n.urn.ur- 
mg,  pitving,  complaining,  adoring: 

"  Iloney-bell-Oh,  my  little  Honcy-bml !  I  have 
vou  buck  in  ,ny  a'ms,  and  I  have  n.y  boy,  and  I',,,  ve'y 
thankful  to  n.y  Heavenly  Master-I  certainly  am, 
Honey-bee  !-f«'  His  goodness  and  His  n.ercy 'which 
He  IS  showing  eve'y  day  to  me  and  nnne." 

And  Camilla's  p«le  face  was  pressed  against  her  hot 
checks  and  the  girl's  black  sleeve  of  crape  encircled  hor 
neck. 

She  whispered :  "  I_I  try  to  tlunk  it  reconciles  me 

to    losmg   Jinmiy War   gave   me    Stephen 

let-oh,   I   cannot   understand   why  God's    way   must 
somctunes  be  the  way  of  battle!  " 

Ailsa  saw  and  heard  and  understood,  yet,  all  around 
her  fell  an  unreal  light-a  terrible  fiery  radiance,  nmk- 
mg  voices  the  voices  of  phantoms,  forms  the  outlines 
of  ghosts. 

Through  an  open  door  she  saw  a  lamp-lit  room 
where  her  lover  knelt  beside  a  bed-saw  a  man's  arm 
reach  feebly  toward  him-and  saw  no  more.  Every- 
thmg  wavered  and  dazzled  and  brightened  into  rainbow 
tints  around  her,  then  to  scarlet;  then  velvety  darkness 
sprang  up,  through  which  she  fell  into  swift  uncon- 
sciousness. 

One  of  the  doctors,  looking  at  her  as  she  lay  o„  the 
hospital  cot,  dropped  his  hand  gravely  on  her  thin  wrist. 
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"  You  cannot  tell  mo  anything  that  I  «fon't  know 
about  Mrs.  Paige,"  he  said  wearily.  "  This  is  a  com- 
plete breakdown.  It's  come  just  in  time,  too,  that 
girl  has  been  trying  to  kill  herself.  I  understand  that 
her  furlough  has  arrived.  You'd  better  get  her  North 
on  the  next  transport.  I  guess  that  our  angels  are 
more  popular  in  our  hospitals  just  now  than  they  would 
be  tuning  little  gilt  harps  aloft.  We  can't  spare  'em, 
Mrs.  Craig,  and  I  guess  the  Most  High  can  wait  a  little 
longer." 

Doctor,  ward-master,  apothecary,  and  nurses  stood 
looking  down  at  the  slim,  fever-flushed  shape  moving 
restlessly  on  the  cot-babbling  soft  inconsequences, 
stanng  out  of  brilliant  eyes  at  nothing. 

The  doctor  whispered  to  the  apothecary,  and  his 
gesture  dismissed  those  who  stood  around  her  waiting 
in  silence. 
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CHAPTER    XXI 

K,»R,.v  in  (,,,„,„.,.  „,,  ,.„.„,  ,._^.^^|_.^  , 
favour,,.  p„„,„,e  „,  ..  ,,,„,,,^  ..  „,^,_^,     ■^^^^_^^_  ^  ' 

anton  «.„1,  „  „„„„  ,„,,,  .„,,  „  ,,„^,^,  ,__,,,^.    , 

but    btuart    ,„arcl,c.l   „i„o,,.    i„    ,h,   ,„„„   ,i„,^       „^ 

Gcnerul  Buford.  cluof  of  ™v„lr.v,  ,ct  ,l,e  6.1,  Penn.svl- 
va„,a  Uncor,  galloping  „ft.r  Stuart.     Part  of  ,h,  i,t 
Ara,no  Cavalry  join«l  ,l,e  cl,„,e:  but  Stuart  H„„ri,l,.'d 
'"'  '"""  "">*  7 "'"«)  «"">■  into  Pennsylvania  to  the 
.mazc„,cn,  and  horror  of  tl,at  groat  Slate,  and  to  tho 
unbounded  „,ort,ficatio„  of  the  Union  arn,y.     „e  had 
..th  h,m  the  Irt,  3d,  4th,  Sth  and  9lh  Virginia  ,„,.- 
.>.^;    the    Ttl,    and    9th    North    Carohna,'and      L 
I.og,o„,;  and  after  hi,,,  .ent  pelting  the  handful  that 
Mctlel  an  could  mount.     A  fc-  tired  troopers  galloped 

and  the  ga,„  of  "chasing"  Stuart  was  over.     .Ve,.r 
.ad  the  efflcency  of  the  Union  Cavalry  been  at  .such  a 
ow  ebb;  but  ,t  was  lo.-„„tor  ,„„rk,  indeed,  and  mat- 
ter,, were  dest.ned  to  mend  after  a  history  of  nearly 
two  years  of  neglect,  disorganisation,  and  misu.se 

Bayaru  look  over  the  cavalry  south  of  Washington ; 
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Pleasanton  collected  the  6th  Regulars,  the  3d  Indiana, 
the  8th  New  York,  the  8th  Pennsylvania,  and  the  8th 
Illinois,  and  started  in  to  do  mischief  with  brigade 
head-quarters  in  the  saddle. 

The  8th  New  York  went  with  him,  but  the  8th  New 
York  Lancers,  reorganising  at  Orange  Hill,  were  or- 
dered to  recruit  the  depleted  regiment  to  twelve  com- 
panies. 

In  August,  Berkley's  ragged  blue  and  yellow  jacket 
had  been  gaily  embellished  with  brand-new  sergeant's 
chevrons ;  at  t^*-  Stone  Bridge  where  the  infantry  re- 
coiled his  troop  passed  over  at  a  gallop. 

The  War  Department,  much  edified,  looked  at  the 
cavalry  and  began  to  like  it.  And  it  was  ordered  that 
every  cavalry  regiment  be  increased  by  two  troops,  L 
and  M.  Which  hberality,  in  combination  with  Colo- 
nel Arran's  early  reports  concerning  Berkley's  con- 
duct, enabled  the  company  tailor  to  sew  a  pair  of  lieu- 
tenant's shoulder-straps  on  Berkley's  soiled  jacket. 

But  there  was  more  than  that  in  store  for  him ;  it 
was  all  very  well  to  authorise  two  new  troops  to  a  regi- 
ment, but  another  matter  to  recruit  them. 

Colonel  Arran,  from  his  convalescent  couch  in  the 
North,  wrote  to  Governor  Morgan;  and  Berkley  got 
his  troop,  and  his  orders  to  go  to  New  York  and  re- 
cruit it.  And  by  the  same  mail  came  the  first  letter 
Ailsa  had  been  well  enough  to  write  him  since  her  trans- 
fer North  on  the  transport  Long  Branch. 

He  read  it  a  great  many  times;  it  was  his  only 
diversion    while    awaiting    transportation    at    the    old 

492 


^■<.. 


AILSA    PAIGE 

Hygeia  Hotel,   where,  in   company,  with  hundreds   of 
furloughed  officers,  he  slept  on  the  floors  in  his  blanket; 
he  read  .t  on   deck,  as   the  paddle-wheeled  transport 
weighed  anchor,  swung  churning  under  the  guns  of  the 
great  Fortress-so  close  that  the  artillerymen  on  the 
water-battery  could  have  tossed  a  biscuit  aboard-and, 
lieading    north-east,    passed    out    between    the    capes 
where,  seaward,  the  towering  black  sides  of  a  sloop  of' 
war  rose,  bright  work  aglitter,  smoke  blowing  fitfully 
from  her  single  funnel. 

At  Alexandria  he  telegraphed  her:  "Your  letter 
received  I  am  on  my  way  North,"  and  signed  it  with  a 
thnll  of  boyish  pride:  "Philip  O.  Berklev-Arran, 
Capt.  Cavalry,  U.  S.  V." 

^^r'^\^'  l^^7-  ^"  ''"*  ^  """''"^  ''^'^'^^  ^■•"'"  the 

Wdlard  m  Washington;  wasted  two  days  at  the  State, 
War   and  Navy  for  an  audience  with  Mr.  Stanton,  and 
finally  found  himself,  valise  in   hand,   waiting  among 
throngs  of  officers  of  all  grades,  all  arms  of  the  service 
for  a  chance  to  board  his  train. 

And,  as  he  stood  there,  he  felt  cotton-gloved  fin- 
gers fumbling  for  the  handle  of  his  valise,  and  wheeled 
sharply,  and  began  to  laugh. 

"Where  the  devil  did  you  come  from.  Burgess .? 
Llid  they  give  you  a  furlough.?  " 

"  Yes,  Captain." 

"  Well,  you  got  more  than  I.     What's  the  matter  • 
do  you  want  to  carry  my  bag?  " 
"  Yes,  sir." 
"  You  don't  have  to." 
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"No,  Captain.  ...  If  you  don't  object,  sir,  I'll 
carry  it." 

They  found  seats  together ;  Philip,  amused,  tried  to 
extract  from  Burgess  something  besides  the  trite  and 
obvious  servant's  patter — something  that  might  sig- 
nify some  possibility  of  a  latent  independence — the 
germ  of  aspiration.  And  extracted  nothing.  Burgess 
had  not  changed,  had  not  developed.  His  ways  were 
Philip's  ways;  his  loftier  flights  mounted  no  higher 
toward  infinity  than  the  fashions  prevailing  in  the 
year  1862,  and  their  suitability  to  his  master's  ulti- 
mate requirements. 

For  his  regiment,  for  its  welfare,  its  hopes,  its 
glory,  he  apparently  cared  nothing;  nor  did  he  appear 
to  consider  the  part  he  had  borne  in  its  fluctuating  for- 
tunes anything  to  be  proud  of. 

Penned  with  the  others  in  the  brush  field,  he  had 
done  stolidly  what  his  superiors  demanded  of  him ;  and 
it  presently  came  out  that  the  only  anxiety  that  as- 
sailed him  was  when,  in  the  smoke  of  the  tangled  thick- 
ets, he  missed  his  late  master. 

"  Well,  what  do  you  propose  to  do  after  the  regi- 
ment is  mustered  out?"  inquired  Philip  curiously. 

"  Wait  on  you,  sir." 

"  Don't  you  want  to  do  anything  else?  " 

"  No,  sir." 

Philip  looked  at  him,  smiling. 

"  I  suppose  you  like  my  cigars,  and  my  brandy  ami 
my  linen  ?  " 

The  ghost  of  a  grin  touched  the  man's  features. 
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"  Yes,  sir,"  he  said  with  an  impudence  that  caoti- 
vated  Philip.  ^ 

"  All  right,  my  friend ;  I  can  stand  it  as  long  as 

you  can And  kindly  feel  in  my  overcoat   for  a 

c.gar  wrapped  in  paper.     I'll  go  forward  and  smoke  for 
a  while." 

"  Sir.?  " 

"The    cigar— I    put    it    in    my    overcoat    pocket 

wrapped  in  a  bit  of  paper You-you  don't  n.ean 

to  tell  me  that  it's  not  there!" 

Burgess  searched  the  pockets  with  a  perfectly  grave 
face. 

"  It  ain't  here ;  no,  sir." 

Philip  flung  himself  into  the  corner  of  his  seat, 
making  no  efFort  to  control  his  laughter: 

"  Burgess,"  he  managed  to  say,  "  the  dear  old  ,lays 
are  returning  already.  I'll  stay  here  and  read ;  you 
go  forward  and  smoke  that  cigar.     Do  you  hear?  " 

"  Yes,  sir." 

Again,  just  as  he  had  done  every  day  since  leaving 
camp,  he  reread  Ailsa's  letter,  settling  down  in  his 
corner  by  the  dirty,  rattling  window-pane: 

"  Everybody  writes  to  you  except  myself.  I  know 
they  have  told  you  that  it  is  taking  a  little  longer  for 
me  to  get  well  than  anybody  expected.  I  was  terribly 
tired.  Your  father  has  been  so  sweet ;  everybody  has 
been  good  to  me— Celia,  poor  little  Camilla^  and  Ste- 
phen.    I  know  that  they  all  write  to  you ;  and  some- 
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how  I  have  been  listlessly  contented  to  let  them  tell 
you  about  home  matters,  and  wait  until  my  strength 
returned.  But  you  must  not  doubt  where  every  waking 
memory  of  mine  has  centred ;  my  thoughts  have  circled 
always  around  that  central  vortex  from  which,  since  I 
first  laid  eyes  on  you,  they  have  never  strayed. 

"  Home  news  is  what  all  good  soldiers  want;  I  write 
for  you  all  I  know : 

"The   city    is    the  same   hot,   noisy,   dirty,   dusty, 
muddy,  gridiron,  changed  in  nowise  except  that  every- 
where one  sees  invalid  soldiers ;  and  there  are  far  too 
many  officers  lounging  about,  presumably  on  furlough 
-too  many  Captain  Dash's,  twirling  black  moustaches 
in  front  of  fashionable  hotels.     There  are  no  powder 
stains  on  their  uniforms,  no  sun-bum  on  their  cheeks 
They  throng  the  city;  and  it  is  a  sinister  phenomenon. 
"  I  thmk  Broadway  was  never  as  lively,  never  quite 
as  licentious.     Those  vivid  cafes,  saloons,  concert  halls, 
have  sprung  up  everywhere;  theatres,  museums,  gar- 
dens are  in  full  blast;  shops  are  crowded,  hotels,  street 
cars,  stages  overflowing  with  careless,  noisy,  overdressed 
people.     The  city  is  en  fete;  and  somehow  when  I  think 
of  that  Dance  of  Death  thundering  ceaselessly  just  south 
of  us,  it  appalls  me  to  encounter  such  gaiety  and  irre- 
sponsibility in  the  streets. 

"  Yet,  after  all,  it  may  be  the  safety-valve  of  a  brave 
people.  Those  whirling  daily  in  the  Dance  of  Death 
have,  at  least,  the  excitement  to  sustain  them.  Here  the 
tension  is  constant  and  terrible ;  and  the  human  mind  can- 
not ei^ure  too  much  tragedv. 
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"  •  .  .  They  saj  our  President  fits  a  witticism  to  the 
tragedy  of  every  battle-field;  but  it  may  be  to  preserve 
his  own  reason  through  these  infernal  years.  He  has 
the  saddest  eyes  of  any  man  since  the  last  Martyr  died. 
"  You  have  heard  from  your  family  and  from  Celia, 
so  what  news  I  write  may  be  no  news.  Yet  I  know  how 
It  IS  with  soldiers:  they  never  tire  of  such  repetitions. 

"Your   father   is    slowly    recovering.      But   he   will 
never  sit  his  saddle  again,  dear.      Don't  expect  it;  the 
war  is  over  as  far  as  he  is  concerned.     But  never  have 
my  eyes  beheld  such  happiness,  such  gratitude,  such  ado- 
ration as  I  see  in  his  eyes  when  your  letters  come.     I 
think  the  burden  of  his  conversation  is  you.     I  never 
hear  him  speak  of  anything  else.     Your  father  walks 
now;  and  by  the  time  you  are  here  he  will  be  able  to 
drive  on  Fifth  Avenue  and  in  the  new  Central  Park. 
But  he  is  not  the  man  who  left  this  city  at  the  head  of  his 
regiment.     His  hair  and  moustache  are  white  as  snow; 
there  are  a  thousand  tiny  wrinkles  on  his  hands  and  fea- 
tures.   All  that  hea       colour  is  gone ;  only  a  slight  flush 
remains  on  his  thin  tace.     He  is  very  handsome.  Phil. 
Once,  never  dreaming  of  what  was  true,  I  thought  he 
resembled  you.     Do  you  recollect  my  saying  so  once.? 
Even  you  would  recognise  the  likeness  now.     He  ir.  ab- 
sorbed, wrapped  up  in  you I  can  see,  now,  that 

he  always  has  been.     How  blind  we  are !    How  blind! 

"  Celia,  the  darling,  has  not  changed  one  particle. 
She  is  the  prettiest  thing  you  ever  saw,  cheerful,  clever, 
courageous,  self-possessed,  devoted  to  Stephen,  whose 
leave  has  been  extended  and  who  plays  the  role  of  a  pale 
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and  interesting  invalid  hero  with  placid  satisfaction  to 
himself,  adored  and  hovered  over  by  Paige  and  Marye 
and  all  their  girl  friends.  But  when  poor  little  Camilla, 
in  her  deep  mourning,  appears  at  the  door,  he  clears 
out  the  others  with  a  tyranny  characteristic  of  young 
men;  and  I'm  somewhat  sorry  for  his  mother  and  sis- 
ters. But  it's  the  inevitable ;  and  Camilla  is  the  sweetest 
thing. 

"  Celia  hears  often  from  Curt.  Poor  Major  Lent ! 
It  seems  too  hard  that  Camilla  should  be  left  so  utterly 
alone  in  the  world.  The  Major  died  as  he  would  have 
wished  to  die,  Curt  writes.  It  was  at  that  terrible  Stone 
Bridge— where  God  was  merciful  to  me  when  your 
squadron  galloped  across. 

"  He  was  found,  seated  against  a  tree,  stone  dead, 
one  hand  stiffened  over  the  Mexican  war  medal  at  his 
throat.  Curt  says  his  face  was  calm,  almost  smiling. 
Camilla  has  his  sword  and  medals. 

"  Did  you  know  that  your  friend  John  Casson  was 
dead?  I  was  with  him;  I  did  not  know  he  was  a  friend 
of  yours.  He  displayed  the  same  patience,  the  same 
desire  not  to  be  troublesome  that  so  many  badly 
wounded  do. 

"  Lotty  asked  me  to  say  that  a  zouave  of  the  5th 
Regiment,  a  Mr.  Cortlandt,  was  also  killed.  So  many, 
many  people  I  knew  or  had  heard  of  have  been  killed  or 
have  died  of  disease  since  the  war  began.  One  sees  a 
great  many  people  wearing  mourning  in  the  city— crape 
is  so  common,  on  sword-hilts,  on  arms,  veils,  gowns, 
bonnets. 
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Lctty  made  the  loveliest  bride  you  or  I  ever  beheld. 
T-  sually  brules  do  not  look  their  best,  but  Letty  was  the 
most  charmang,  radiant,  bewildering  creaturc^and  so 
absurdly  young-as  though  suddenly  she  had  .Iropped 
a  few  years  and  was  again  beginning  that  girlhood  which 
1  sometimes  thought  she  had  never  had. 

"  Dr.  Benton  is  a  darling.  He  looks  twenty  years 
younger  and  wears  a  monocle!  They  are  back  from 
thear  honeymoon,  and  are  planning  to  offer  their  services 
to  the  great  central  hospital  at  Philadelphia 

"Dear,  your  letter  breaking  the  news  to  me  that 
Marye  Mead  was  burned  when  the  cavalry  burned  Ed- 
mund Ruffin's  house  was  no  news  to  me.  I  saw  it  on  fire. 
But,  Phihp,  there  was  a  fiercer  flame  consun.ing  me  than 
ever  swept  that  house.  I  thank  God  it  is  quenched  for 
ever  and  that  my  heart  and  soul,  refreshed,  made  new, 
bear  no  scars  now  of  that  infernal  conflagration. 

"  I  sit  here  at  my  window  and  see  below  me  the  folds 
of  the  dear  flag  stirring;  in  n,y  ears,  often,  is  the  noise 
of  drums  from  the  dusty  avenue  where  new  regiments  are 
passmg  on  into  the  unknown-no  longer  the  unknown 
to  us— but  the  saddest  of  all  trutlis. 

"  Sometimes  Celia  comes  from  the  still,  leaf v  seclu- 
sion of  Fort  Greene  Place,  to  love  me,  caress  me!  gently 
jeer  at  me  for  the  hint  of  melancholy  in  my  gaze,  sham 
mg  me  for  a  love-sick  thing  that  droops  and  pines  in 
the  absence  of  all  that  animates  her  soul  and  body  with 
the  desire  to  live. 

"She  is  only  partly  right;  I  am  very  tired,  Phil. 
Not  that  I  am  ill.     I  am  well,  now.     It  only  needs  you. 
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She  knows  it ;  I  have  always  known  it.     Your  love,  and 
loving  you,  is  all  that  life  means  to  me. 

"I  see  them  nil  here — Celia  fussing  with  my  trous- 
seau,  gowns,   stockings,   slippers,  hovering  over  them 
with  Paigic  and  Marye  in  murmurous  and  intimate  rap- 
ture.    They  lead  me  about  to  shops  and  in  busy  thor- 
oughfares; and  I  sec  and  understand,  and  I  hear  my 
own  voice  as  at  an  infinite  distance,  and  I  am  happy  in 
the  same  indefinite  way.    But,  try  as  I  may,  I  cannot  fix 
my  thoughts  on  what  I  am  about,  on  the  pretty  gar- 
ments piled  around  me,  on  the  necessary  arrangements 
to   be   made,   on  the   future  — our   future!     I   cannot 
even    think    clearly    about    that.      All    that    my    mind 
seems  able  to  contain  is  my  love  for  you,  the  knowl- 
edge  that   you   are   coming,    that   I    am    to    sec   you, 
touch  you. 

"I  try  to  realise  that  I  am  to  be  your  wife;  the 
heavenly  reality  seems  vaguely  impossible.  Yet  every 
moment  I  am  schooling  myself  to  the  belief,  telling  my- 
self that  it  is  to  be,  repeating  the  divine  words  again 
and  again.  And  all  I  am  capable  of  understanding  is 
that  I  love  you,  and  that  the  world  stands  still,  waiting 
for  you  as  I  wait ;  and  that  without  you  nothing  is  real, 
and  I  move  in  a  world  of  phantoms. 

"  I  have  been  to  the  mirror  to  look  at  myself.  To 
be  certain,  I  also  asked  Celia.  She  says  that  you  will 
not  be  disappointed. 

"  She  sat  here  searching  the  morning  paper  for  news 
of   her   husband's   regiment,   but   found   none.      What 
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women  vdurc  fur  ,„.„  „„  „,«,.  „,.,  ,,„  ,,^.,  ^^7;,;;;^^ 

"  Shi   i,  piTfoctly  choiTful  almut  it  ,.||.     An.l    „l, 

7''";''f  «'--j"i..ud. ..,■„,,.,.„:  It 

w.th  re«„„o„,„,  ,      d,  ,„,  ,„„„,„,.,  „  „  .^^___,^  ,;_^_^»-> 
'  ■■";"  «>>•  '''»"..■  the,,,,'  ,l,c  „l,,,.rv„l ;  •  f,l  )„.  voV 

«n.l  »lon  (url  <•„„,,,  l,„„,o,  I've  «„t  »„,„„  vc'v  pretty 

«<>"«,  f„-  |,„„  to  loam  to  appri-ciato.'  ^ 

••  She's  down  stair,  no, ,  seated  at  the  pia„o,  »i„„- 

«ing»  it.  "  "'"'  ""'8  ''J-  "'"  --y  »'- 

"  And,  a,  I  sit  here,  alone,  thinking  of  how  I  I„ve 

you-far    a.ay    I    hear    the    -old    ,i„,5,    i,.^J^Z 

quu,nt,  n„.k  rhvthn,  of  the  fifes  and  drun.s ;  and  it  ,t  rs 

tear,  .pr.ng  ,o  n,^,  eyes.     And  I  tr.v  to  understand  why 
every  separate  .silver  star  in  the  flag  is  nnne  to  hold 
nnnc  to  rescue  and  replace,  .nine  to  „d!re.    And  I  try  to' 

you,  and  of  God  «ho  gave  you  to  mc-Philip-  -Philin- 
n.y  W.,  „,y  country,  n.y  God-.orshipped':„d  adl"::^ 


THE    END 
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